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Sir Patient Fancy. 




PROLOGUE, 

Spoken by Mr. Betterton, 



E write not now, as tfC antient Poets writ, 
For your Applaufe of Nature, Senfe and Wit ; 
But, like good Trade/men, what*s infajhion vent, 
And cozen yon, to give ye all content. 
True Cotnedy, writ even in Dryaen'j Style, 
Will hardly raife your Humours to a Smile. 
Long did his Sovereign Mufe the Scepter /way. 
Ana long with Joy you did true Homage pay : 
But now, like hiapfiy States, luxurious grown. 
The Monarch Wit unjujllyyou dethrone. 
And a Tyrannick Commonwealth prefer. 
Where each f mall Witflarts up and claims hisfhare ; 
And all thofe Laurels are in pieces torn. 
Which did ^er while one f acred Head adorn. 
Nay, even the Women now pretend to reign \ 
Defend us from a Poet Joan again / 
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4 PROLOGUE. 

That Congregations in a hopeful way 

To Heaven, where the Lay-Stflers teach and fray. 

Oh the great Bleffin^ of a little Wit / 

Pvefeen an elevated Poet fit , 

And hear the Audience laugh and clap y yet fay. 

Gad after all, Uis a damned filly Play : 

He unconcert^d, cries only Is itfo f 

No mattery thefe unwitty things will do, 
When your fine fuftian ufelefs Eloquence 
Serves but to chime afieep a droufy Audience. 
Who at the vafi expence of Wit would treat. 
That might fo cheaply pieafe the Appetite f 
Such homely Fare you're like to find to night: 
Our Author 

Knows better how to juggle than to write : 
Alas ! a Poefs good for nothing now, 
Unlefs he have the knack of conjuring too ; 
For *tis beyond all ftatutal Senfe to guefs 
How their flrange Miracles were brought to pafs. 
Your Preflo Jack be gone, af id come again, 
With all the Hocus Art of Legerdetnain ; 
Your dancing Tefier, Nut-meg, and your Cups, 
Out'doesyour Heroes and you amorous Fops, 
And if this chance to pieafe you, by that rule, 
He that writes Wit is much the greater FooL 



Dra- 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



Mr. Leigh. 



MEN. 

Sir Patient Fancy y an old rich Alder- 
man, and one that fancies himfelf al- - 
ways (ick, 

Leander Fancy y his Nephew, in lovel»yr^ r^^^h^, 
with Lucretiay ) ^^- ^^^^^y- 

WiitmorCy Gallant to the Lady Fancy y | 
a wild young Fellow of a fmall For- f Mr. Betterton, 
tune, / 



Mr. Smith, 

Mr. Nokes, 
Mr. Richards, 



Lodwick Knowelly Son to the Lady 

Knowelly in love with Ifabellay 
Sir Credulous Ea/yy a fooUfh Devon/hire 

Knight, defign'd to marry Lucretiay 
Curryy his Groom, 
Rogery Footman to the Lady Fancy, 

Five Dodlors, Six Servants to Sir Patienty Ballad-Singers 
and Serenaders ; Page to the Lady Knowell, 

WOMEN. 

The Lady Fancy ^ Young Wife to Sir)*, r^^^ 
Patienty ]^^' ^urrer. 

The Lady Knowelly an affedled learned ] 
Woman, Mother to Lodwick and I/a- ■ Mrs. Gwin, 
bellay j 

Lucretiay Daughter to the L. Knowelly Mrs. Price, 

Ifabellay Daughter to Sir Patient Fancy y Mrs. Betterton, 

Fanny, a Child of feven Years old, 
Daughter to Sir Patient Fancy, 

Maundy y the Lady Fanc/s Woman, Mrs. Gibbs, 

Betfyy Waiting-woman to I/abella, 

SCENE LondoUy in two Houfes. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

A Room, 

Enter Lucretia wiih Ifabella. 

I S much I owe to Fortune, my dear 
Lucretiay for being fo kind to make 
us Neighbours, where with Eafe we 
mav continually exchange our Souls 
and Thoughts without the attendance 
of a Coach, and thofe other little Formalities that 
make a Bufmefs of a Vifit ; it looks fo like a Journey, 
I hate it. 

Lucr. Attendance is that Curfe to Greatnefs that con- 
fines the Soul, and fpoils good Humour ; we are free 
whilil thus alone, and can laugh at the abominable Fop- 
peries of this Town. 

I fab. And lament the numberlefs Impertinences where- 
with they continually plague all young Women of Qua- 
lity. 

Lucr, Yet thefe are the precious things our grave Pa- 
rents dill chufe out to make us happy with, and all for a 
filthy Jointure, the imdeniable argument for our Slavery 
to Fools. 

Jfab, Cuflom is unkind to our Sex, not to allow us free 
Choice ; but we above all Creatures mufl be forced to en- 
dure the formal Recommendations of a Parent, and the 
more infupportable Addreffes of an odious Fop ; whilft 

the obedient Daughter (lands thus with her Hands 

pinned before her, a fet Look, few Words, and a Mein 
that cries — Come marry me : out upon't. 

Lucr, I perceive then, whatever your Father defigns, 
you are refolv'd to love your own way. 

IJab. 
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Ifab. Tliou mayfl lay thy Maidenhead upon't, and be 
fure of the Misfortune to win. 

Lucr, My Brother Lodwid^s like to be a happy Man 
then. 

I/ab. Faith my dear Lodwick or no body in my heart, 
and I hope thou art as well refolv'd for my Couiin Leander, 

Lucr, Here's my Hand upon't, I am ; yet there's fome- 
thing Aicks upon my ftomach, which you muft know. 

Ifab. Spare the Relation, for I have obferv'd of late 
your Motner to have ordered her Eyes with fome foftnefs, 
her Mouth endeavouring to fweeten it felf into Smiles 
and Dimples, as if (he meant to recal Fifteen again, and 
gave it all to Leander^ for at him fhe throws her Darts. 

Lucr, Is't poffible thou (hou'dft have perceived it al- 
ready .^ 

Ifab, Long fmce. 

Lucr, And now I begin to love him, 'twould vex me 

to fee my Mother marry him well, I (hall never call 

him Father. 

Jfab, He'll take care to give himfelf a better Title. 

Lucr, This Devonjhire Knight too, who is recommended 
to my Mother as a fit Husband for me, I (hall be fo tor- 
mented with My Brother fwears he's the perteft, moft 

unfuffcrable Fool he ever faw ; when he was at my Un- 
cle's laft Summer, he made all his Diverfion. 

Ifab. Prithee let him make ours now, for of all Fops 
your Country Fop is the moft tolerable Animal ; thofe of 
the Town are the moft unmanageable Beafts in Nature. 

Lucr, And are the moft noify, keeping Fops. 

Ifab, Keeping begins to be as ridiculous as Matrimony, 
and is a greater Impofition upon the Liberty of Man ; 
the Infolence and Expence of their Miftreffcs has almoft 
tir'd out all but the old and doting part of Mankind : the 
reft begin to know their value, and fet a price upon a 
good Shape, a tolerable Face and Mein : — and fome there 
are who have made excellent Bargains for themfelves that 
way, and will flatter ye and jilt ye an antiquated Lady 
as artfully as the moft experienc'd Mifs of 'em all. 

Lucr, Lord, Lord ! what will this World come to i* 

but this Mother of mine Ifabella, \Sighs, 

A 4 \Ifab. 



8 Sir Patient Fancy. 

Uab. Is difcreet and virtuous enough, a little too af- 
ferfed, as being the mod learned of her Sex. 

Lucr, Methinks to be read in the Arts, as they caU'em, 
is the peculiar Province of the other Sex. 

J fab. Indeed the Men would have us think fo, and boail 
their Learning and Languages ; but if they can find any 
of our Sex fuller of Words, and to fo little purpofe as 
fome of their Gownmen, Til be content to change my 
Petticoats for Pantaloons, and go to a Grammar- fchool. 

Lucr, Oh the/re the greateft Babelards in Nature. 

Ifab, They call us eafy and fond, and charge us with 
all weaknefs ; but look into their A^lions of Love, State 
or War, their roughed bufinefs, and you (hall find *em 
fwa/d by fome who have the luck to find their Foibles ; 
witnefs my Father, a Man reafonable enough, till drawn 
away by doting Love and Religion : what a Monfter my 
young Mother makes of him ! flattered him firfl into Ma- 
trimony, and now into what fort of Fool or Bead fhe 
pleafes to make of him. 

Lucr, I wonder (he does not turn him to Chridianity ; 
methinks a Conventicle (hould ill agree with her Hu- 
mour. 

Ifab, Oh, (he finds it the only way to fecure her from 
his Sufpicion, which if (he do not e'er long give him caufe 

for, I am midaken in her Humour. But fee your 

Mother and my Coufin Leander, who feems, poor man, 
under fome great Condemation, for he looks as gravely 
as a Lay-Elder condudling his Spoufe from a Sermon. 
Enter L. Knowel oftd Leander. 

L, Kno, Oh fy upon't See Mr. Fancy ^ where your 
Coufin and my Lucretia are idling : Dii boniy what an in^ 
fupportable lofs of time's this ? 

Lean, Which might be better implo/d, if I might in- 
ilru<fl 'em, Madam. 

L. Kno. Ay, Mr. Fancy ^ in confultation with the An- 
tients. — Oh the delight of Books ! when I was of their 
age, I always imploy'd my loofer Hours in reading — if 
ferious, 'twas Tacitus^ Seneca^ Plutarch's Morals, or fome 
fuch ufeful Author ; if in an Humour gay, I was for 
Poetry, Virgil^ Homer or Taffo, Oh that Love between 

Renaldo 
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Renaldo and Armida, Mr. Fancy / Ah the CarelTes that 
fair Corcereis gave, and received from the young Warrior, 
ah how foft, delicate and tender ! Upon my Honour I 
cannot read them in the Excellence of their Original Lan- 
guage, without I know not what Emotions. 

Lean, Methinks 'tis very well in our Mother Tongue, 
Madam. 

Z. Kno, O faugh, Mr. Fancy ^ what have you faid, Mo- 
ther Tongue ! Can any thing that's great or moving be 
exprefs*d in filthy Englijh ?— Ill give you an energetical 
proof, Mr. Fancy ; obferve but divine Homer in the Gre- 
cian Language Ton d* apamibominous profiphe podas 

ochus Achilleus / Ah how it founds ! which cnghfti'd 
dwindles into the mod grating fluff— Then the fwift-foot 
Achilles made reply : oh faugh. 

Lucr, So now my Mother's in her right Sphere. 

L, Kno, Come, Mr. Fancy, well purfue our firfl de- 
(ign of retiring into my Cabinet, and reading a leaf or 
two in Martial ; I am a little dull, and wou'd fain laugh. 

Lean, Methinks, Madam, Difcourfe were much better 
with thefe young Ladies. Dear Lucretia, find fome way 
to releafe me. [A/ide, 

L, Kno, Oh, how I hate the impertinence of Women, 
who for the generality have no other knowledge than that 
of dreHlng ; I am uneafy with the unthinking Creatures. 

Lucr, Indeed 'tis much better to be entertaining a young 
Lover alone ; but I'll prevent her, if poflible. [AJide. 

L. Kno, No, I am for the fubflantial pleafure of an 
Author. Philofophemur ! is my Motto, — I'm flrangely 
fond of you Mr. Fancy, for being a Scholar. 

Lean, Who, Madam, I a Scholar? the greateft Dunce 
in Nature — Malicious Creatures, will you leave me to her 
mercy? \To them afide, 

Lucr, Prithee affift him in his mifery, for I am mad, 
and can do nothing towards it. \Afide, 

J/ab, Who, my Coufin Leander a Scholar, Madam ? 

Lucr, Sure he's too much a Gentleman to be a Scholar. 

I/cd), I vow. Madam, he fpells worfe than a Country 
Farrier when he prefcribes a Drench. 

Lean. Then, Madam, I write the leudefl hand. 

A s IM' 
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Ifab, Worfe than a Politician or a States-man. 
Lucr, He cannot read it himfelf when he has done. 
Lean, Not a word on't, Madam. 
L. Ktw, This agreement to abufe him, I undcrftand — 

-Well then, Mr. Fancy ^ let's to my Cabinet 



your hand. 

Lean, Now (hall I be teas'd unmercifully, — I'll wait 
on you Madam. {Exit Lady, 

Find fome means to redeem me, or I (hall be mad. 

{Exit Lean. 
Enter Lodwick. 

Lod, Hah my dear I/abella here, and without a Spy ! 
what a blefled opportunity mud I be forced to lofe, for 
there is juft now arrived my Sifter's Lover, whom I am 
obliged to receive : but if you have a mind to laugh a 
little 

Ifab, Laugh! why are you tum*d Buffoon, Tumbler, 
or Presbyterian Preacher ? 

Lod, No, but there's a Creature below more ridicu- 
lous than either of thefe. 

Lucr, For love's fake what fort of Beaft is that ? 

Lod, Sir Credulous Ea/y, your new Lover juft come 
to town Bag and Baggage, and I was going to acquaint 
my Mother with it 

I/ab, Youll find her well employed with my Coufm 
Leander. 

Lucr. A happy opportunity to free him : but what 
y^ (hall I do now, Brother ? 

f' * Lod, Oh let me alone to ruin him with my Mother : 

/ get you gone, I think I hear him coming, and this Apart- 

ment is appointed for him. 

Lucr, Prithee hafte then, and free Leander^ well into 
the Garden. {Exeunt Luc. and Ifab. 

A Chair and a Table. Enter Sir Credulous in a riding, 
habit. Curry his Groom carrying a Portmantle, 

Lod. Yes — 'tis the Right Worfhipful, Til to my Mo- 
ther with the News. {Ex. Lod. 

Sir Cred, Come, undo my Portmantle, and equip me, 
that I may look like fome body before I fee the Ladies — 

Curry^ 
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Curry y thou (halt e'en remove now from Groom to Foot- 
man ; for ril ne'er keep Horfe more, no, nor Mare nei- 
ther, fince my poor Gillian's departed this Life. 

Cur, 'Ds diggers, Sir, you have griev'd enough for 
your Mare in all Confcience ; think of your MiftreU now, 
Sir, and think of her no more. 

Sir Crcd, Not think of her ! I (hall think of her whild 
I live, poor Fool, that I (hall, tho I had forty Miftreflfes. 

Cur, Nay, to fay truth. Sir, 'twas a good-natur'd civil 
bea(^ and fo (he remain'd to her laft gafp, for (he cou'd 
never have le(t this World in a better time, as the faying 
is, fo near her Journey's End. 

Sir Cred. A civil Bead ! Why was it civilly done of her, 
thinked thou, to die at Brentford, when had (he liv'd till 
to morrow, (he had been converted into Money and have 
been in my Pocket ? for now I am to marry and live in 
Town, 111 fell oflf all my Pads ; poor Fool, I think (he 
e'en died for grief I wou'd have fold her. 

Cur, 'Twas unlucky to re(ufe Parfon CuJJfefs Wife's 
Money for her. Sir. 

Sir Cred, Ay, and to re(ufe her another kindnefs too, 
that (hall be namelefs which (he offer'd me, and which 
wou'd have given me good luck in Horfe-flefh too ; Zoz 
1 was a moded fool, that's truth on't. 

Cur. Well, well. Sir, her time was come you mud 
think, and we are all mortal as the faying is. 

Sir Cred, Well, 'twas the lovingd Tit : — but Grafs and 
Hay, (he's gone — where be her Shoes, Curry f 

Cur. Here, Sir, her Skin went for good Ale at Brent- 
ford. [Gives him the Shoes, 

Sir Cred, Ah, how often has (he carr/d me upon thcfc 
Shoes to Mother Jumbles ; thou remember'd her hand- 
fome Daughter, and what pure Ale (he brew'd ; between 
one and t'other my Rent came (hort home there ; but let 
that pafs too, and hang forrow, as thou fayd, I have 
fomething elfe to think on. 

\Takes his things out, lays them upon the Table, 
And Curry, as foon as 1 am dred, go you away to St. 
Clement's Church-yard, to fackfon the Cobler there. 

Cur. What your Dog-tutor, Sir ? 

Sir 
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Sir Cred, Yes, and fee how my Whelp proves, I put to 
him lail Parliament. 

Cur, Yes, Sir. 
Enter Leander, andjlarts back feeing Sir Cred. 

Sir Cred, And ask him what Gamefters come to the 
Ponds now adays, and what good Dogs. 

Cur, Yes, Sir. 

Lean. This is the Bead Lodwick fpoke of ; how cou'd 
I laugh were he defign'd for any but Lucretia / [A fide. 

Sir Cred, And doft hear, ask him if he have not fold 
his own Dog Diver with the white Ear ; if 1 can purchale 
him, and my own Dog prove right, Til be Duke of 
Ducking-Pond ads zoz. 

[Sir Cred. drejfes him/elf. 
Well, I think I fliall be fine anon, he. 

Cur, But zo, zo. Sir, as the faying is, this Suit's a 
little out of fafhion, 'twas made that very year 1 came to 
your Worihip, which is five Winters, and as many 
Summers. 

Sir Cred, What then Mun, I never wear it, but when 
I go to be drunk, and give my Voice for a Knight o'th' 
Shire, and here at London in Term time, and that but 
eight times in eight Vifits to eight feveral Ladies to whom 
I was recommended. 

Cur. I wonder that amongft eight you got not one. 
Sir. 

Sir Cred. Eight I Zoz I had Eight-fcore, Mun ; but the 
Devil was in 'em, they were all fo forward, that before 1 
cou d feal and deliver, whip quoth yethrOy they were ei- 
ther all married to fome body elfe, or run quite away ; fo 
that I am refolv'd if this fame Lucretia prove not right, 
111 e'en forfwear this Town and all their falfe Wares, a- 
mongfl which, zoz I believe they vent as many falfe 
Wives as any Metropolitan in Chriftendom, I'll fay that 

for't, and a Fiddle for't, i'faith : come give me my 

Watch out, — fo, my Diamond Rings too : fo, I think I 
Ihall appear pretty well all together, Curry, hah. 

Lean, Like fomcthing monflroufly ridiculous, 111 be 
fwom. \Afide, 

Cur, 
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Cur. Here's your Purfe of broad Gold, Sir, that your 
Grandmother gave you to go a wooing withal, I mean to 
(hew, Sir. 

Sir Cred. Ay, for Ihe charg'd me never to part with 
it ; — fo, now for the Ladies. [SAa^es his Ribbons. 

Lod, Leandery what mak'ft thou here, like a Holy-day 
Fool gazing at a Monfler ? 

Enter Lodwick. 

Lean. And one I hope I have no great reafon to fear. 

Lod. I am of thy opmion ; away, my Mother's coming ; 
take this opportunity with my Sifter, (he's i'th Garden^ 
and let me alone with this Fool, for an Entertainment 
that (hall (hew him all at once : away — [Exit Lean. 

[Lod. goes in to Sir Cred. 

Sir Cred. Lodwick^ my dear Friend I and little Sp^k 

of Ingenuity Zoz Man, I'm but juft come to Town. 

[Embrace. ' 

Lod. Tis a joyful hearing, Sir. 

Sir Cred. Not fo joyful neither. Sir, when you (hall 
know poor Gilliar^s dead, my little grey Mare ; thou 
knew'ft her, mun : Zoz 'thas made me as melancholy as 
the Drone of a Lancajhire Bag-pipe. But let that pafs ; 
and now we talk of my Mare, Zoz I long to fee this 
Sifter of thine. 

Lod. Shell be with you prefently, Sir Credulous. 

Sir Cred, But hark ye, Zoz, I have been fo often fol^d 
off in thefe matters, that between you and I, Lodwick^ if 
I thought I (hou'd not have her, Zoz, I'd ne'er lofe pre- 
cious time about her. 

Lod. Right, Sir ; and to fay truth, thefe Women have 
fo much Contradidlion in 'em, that 'tis ten to one but a 
Man fails in the Art of pleafmg. 

Sir Cred. Why, there's it : — therefore prithee dear Lod- 
wick tell me a few of thy Sifter's Humors, and if 1 fail, — 
then hang me Ladies at your Door, as the Song fays. 

Lod. Why faith fhtf has many odd Humors hard enough 
to hit. 

Sir Cred. Zoz let 'em be as hard as Hercules his Labors 
in the Vale of Baffe^ 111 not be frighted from attempting 
her. 

Lod. 
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Lod, Why, (he's one of thofe fantaflick Creatures that 
mud be courted her own way. 

Sir Cred, Why let's hear her way. 

Lodn She muft be furpriz'd with ftrange Extravagancies 
wholly out of the Road and Method of common Court- 
fliip. 

Sir Cred. Shaw, is that all ? Zoz I'm the bed in Chrif- 

tendom at your out-of-the-way bus'neflfes. Now do I 

find the Reafon of all my ill Succefs ; for I us'd one and 
the fame method to all I courted, whatever their Humors 
were ; hark ye, prithee give me a hint or two, and let 
me alone to manage Matters. 

Lod, I have jufl now thought of a way that cannot but 
.take 

Sir Cred, Zoz, out with it Man. 

Lod, Why, what if you (hould reprefent a dumb Am- 
bafTador from the blind God of Love. 

Sir Cred. How, a dumb Ambaffador ? Zoz Man, how 
fhall I deliver my Embafly then, and tell her how much I 

love her ? befides, I had a pure Speech or two ready 

by heart, and that will be quite loft. \Afide, 

Lod, Fy, fy ! how dull you are ! why, you fhall do 
it by Signs, and 111 be your Interpreter. 

Sir Cred, Why faith this will be pure; I underfland you 

now Zoz, I am old excellent at Signs ; 1 vow this will 

be rare. 

Lod, It will not fail to do your bufmefs, if well ma- 
nag'd — ^but flay, hwe's my Sifter, on your life not a 
fyUable. 

Enter Lean. Lucr. and Ifab. 

Sir Cred, 111 be rackt firft. Mum budget, prithee 

prefent me, I long to be at it, fure. 

\He falls back, making Faces and Grimaces, 

Lod, Sifler, I here prefent you with a worthy Knight, 
ftruck dumb with admiration of your Beauty ; but that's all 
one, he is emplo/d Envoy Extraordinary from the blind 
God of Love : and fmce, like his young Mafter, he muft 
be defedlive in one of his Senfes, he chofe rather to be 
dumb than bUnd. 

Lucr, I hope the fmall Deity is in good Health, Sir ? 

Ifab, 
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Ifab. And his Miflrefs Pfychey Sir? 

\He /miles and bows, and makes Signs, 

Lod, He fays that Pfyche has been fick of late, but 
fomewhat recovered, and has fent you for a Token a pair 
of Jet Bracelets, and a Cambrick Handkerchief of her 
own fpinning, with a Sentence wrought in*t, Heart in 
hand, at thy command, {Looking every word upon Sir 

Credmous as he makes figns. 

Sir Cred, Zoz, Lodwick, what do you mean ? I'm the 
Son of an Egyptian if I underftand thee. 

[Pulls nim, he makes figfts to him to hold his peace, 

Lod, Come, Sir, the Tokens, produce, produce 

[He falls back making damnable figns. 

How ! Faith I'm forry for that with all my heart, ^he 

fays, being fomewhat put to't on his Journey, he was 
forced to pawn the Bracelets for half a Crown, and the 
Handkerchief he gave his Landlady on the Road for a 

Kindnefs received, this 'tis when People will be 

fooling 

Sir Cred, Why, the Devil's in this Lodwick, for miflak- 
ing my Signs thus : hang me if ever I thought of Brace- 
lets or a Handkerchief, or ever received a Civility from 
any Woman Breathing, is he bewicht trow? [Afide. 

Lean, Lodwick, you are miftaken in the Knight's mean- 
ing all this while. Look on him. Sir, do not you 

guefs from that Look, and wrying of his Mouth, that 
you miflook the Bracelets for Diamond Rings, which he 
humbly begs. Madam, you would grace with your fair 
Hand? 

Lod, Ah, now I perceive it plain. 

Sir Cred, A Pox of his Compliment. Why this is 

worfe than t'other. ^What (hall I do in this cafe ? — 

(hould I fpeak and undeceive them, they would fwear 
'twere to fave my Jems : and to part with 'em — Zoz, 

how fimply fliould I look ! but hang't, when I have 

married her, they are my own again. 

[Gives the Rings, falls back into Grimaces, 
Leander whifpers to Lodwick. 

Lod, Enough — Then Sifter, (he has fent you a Purfe of 
her own knittmg full of Broad Gold. 

Sir 
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Sir Cred, Broad Gold ! why, what a Pox does the Man 
conjure ? 

Lod. Which, Sifter, faith you muft accept of, you fee 
by that Grimace how much 'twill grieve him elfe. 

Sir Cred A pretty civil way this to rob a Man. — Why, 
Lodwick^ — why what a Pox will they have no mercy ? — 
Zoz, ril fee how far they'll drive the J eft, 

[Gives the Gold and bows, and /crapes and /crews, 

Lod. Say you fo. Sir ? well 111 fee what may be done. 
— Sifter, behold him, and take pity on him ; he has but 
one more humble requeft to make you, 'tis to receive a 
Gold Watch which he defigns you from himfelf. 

Sir Cred, Why, how long has this Fellow been a Con- 
jurer } for he does deal with the Devil, that's certain, — 
Lodwick [Pulls him, 

Lod, Ay do, fpeak and fpoil all, do. 

Sir Cred, Speak and fpoil all, quoth he ! and the 
Duce take me if I am not provok'd to't ; why how the 
Devil ftiould he light flap-dam, as they fay, upon every 
thing thus ? Well, Zoz, I'm refolv'd to give it her, and 
ftiame her if ftie have any Confcience in her. 

[Gives his Watch with piti/ul Grimaces, 

Lod, Now, Sifter, you muft know there's a Myftery in 
this Watch, 'tis a kind of Hieroglyphick that will inftru6l 
you how a Married Woman of your Quality ought to 
five. 

Sir Cred, How, my 'Watch Myfteries and Hierogiy- 
phicks ! the Devil take me, if I knew of any fuch Virtues 
It had. [^^O' ^^^ ^11 looking on the Watch, 

Lod, Beginning at Eight, from which down to Twelve 
you ought to imploy in drefting, till Two at Dinner, till 
Five in Vifits, till Seven at the Play, till Nine i'th' Park, 
Ten at Supper with your Lover, if your Husband be not 
at home, or keep his diftance, which he's too well bred 
not to do ; then from Ten to Twelve are the happy Hours 
the Bcrgere, thofe of intire Enjoyment. 

Sir Cred. Say you fo ? hang me if I fliall not go near 
to think I may chance to be a Cuckold by the fliift. 

I/ab, Well, Sir, what muft ftie do from Twelve till 
Eight again ? 

Lod. 
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Lodi Oh 1 thofe are the dull Conjugal Hours for deeping 
with her own Husband, and dreaming of Joys her abfent 
Lover alone can give her. 

Sir Cred, Nay an flie be for Sleeping, Zoz, I am as 
good at that as (he can be for her Heart ; or Snoring 
either. 

Lod. But I have done ; Sir Credulous has a dumb Ora* 
tion to make you bv way of farther Explanation. 

Sir Cred, A dumb Oration J Now do I know no more 
how to [peak a dumb Speech than a Dog. 

Luc. Oh I love that fort of Eloquence extremely. 

Lad, I told you this would take her. 

Sir Cred. Nay, I know your (llent Speeches are incom* 
parable, and I have fuch a Speech in my Head. 

Lod. Your Poftures, your Poftures, begin, Sir. 

[He puts him/elf into a ready Poflure as if he 
would /peak ^ but only makes Faces, 
Enter Ps^e. 

Pag, Sir, my Lady defiresto fpeak with you. \To Lean. 

Lean, Til wait on her, ^a Devil on't. 

Pag, I have command to bring you Sir, inflantly. 

Lean, This is ill luck, Madam, I cannot fee the Farce 
out ; 111 wait on you as foon as my good Fortune will 
permit me. {Exit, 

Luc, He's going to my Mother, dear Ifabellay let's go 
and hinder their Difcourfe : Farewel, Sir Ambaffador, 
pray remember us to Pfyche^ not forgetting the little blind 
Archer, ha, ha, ha, {Ex, laughing. 

Sir Cred, So, I have undone all, they are both gone, 
flown I proteft ; why what a Devil ail'd 'em ? Now have 
been dumb all this while to no purpofe, you too never 
told her my meaning right ; as I hope to breathe, had any 
but yourfelf done this, I fhould have fwom by Helicon 
and all the reft of the Devils, you had had a defign to have 
abus'd me, and cheated me of all my Moveables too. 

Lod, What a hopeful Projedl was here defeated by my 
mift^dce ! but courage, Sir Credulous^ I'll put you in a 
way ihall fetch all about again. 

Sir Cred, Say you fo ? ah dear Lodwicky let me hear it. 

' Vol. IV. Lod. 
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Lod. Why, you ihall this Night give your Miftrefs a 
Serenade. 

Sir Cred. How ! a Serenade ! 

Lod, Yes, but it mull be perform'd after an extrava- 
gant manner, none of your dull amorous Night- walking 
Noifes fo familiar in this Town ; Lucretia loves nothing 
but what's great and extravagant, and paffes the reach of 
vulgar practice. 

Sir Cred, What think you of a filent Serenade ? Zoz, 
fay but the word and it fhall be done Man, let me alone 
for Frolicks, i'faith. 

Lod, A filent one ! no, that's to wear a good humour 
to the Stumps ; I wou'd have this want for no Noife ; the 
extremes of thefc two Addreffes will fet off one another. 

Sir Cred, Say you fo ? what think you then of the Bag- 
pipe, Tongs, and Grid-iron, Cat-calls, and loud-founding 
Cymbals ? 

Lod, Naught, naught, and of known ufe ; you might 
as well treat her with Viols and Flute-doux, which were 
enough to difoblige her for ever. 

Sir Cred. Why, what think you then of the King of 
Bantam's own Mufick ? 

Lod, How! the King of Batt/am^s Mufick.^ 

Sir Cred, Ay, Sir, the King of Bantarn!s ; a Friend of 
mine had a Prefcnt fent him from thence, a mod unheard 
of curiofity 111 affure you. 

Lod, That, that by all means, Sir. 

Sir Cred, Well, TU go borrow 'em prefently. 

Lod, You muft provide your felf of a Song. 

Sir Cred, A Song ! hang't, 'tis but rummaging the Play- 
Books, dealing thence is lawful Prize Well, Sir, your 

Servant. \Exit, 

Enter Leander. 

Lod. I hope 'twill be ridiculous enough, and then the 
Devil's in't if it do not his Bufmefs with my Mother, for 
(he hates all impertinent Noifes but what fhe makes her- 
felf. She's now going to make a Vifit to your Uncle, pur- 
pofely to give me an opportunity to Jfabella, 

Lean, 
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Lean, And Tm ingag'd to wait on her thither, (he 
defigns to carry the Fiddles too ; he's mad enough al- 
ready, but fuch a Vifit will fit him for Bedlam. 

Lod, No matter, for you have all a leud Hand wth 
him ; between his continual imaginary Sickneds, and per- 
petual Phyilc, a Man might take more Pleafure in an Hof- 
pitaL What the Devil did he marry a young Wife for ? 
and they fay a handfome Creature too. 

Lean, To keep up his Title of Cuckold I think, for 
(he has Beauty enough for Temptation, and no doubt 
makes the right ufe on't : wou'd I cou'd know it, that I 
might prevent her cheating my Uncle longer to my 
undoing. 

Lod, Shell be cunning enough for that, if (he have 
Wit : but now thou talk'ft of Intrigues, when didfl fee 
Witmore ? that Rogue has fome lucky Haunt which we 
muft find out. But my Mother expe<5ls your atten- 
dance; ril go feek my Sider, and make all the Intered 
there I can xox you, whilfl you pay me in the fame Coin 
to I/abella, Adieu, 

Lean, Truft my Friendfhip. \Ex, fever ally. 



ACT II. SCENE I. 



A Garden. 

Enter Lady Fancy, Wittmore, and Maundy. 
Wit, r? Nough, my charming Miftrefs, youVe fet my 
JUr Soul at Peace, and chaf d away thofe Fears 
and Doubts my Jealoufy created there. 

Maun, Mr. Wittmore^ fatisf/d of your Conftancy, Ma- 
dam ; tho had I been your Ladylhip, I (hould have given 
him a more fubftantial Proof, which you might yet do, if 
you wou'd make a handfome ufe of your time. 

Wit, Maundy advifes well ; my deareft, let's withdraw 
to yonder Covert Arbour, whofe kind Shades will 

fecure 
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fecure us a Happinefs that Gods might envy. 

Wffers to lead her out, 

L. Fan, I dare not for the world, Sir Patient is now 
afleep, and 'tis to thofe few Minutes we are oblig'd for 
this Enjoyment, which ihou'd Love make us transgrefs, 
and he fhou'd wake and furprize us, we are undone for 
ever : no, let us employ this little time we have in con- 
fulting how we may be often happy, and fecurely fo : Oh 
how I languifh for the dear opportunity ! 

Wit, And cou'd you guefs what Torments I have fuffer'd 
in thefe few fatal Months that have divided us, thou 
wou'dft pity me. 

L. /V?;/.— But to our Bufinefs ; for tho I am yet unfu- 
fpe^ed by my Husband, 1 am eternally plagu'd with his 
Company ; he's fo fond of me, he fcarce gives me time to 
write to thee, he waits on me from room to room, hands 
me in the Garden, fhoulders me in the Balcony, nay does 
the office of my Women, dreffes and undreffes me, and 
does fo fmirk at his handywork : in fine, dear Wittmore^ 
I am impatient till I can have lefs of his Company, and 
more of thine. 

Wit, Does he never go out of Town ? 

L. Fan, Never without me. 

Wit, Nor to Church? 

L. Fan, To a Meeting-houfe you mean, and then too 
carries me, and is as vainly proud of me as of his rebel- 
lious Opinion, for his Religion means nothing but that, 
and Contradidlion ; which I feem to like too, fince 'tis 
the bed Cloke I can put on to cheat him with. 

Wit. Right, my fair Hypocrite. 

L. Fan, But dear Wittmore, there's nothing fo comical 
as to hear me cant, and even cheat thofe Knaves, the 
Preachers themfelves, that delude the ignorant Rabble. 

Wit, What Miracles cannot your Eyes and Tongue 
perform ! 

L. Fan, Judge what a fine Life I lead the while, to be 
fet up with an old formal doting fick Husband, and a 
Herd of fnivelling grinning Hypocrites, that call them- 
felves the teaching Saints ; who under pretence of fecuring 
me to the number of their Flock, do fo fneer upon me, 

pat 
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pat my Breafls, and cry fie, fie upon this fafhion of tempt- 
ing Nakednefs. [TAro the No/e, 

Wit, Dear Creature, how cou'd we laugh at thy new 
way of living, had we but fome Minutes allow'd us to en- 
joy that Pleafure alone. 

L. Fan, Think, dear Wittmore think, Maundy and I 
have thought over all our Devices to no purpofe. 

Wit, Pox on't I'm the dullefl Dog at plotting, thinking, 
in the world ; I fhould have made a damnable ill Town 
Poet : Has he quite left off going to the Change ? 

L. Fan, Oh, he's grown cautioufly rich, and will ven- 
ture none of his fubftantial Stock in tranfitory Traffick. 

Wit, Has he no mutinous Cabal, nor Coffee-houfes, 
where he goes religioufly to confult the Welfare of the 
Nation ? 

L. Fan, His imagin'd Sicknefs has made this their Ren- 
devouz. 

Wit, When he goes to his blind Devotion, cannot you 
pretend to be fick ? that may give us at leafl two or three 
opportunities to begin with. 

L. Fan, Oh ! then I fhould be plagu'd with continual 
Phyfick and Extempore Prayers till 1 were fick indeed. 

Wit, Damn the humorous Coxcomb and all his Family, 
what fhall we do ? 

L. Fan. Not all, for he has a Daughter that has good 
Humour, Wit, and Beauty enongh to fave her, — flay — 
that has jogg'd a Thought, as the Learned fay, which 
mufl jog on, till the motion have produced fomething 

worth my thinking. 

Enter Roger running. 

Maun, Ad's me here's danger near, our Scout comes 
in fuch hafle. 

L. Fan. Roger, what's the matter? 

Rog, My Mafler, Madam, is rifen from fleep, and is come 
in to the Garden. See, Madam, he's here. 

L. Fan, What an unlucky Accident was this ? 

Wit. What fhall I do, 'tis too late to obfcure my felf ? 

L. Fan, He fees you already, thro the Trees, — here — 
keep your diflance, your Hat under your Arm ; fo, be very 

ceremonious, whilfl I fettle a demure Countenance. 

Maun, 
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Maun, Well, there never came good of Lovers that 
were given to too much talking ; had you been filently 
kind all this while, you had been willing to have parted 
by this time. 

Enter Sir Patient in a Night-Gown, reading a Bill. 

Sir Pat, Hum, — Twelve Purges for this prefent Janu- 
ary as I take it, good Mr. Do(5lor, I took but Ten in 

all December, — By this Rule I am ficker this Month, than 
I was the lad. — And good Mafter Apothecary, methinks 
your Prizes are fomewhat too high : at this rate no body 
wou'd be fick. — Here, Ro^er, fee it paid however, — 
Ha, hum. \See5 ^enty ana Jlarts back,] What's here, 
my Lady Wife entertaining a leud Fellow of the Town ? 
a flanting Cap and Feather Blade. 

L. Ean, Sir Patient cannot now be fpoken with. But, 
Sir, that which I was going jull now to fay to you, was, that 
it would be very convenient in my opinion to make your 
Addreffes to Ifabella, — 'twill give us opportunities. \Ajfide,'\ 
We Ladies love no Impofition ; this is Counfel my Huf- 
band perhaps will not like, but I would have all Women 

chufe their Man, as I have done, ^my dear Witmore. 

[A/ide, 

Sir Pat, I profefs ingenuoufly an excellent good Lady 
this of mine, tho 1 do not like her Counfel to the young 
Man, who 1 perceive would be a Suitor to my Daughter 
I/abella, 

Wit, Madam, (hould I follow my inclinations, I 

ihourd pay my Vows no where but there, but 1 am 

informed Sir Patient is a Man fo pofitively refolv'd. 

L. Fan, That you (hould love his Wife. [AJide, 

Wit. And ril comply with that Refolve of his, and 
neither love nor marry I/abella, without his Permiflion ; 
and I doubt not but 1 fhall by my Refpedls to him gain 
his Confent, — to cuckold him. [Afide, 

Sir Pat, I profefs ingenuoufly, a very difcreet young 
Man. 

Wit. But, Madam, when may I promife my felf the 
fatisfa(flion of coming again ? For I'm impatient for the 
Sight and Enjoyment of the fair Perfon I love. 

L. Fun. 
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L. Fan, Sir, you may come at night, and fomething I 
will do by that time (hall certainly give you that accefs 
you wi(h for. 

Wit. May I depend upon that Happinefs ? 

L. Fan, Oh, doubt not my power over Sir Patient, 

Sir Pat, My Lady Fancy y you promife largely. 

L. FcM, Sir Patient here ! 

Wit, A Devil on him, wou'd I were well off: now 
muil I diffemble, profefs, and lye mod confoundedly. 

Sir Pat, Your Servant, Sir, your Servant. My Lady 

Fancy y vour Ladyfhip is well entertain'd I fee ; have a care 
you make me not jealous, my Lady Fancy, 

L. Fan. Indeed I have given you caufe. Sir Patient y 
for I have been entertaining a Lover, and one you mufl 
admit of too. 

Sir Pat, Say ye fo, my Lady Fancy f Well, Sir, 

I am a Man of Reafon, and if you (hew me good caufes 
why, can bid you welcome, for I do nothing without Rea- 
fon and Precaution. 

Wit, Sir I have. 

Sir Pat, I know what you wou'd fay. Sir ; few Words 

denoteth a Wife Head, ^you wou'd fay that you have 

an Ambition to be my Son-in-Law. 

Wit, You guefs moft right. Sir. 

Sir Pat, Nay, Sir, 111 warrant 111 read a Man as well 
as the beft, I have (ludied it. 

Wit, Now Invention, help me or never. 

Sir Pat, Your Name I pray ? [Putting off his Hat 

Wit, FainlavCy Sir. gravely at every Ward, 

Sir Pat, Good Mr. Fainlave^ your Country ? 

Wit, Yorkjhirey Sir. 

Sir Pat, What, not Mr. Fainlov^s Son of YorkflUrey 
who was knighted in the good days of the late Lord Pro- 
teaor .? \Pff his Hat. 

Wit. The fame. Sir. 1 am in, but how to come 

off again the Devil take me if I know. \Afide, 

Sir Pat, He was a Man of admirable parts, believe me, 
a notable Head piece, a publick-fpirited Perfon, and a 
good CommonWealths-man, that he was, on my word. — 
Your Edate, Sir, I pray ? 

Wit. 
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IVtt, I have not impaired it Sir, and I prefume you 
know its value : — For I am a Dog if I do. [Afide, 

Sir Pat O' my Word 'tis then confiderable, Sir ; for 
he left but one Son, and fourteen hundred Pounds per 
Annum, as I take it : which Son, I hear, is lately come 
from Geneva, whither he was fent for virtuous Educa- 
tion. I am glad of your Arrival, Sir, Your Religion, 

I pray? 

Wit, You cannot doubt my Principles, Sir, fmce edu- 
cated at Geneva. 

Sir Pat, Your Father was a difcreet Man : ah Mr. Fain- 
love, he and I have fecn better days, and wifh'd we cou'd 
have forefeen thefe that are arrived. 

Wit, That he might have tum'd honed in time, he 
means, before he had purchased Bifhops Lands. 

^\x Pat, Sir, you have no Place, Office, Dependance 
or Attendance at Court, I hope .^ 

Wit, None Sir, — Wou'd I had — fo you were hang'd. 

{^Afide. 

L. Fan, Nay, Sir, you may believe, I knew his Ca- 
pacities and Abilities before I would encourage his Ad- 
drefles. 

Sir Pat, My Lady Fancy, you are a difcreet Lady ; — 
Well, rd marry her out of hand, to prevent Mr. LodwicH^ 
hopes : for tho the young man may deferve well, that 
Mother of his Til have nothing to do with, fince (he 
refufed to marry my Nephew. \Afide, 

Enter Fanny. 

Fan, Sir, Father, here's my Lady Knowell, and her 
Family come to fee you. 

Sir Pat, How ! her whole Family ! I am come to keep 
open Houfe ; very fine, her whole Family ! (he's Plague 

enough to mortify any good Chriftian, Tell her, my 

Lady and I am gone forth ; tell her any thing to keep 
her away. 

Fan, Shou'd I tell a lye. Sir Father, and to a Lady of 
her Quality } 

Sir Pat, Her Quality and ihe are a Couple of Imperti- 
nent things, which are very troublefome^ and not to be 
indur'd I take it 

Fan, 
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Fan, Sir, we ihou'd bear with thines we do not love 
fometimes, 'tis a fort of Trial, Sir, a kind of Mortifica- 
tion fit for a good Chriflian. 

Sir Pat, Why, what a notable talking Baggage is this ! 
How came you by this Do<f\rine ? 

Fan, I remember, Sir, you preach'd it once to my 
Sifter, when the old Alderman was the Text, whom you 
exhorted her to marry, but the wicked Creature made ill 
ufe on't. 

Sir Pat, Go your way for a prating Hufwife, go, and 

call your Sifter hither. {Exit Fanny.] Well, Pm 

refolv'd to leave this Town, nay, and the World too, 
rather than be tormented thus. 

L. Fan. What's the matter. Dear, thou doft fo fret thy 
felf? 

Sir Pat, The matter ! my Houfe, my Houfe is befieged 
with Impertinence ; the intolerable Lady, Madam Ro- 
manc€y that walking Library of profane Books is come to 
▼ifit me. 

L. Fan, My Lady Knowellt 

Sir Pat. Yes, that Lady of eternal Noife and hard 
Words. 

L. Fan, Indeed 'tis with pain I am oblig'd to be civil 
to her, but I confider her Quality, her Husband was 
too an Alderman, your Friend, and a great Ay and No 
Man in th' City, and a painful Promoter of the good 
Caufe. 

Sir Pat, But flie's a Fop, my Lady Fancy, and ever 
was fo, an idle conceited (he Fop ; and has Vanity and 
Tongue enough to debauch any Nation under civil Go- 
vernment : but. Patience, thou art a Virtue, and Afflidlion 

will come. ^Ah, Pm very fick, alas, I have not long 

to dwell amongft the Wicked, C)h, oh. Roger^ is the 

Do6lor come ? 

Enter Roger. 

Rog, No, Sir, but he has fent you a fmall draught of 
a Pint, which you are to take, and move upon't. 

Sir Pat, Ah, WeU, Pll in and take it ; Ah— 

Sir, I crave your Patience for a moment, for I defign you 
(hall fee my Daughter, 111 not make long work on't. Sir : 

B alas 
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alas I would difpofe of her before I die : Ah, — 111 bring 
her to you, Sir, Ah, Ah. [Goes out with Roger. 

L. Fan. He's always thus when vifited, to fave Charges, 
— But how, dear Wittmorey cam'fl thou to think of a 
Name and Country fo readily ? 

Wit, Egad I was at the height of my Invention, and 
the Alderman civilly and kindly aillfled me with the reft ; 
but how to undeceive him 

L. Fan, Take no care for that, in the mean time youll 
be (hreudly hurt to have the way laid open to our Enjoy- 
ment, and that by my Husband's procurement too : But 
take heed, dear Wittmore, whilft you only defign to feign 
a Courtfhip, you do it not in good eameft. 

Wit, Unkind Creature ! 

L. Fan. I would not have you endanger her Heart 
neither : for thou haft Charms will do't. — Prithee do not 
put on thy beft Looks, nor fpeak thy fofteft Language ; 
tor if thou doft, thou canft not fail to undo her. 

Wit, Well, my pretty Flatterer, to free her Heart and 
thy Sufpicions, Til make fuch aukard Love as ftiall per- 
fuade her, however flie chance to like my Perfon, to think 

moft leudly of my Parts. But 'tis fit I take my leave, 

for if Lodwick or Leander fee me here, all will be ruin'd ; 
death I had forgot that 

L. Fan. Leander'^ feldom at home, and you muft 
time your Vifits : but fee Sir Patient*^ retum'd, and with 
him your new Miftrefs. 

Enter Sir Patient and Isabella. 

Sir Pat. Here's my Daughter J/abella, Mr. Fainlovei 
(hell fcrve for a Wife, Sir, as times go ; but I hope you 

are none of thofe. Sweet-heart, this Gentleman I 

have defign'd you, he's rich and young, and I am old 
and fickly, and juft going out of the World, and would 
gladly fee thee in fafe Hands. 

Maun, He has been juft going this twenty Years. \AJlde, 

Sir Pat, Therefore I command you to receive the 
tenders of his Affcdlion. 

Enter Fanny. 

Fan, Sir Father, my Lady KnaweWs in the Garden. 

L. Fan, My Dear, we muft go meet her in decency. 

Sir 
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Sir Pat, A hard cafe, a Man cannot be fick in quiet. 

[Exif. 

Ifab. A Husband, and that not Lodwick \ Heaven for- 
bid VAfide, 

Wit, Now Foppery aflUl to make me very ridiculous. — 
Death (he's very pretty and inviting ; what an infenfible 
Dog (hall I be counted to refufe the Enjoyment of fo 
fair, fo new a Creature, and who is like to be thrown 

into my Arms too whedier I will or not ? but Con- 

fcience and my Vows to the fair Mother : No, I will be 

hone(i Madam, as Gad (hall fave me, Tm the 

Son of a Whore, if you are not the moft Belle Perfon 
I ever faw, and if I be not damnably in love with you ; 
but a] pox take all tedious Court(hip, I have a free-bom 
and generous Spirit ; and as I hate being confined to dull 
Cringing, Whinmg, Flattering, and the Devil and all of 
Foppery, fo when I give an Heart, Pm an Infidel, Madam, 
if I do not love to do't frankly and quickly, that thereby 
I may oblige the beautiful Receiver of my Vows, Pro- 
teftations, PafTions, and Inclination. 

I/ab. You're wonderful ingaging, Sir, and I were an 
Ingrate not to facilitate a retiun for the Honour you are 
pleas'd to do me. 

Wit. Upon my Reputation, Madam, you're a civil 
well-bred Perfon, you have all the Agreemony of your 
Sex, la belle TcdlUy la bonne Mine, &* Reparteei bien, and 
are tout oure toore, as Pm a Gentleman, fort agreeable, — 
If this do not pleafe your Lady, and naufeate her, the 

Devil's in 'em both for unreafonable Women. 

[To Maund. 

Fan. Gemini, Sifter, does the Gentleman conjure ? 

I/ab, I know not, but I'm fure I never faw a more 
affedled Fop. 

Maun, O a damnable impertinent Fop 1 'tis pity, for 
he's a proper Gentleman. 

Wit, Well, if I do hold out. Egad I (hall be the braved 
young Fellow in Chriftendom : But, Madam, I muil 
kifs your Hand at prefent, I have fome Vifits to make, 
Devoirs to pay, nece(rities of Gallantry only, no Love 
Engagement by yave^ Madam ; it is sufficient I have given 
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mv Parole to your Father, to do him the honour of my 
Alliance ; and an unneceiTary Jealoufy will but difoblige, 

Madam, your Slave. Death, thefe Rogues fee me, 

and I'm undone. [Exi^, 

Enter Lady Fancy, iMdy Knowell, Sir Credulous and 
Lucretia, itnth other Women and Men, 

L. Know, I/abella^ your Servant, Madam : being fpn- 
lible of the infociable and folitary Life you lead, I have 
brought my whole Family to wait on your Ladvfhip, and 
this my Son in Futuroy to kifs your Hands, I befeech your 
Ladyfhip to know him for your humble Servant : my Son 
and your Nephew, Madam, are coming with the Mufick 
too, we mean to pafs the whole Day with your Lady- 

ftup : ^and fee they are here. 

Enter hodwick pu/iin^^ in WittmorCf Leander with them. 

Lod, Nay, fmce we have met thee fo luckily, you muft 
back with us. 

Wit, You muft excufe me, Gentlemen. 

Lod, We'll ftiew you two or three fine Women. 

Wit, Death, thefe Rogues will ruin me but I have 

Bufmefs, Gentlemen, that* 

Lean, That muft not hinder you from doing Deeds of 
Charity : we are all come to teeze my Uncle, and you 

muft aflift at fo good a Work ; come, gad thou (halt 

make love to my Aunt I wou'd he wou'd effec- 
tually. \Afide, 

Lod, Now I think on't, what the Devil doft thou do 
here? 

Wit, Here ! oh Sir 1 have a defign upon the Al- 
derman. 

Lod, Upon his handfome Wife thou meaneft; ah 
Rogue ! 

Wit, Faith no, — a — 'tis to— borrow Mony of him ; 
and as I take it Gentlemen, you are not fit Perfons for a 
Man of Credit to be feen with, I pafs for a graver Man, 

Lod, Well, Sir, take your Courfe -but egad he'll 

fooner lend thee his Wife than his Money. 

\Exit Wittmore. 

luan. Aunt, I have taken the boldnefs to bring a Gen- 
tleman of my acquaintance to kifs your Ladylhip's Hands. 

Lod, 
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Lod, Thy Aunt ! — death, (he's very handfome. — Ma- 
dam, your moll himible Servant \KiJfes the L, Fan. 

Lean. Prithee imploy this Fool, that I may have an op- 
portunity to entertain thy Sifter. 

Lod, Sir Credulous^ what not a Word ? not a Compli- 
ment ? Hah, be brisk, Man, be gay and witty, 

talk to the Ladies. 

Sir Cred, Talk to 'em ! why, what (hall I fay to 
'em? 

Lod, Any thing, fo it be to little purpofe. 

Sir Cred, Nay, Sir, let me alone for that matter — ^but 
who are they, prithee ? 

Lod, Why, that's my Lady Fancy , and that's her 
Daughter-in-Law, falute 'em Man. 

Sir Cred, Fair Lady, — I do proteft and vow, you are 
the moft beautiful of all Mothers-in-Law, and the 
World cannot produce your equal. 

Lad, The Rogue has but one method for all Addreffes. 

[They laugh, 

L. Kno, Oh abfurd ! this. Sir, is the beautiful Mother- 
in-Law. [To L, Fan. 

Enter Sir Patient 

Sir Cred, Moft noble Lady, I cry your mercy. Then 
Madam, as the Sun amongll the Stars, or rather as the 
Moon not in conjund\ion with the Sun, but in her oppo- 
fition, when one rifes the other fets, or as the Vulgar call 
it, Full Moon — I iay, as the -Moon is the moft beautiful of 
all the fparkling Lights, even fo are you the moft accom- 
plifh'd Lady under the Moon — and Madam, I am ex- 
tremely fenfible of your Charms and celeftial Graces. 

\To Ifabella. 

Sir Pat, Why this is abominable and infupportable. 

Lucr, I find Sir, you can talk to purpofe when you 
begin once. 

§ir Cred, You are pleafed to fay fo, noble Lady : but 
I muft needs fay, I am not the worft bred Gentleman for 
a Country Gentleman that ever you faw ; for you muil 
know, incomparable Lady, that I was at the Univerfity 
three Years, and there I learnt my Logick and Rhetorick, 
whereby I became excellent at Repartee, fweet Lady. As 
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for my EAate, my Father died fince I came of Age, and 
left me a fmall younger Brother's Portion, dear Lady. 

Lucr, A younger Brother^s, Sir ? 

Sir Crcd, Ha, ha, I know what you would infer from 
that now : but you mud know, delicious Lady, that I am 
all the Children my Father had. 

Lucr, Witty, I proteft. 

Sir Cred, Nay, Madam, when I fet on't I can be 
witty. 

Lean. Cruel Lucretia, leave 'em, and let us fnatch this 
opportunity to talk of our own Affairs. 

Sir Cred, For you mud know, bright Lady, tho I was 
pleased to railly my felf, I have a pretty competent Eftate 
of about 3000/. a Year, and am to marry Madam 
Lucreiia, 

L. Fan. You are a happy Man, Sir. 

Sir Cred, Not fo happy neither, ineftimable Lady, for 

I loft the fineft Mare yefterday, but let that pafs : 

were you never in Devonjhirey Madam ? 

L. Fan, Never, Sir. 

Sir Cred, In troth, and that's pity fweet Lady ; for if 

you loVd Hawking, Drinking, and Whoring, oh, 

Lord, I mean Hunting ; i'faith there be good Fellows 
would keep you Company, Madam. 

Sir Pat, This is a Plot upon me, a mere Plot My 

Lady Fancy^ be tender of my Reputation, Foppery's 
catching, and I had as lieve be a Cuckold as Husband to 
a vain Woman. 

Sir Cred, Zoz, and that may be as you fay, noble Sir. 

Lady, pray what Gentleman's this ? Noble Sir, I am 

your moft humble Servant. 

Sir Pat, Oh cry your mercy. Sir. \Walks away. 

Sir Cred, No Offence, dear Sir, I proteft : 'slife I be- 
lieve 'tis the Mafter of the Houfe, he look'd with fuch Au- 
thority ; — why who cares, let him look as big as the four 
Winds, Eaft, Weft, North and South, I care not this, — 
therefore I beg your Pardon, noble Sir. 

Sir Pat, Pray fpare your Hat and Legs, Sir, till you 
come to Court, they are thrown away i'th* City. 

Sir 
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Sir Cred, O Lord 1 dear Sir, 'tis all one for that, I va- 
lue not a Leg nor an Arm amongil Friends, I am a De- 
vonjkire Knight, Sir, all the World knows, a kind of 
Country Gendeman, as they fay, and am come to Town, 
to marry my Lady KnowelPs Daughter. 

Sir Pat, Via glad on't. Sir. [ Walks away, he follows. 

Sir Cred. She*s a deferving Lady, Sir, if I have any 
Judgment ; and I think I underRand a Lady, Sir, in the 
Right Honourable way of Matrimony. 

Sir Pai, Well, Sir, that is to fay, you have been mar- 
ried before. Sir ; and what's all this to me, good Sir ? 

Sir Cred, Married before ! incomparable, Sir ! not fo 
neither, for there's difference in Men, Sir. 

Sir Pat, Right, Sir, for fome are Wits, and fome are 
Fools. 

Sir Cred, As I hope to breathe, 'twas a faying of my 
Grandmother's, who us'd to tell me, Sir, that bought Wit 
was bed. I have brought Money to Town for a fmall 
purchafe of that kind ; for. Sir, I wou'd fain fet up for a 

Country Wit. Pray Sir, where live the Poets, for I 

wou'd fain be acquainted with fome of them. 

Sir Pat, Sir, I do not know, nor do I care for Wits 
and Poets. Oh, this will kill me quite ; I'll out of Town 
immediately. 

Sir Cred But, Sir, I mean your fine railing Bully Wits, 
that have Vinegar, Gall and Arfenick in 'em, as well as 
Salt and Flame, and Fire, and the Devil and all. 

Sir Pat, Oh defend me ! and what is all this to me, 
Sir? 

Sir Cred Oh, Sir, they are the very Soul of Entertain- 
ment ; and. Sir, it is the prettied fport to hear 'em rail 
and baul at one another Zoz wou'd I were a Poet. 

Sir Pat, I wifh you were, fmce you are fo fond of be- 
ing rail'd at. If I were able to beat him, I would be 

much angry, ^but Patience is a Virtue, and I will into 

the Country. [Afide, 

Sir Cred, 'Tis all one cafe to me, dear Sir,--but I 
fhould have the pleafure of railing again, cum privilegio ; 
I love fighting with thofe poinUefs Weapons. — ^Zoz, Sir, 
you know if we Men of Quality fall out — (for you are 
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a Knight I take it) why there comes a Challenge upon it, 
and ten to one fome body or other is run thro the Gills ; 
why, a Pox on't, I fay, this is very damnable, give me 
Poct^s Licence. 

L. Fan, Take him off in pity. \To Leander. 

Lod. Indeed Railing is a Coin only current among the 
Poets, Sir Credulous, 

Sir Pat Oh bleft Deliverance ! what a profane 

Wretch is here, and what a leud World we live m — Oh 
London^ London^ how thou abounded in Iniquity ! thy 
young Men are debauched, thy Virgins devoured, and 
thy Matrons all tum'd Bauds I My Lady Fancy ^ this is not 
Company for you, I take it, let us fly from this vexation 
of Spirit, on the never-failing Wings of Difcretion. — 

{Going to lead Lady Fancy off, — the Lady Knowell 
/peaking to Ifabella all this while, 

L. Kno, How ! marry thee to fuch a Fop, fa/ft thou ? 
Oh egregious ! — as thou lovell Lodwick, let him not 
know his Name, it will be dangerous, let me alone to 
evade it. 

Ifab, I know his fiery Temper too well to truft him 
with the fecret 

L. Kno, Hark ye. Sir, and do you intend to do this 
horrible thing ? ■ 

Sir Pat. What thing, my Lady Knowell? 

L. Kno, Why, to marry your Daughter, Sir. 

Sir Pat, Yes, Madam. 

L. Kno, To a beafUy Town Fool ? Monjlrum hoiTen- 
dum I 

Sir Pat, To any Fool, except a Fool of your Race, of 
your Generation. 

L. Kno, How ! a Fool of my Race, my Generation ! 
I know thou meanefl my Son, thou contumelious Knight, 
who, let me tell thee, (hall marry thy Daughter invito te, 
that is, (to inform thy obtufe Underflanding) in fpite of 
thee ; yes, (hall marry her, tho (he inherits nothing but 
thy dull Enthufiafm, which had ihe been legitimate (he 
had been poffeft with. 

Sir Pat, Oh abominable ! you had bed fay flie is none 

of my Daughter, and that I was a Cuckold. 

L. Kno. 
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L. Kno, If I ihould, Sir, it would not amount to 
Scandalum Magnatum : I'll tell thee more, thy whole 

Pedigree, and yet for all this, Lodwick (hall marry 

your Daughter, and yet 111 have none of your Nephew. 

Sir Pat, Shall he fo, my \jaAy Knowellf I fhall go 
near to out-trick your Ladylhip, for all your politick 
Learning. Tis paft the canonical Hour, as they call it, 
or I wou'd marry my Daughter inftantly ; I profeOs we 
ne'er had good days fmce thefe canonical Fopperies came 
up again, mere Popifli Tricks to give our Children time 
for Difobedience, — the next Juftice wou'd ha' ferv'd turn, 
and have done the Bufmefs at any Hour : but Patience is 

a Virtue Roger ^ go after Mr. Fain-love^ and tell him 

I wou'd fpcak with him inftantly. 

L. Kno, Come, come, Ladies, we lofe fleeting time, 
upon my Honour we do ; for. Madam, as I faid, I have 
brought the Fiddles, and defign to facrifice the intire Eve- 
ning to your Ladyfhip's Diverfion. 

Sir Cred, Incomparable Lady, that was well thought 
on ; Zoz, I long to be jigging. 

• Sir Pat, Fiddles, good Lord ! why, what am I come 
to ? — Madam, I take it, Sir Patient Fancy's Lady is not a 
proper Perfon to make one at immodeft Revellings, and 
profane Mafqueradings. 

L. Fan, Why; ah, 'tis very true. Sir, but we ought 
not to offend a Brother that is weak, and confequently a 
Sifter. 

Sir Pat, An excellent Lady this, but (he may be cor- 
rupted, ah ftie may fall ; I will therefore without delay, 
carry her from this wicked Town. 

L. Kno, Come, come. Gentlemen, let's in ; Mr. Fancy ^ 

you muft be my Man ; Sir Credulous come, and 

you fweet Sir, come Ladies, — Nunc ejl fcUtandum^ &c. 

\Exeunt, 
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SCENE changes to a Chamber. 

Enter Sir Patient as before^ Lady Fancy, Wittmore, 
Maundy, and Roger with things. 

Sir Pat, Maundy^ fetch my Clothes, I'll drefs me and 

out of 'Yowci inftantly, perfuade me not \To Wit. 

Rocker ^ is the Coach ready, Roger f 

Rog, Yes, Sir, with four Horfes. 

L. Fan, Out of Town ! Oh I'm undone then, there 
will be no hopes of ever feeing Wittmore, [AJide.] — 
Maundy f oh help me to contrive my flay, or Tm a dead 

Woman. Sir, fure you cannot go and leave your 

Affairs in Town. 

Sir Pat, Affairs ! what Affairs ? 

L. Fan. Why, your Daughter's Marriage, Sir : — and — 

Sir, not, Sir, but that I defire of all things in the 

World the Bleffing of being alone with you, far from the 
Noife and leud Difordcrs of this filthy Town. 

Sir Pat. Mod excellent Woman ! ah thou art too good 
for fmful Man, and I will therefore remove thee from 
the Temptations of it — Maundy, my Clothes — Mr. Fain- 
iove, I will leave Ifabella with my Lady Fidgety my Si- 
fter, who (hall to morrow fee you married, to prevent 
farther Inconveniences. 

L. Fan, What ftiall I do ? 

Maun. Madam, I have a Defign, which confidering 

his Spleen, mufl this time do our Bufmefs, 'ti s 

\Whifpers, 

L. Fan, I like it well, about it inftantly, hah 

\Ex, Maundy. 

Alas, Sir, what ails your Face ? good Heaven, look, 

Roger, 

Sir Pat. My Face ! why, what ails my Face ? hah ! 

L. Fan, See, Mr. Fain-love, look on my Dear, is he 
not ftrangely alter'd ? 

Wit. Moft wonderfully. 

Sir Pat. Altered, hah — why where, why how altered ? — 
hah, altered fay you ? 

Wit, Lord, how wildly he ftares ! 

Sir 
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Sir Pat. Hah, flare wildly ! 

Rog. Are you not very fick, Sir ? 

L. F(nu Sick 1 oh Heavens forbid .'—How does my 
deareil Love? 

Sir Pat, Methinks I feel myfelf not well o'th' fudden — 
ah— a kind of fhivering feizes ail my Limbs, — and am I 
fo much changed ? 

Wit, All over, Sir, as big again as you were. 

L. Fan, Your Face is frightfully blown up, and your 
dear Eyes juft flarting from your Head ; oh, I fhall fwoon 
with the apprehenfion on't 

[Falls into Wittmore'j Arms, 

Sir Pat. My Head and Eyes fo big, fay you : oh I'm 
wondrous fick o'th' fudden, — all over fay you — oh, oh— 
Ay, I perceive it now, my Senfes fail me too. 

L. Fan, How, Sir, your Senfes fail you? 

Wit, That's a very bad fign, believe me. 

Sir Pat. Oh, ay, for I can neither feel nor fee this 
mighty growth you fpeak of. 

[Falls into a Chair, with great Jigns of Di/order. 

Wit. Alas, I'm forry for that. Sir. 

Rog. Sure, 'tis impoffible, I'll run and fetch a Glafs, Sir. 



[Offers to go, 
rlc" 



L. Fan. Oh flay, I wou'd not for the world he fhould 

fee what a Monfler he is, ^and is like to be before to 

morrow. \Afide* 

Rog, 111 fit him with a Glafs,--I11 warrant ye, it fhall 
advance our Defign. 

Enter Maundy with the Clothes^ fluftarts. 
Maun. Good Heaven, what ails you. Sir ? 
^\x Pat. Oh— oh— 'tis fo. 

Maun, Lord, how he's fwoln ! fee how his Stomach 
flruts. 

Sir Pat, Ah 'tis true, tho I perceive it not. 
Maun, Not perceive it, Sir ! put on your Clothes and 
be convinc'd, — try 'em. Sir. 

[She pulls off his Gown^ and puts on his 
Doublet and Coat, which come 
not near by a handful or more. 

Sir 
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Sir Pat, Ah it needs not, ^mercy upon me !- 



[Fa/Is back. 

I'm loft, Tm gone ! Oh Man, what art thou but a Flower? 
I am poifon'd, this talking Lad/s Breath's infe^ious ; 
methought I felt the Contagion (leal into my Heart ; fend 
for my Phyficians, and if I die 111 fwear (he's my Mur- 
derer : oh fee, fee, how my trembling increafes, oh hold 

my Limbs, 1 me. 

Enter Roger with a magnifying Gla/Sy Jkews him the 

Gla/s; he looks in it, 

Rog, 111 warrant I'll (hew his Face as big as a Bu(hel. 

iAfide. 

Sir Pat. Oh, oh, — I'm a dead Man, have me to Bed, 
I die away, undrefs me inftantly, fend for my Phyficians, 
I'm poifon'd, my Bowels bum, I have within an jEtnay 
my Brains run round, Nature within me reels. 

\They carry him out in a Chair, 

Wit, And all the drunken Univerfe does run on Wheels, 
ha, ha, ha. 

Ah my dear Creature, how finely thou haft brought him 
to his Joum/s end ! 

L. Fan, There was no other way but this to have fe- 
cur'd my Happinefs with thee ; there needs no more than 
that you come anon to the Garden Back-gate, where you 

(haU find admittance ; Sir Patient is like to lie alone 

to night. 

Wit, Till then 'twill be a thoufand Ages. " 

L. Fan, At Games of Love Husbands to cheat is fair, 
'Tis the Gallant we play with on the fquare. 

[Exeunt feverally. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

Scene draws off^ and difcovers Lady Knowell, 
Ifabella, Lucretia, Lodwick, Leander, 
Wittmore, Sir Credulous, other Men and 
Women f as going to dance, 

L. Kno, /^OmRy one Dance more, and then I think 
V-^ we (hall have fufficientiy teaz'd the Alder- 
man, and 'twill be time to part! — Sir Credulous^ Where's 
your Miflrefs ? 

Sir Cred, Within a Mile of an Oak, dear Madam, 111 
warrant you. — Well, I proteft and vow, fweet Lady, you 

dance mod nobly, — Why, you dance ^like ^like a 

-like a hafly Pudding, bdbre yove, 

[They dance fome Antickf or RuJHch Antick, 
Lodwick/peaking to IfabeUa. 

SONG made by a Gentleman. 

Sitting by yonder River fide ^ 
Parthenia thtis to Cloe crVd^ 
Whilftfrom the fair Nympks Eyes apace 
Another Stream der-flov/d her beauteous Face ; 
Ah happy Nymph^/aid /he, that can 
So little value thatfalfe Creature, Man. 

Oft the perfidious things will cry, 

Alas they bum, they bleed, they die\ 

But if they re abfent half a Day, 
Nay, let *em be but one poor Hour away. 

No more they die, no more complain, 

But like unconftant Wretches live again. 
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Lod, Well, have you confider'd of that Bufinefs yet, 
Ifabella f 

I/ab. What bufinefs ? 

Lod. Of giving me admittance to night. 

I/ab, And may I truft your honefly ? 

Lod, Oh doubt mc not, my mother's rcfolv'd it (hall 
be a match between you and I, and that very confidera- 
tion will fccure thee : befides, who would firfl fully the 
Linen they mean ,to put on ? 

J/ab, AyfdLYy here's my Mother. 

Enter Lady Fancy, 

L, Fan, Madam, I beg your pardon for my abfence, 
the effedls of my Obedience, not Will ; but Sir Patient is 
taken very ill o'th' fudden, and I mud humbly intreat 
your Ladyfhip to retire, for Reft is only effential to his 
Kecovery\ 

L. Kno, Congruoufly fpoken, upon my Honour. Oh 
the impudence of this Fellow your Ladyfhip's Husband, 
to efpoufe fo fair a Perfon only to make a Nurfe of I 

L. Fan, Alas, Madam ! 

L. Kno, A Slave, a very Houfhold Drudge. Oh 

faugh, come never grieve ; ^for. Madam, his Difcafe 

is nothing but Imagination, a Melancholy which arifcs 
from the Liver, Spleen, and Membrane call'd Mefente- 
rium ; the Arabians name the Diftcmper My rat hi al, and 
we here in Englatid, Hypochondriacal Melancholy \ I 
cou'd prefcribe a moft potent Remedy, but that I am 
loth to ftir the Envy of the College. 

L. Fan, Really Madam, I believe 

L. Kno, But as you fay, Madam, we'll leave him to 
his Repofe ; pray do not grieve too much. 

Lod, Death ! wou'd I had the confoling her, 'tis a 
charming Woman ! 

L. Kno, Mr. Fancy, your Hand ; Madam, your moft 
faithful Servant. — Lucretia, come Lucretia. — Your Ser- 
vant Ladies and Gentlemen. 

L. Fan, A Devil on her, wou'd the Nimblcncfs of her 
Ladyftiip's Tongue were in her Heels, ftic wou'd make 
more hafte away : oh I long for the bleft minute. 

Z^d, I/abclla, (hall 1 find admittance anon ? 
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Ifab, On fair Conditions. 

Lod, Truft my Generofity. — Madam, your Slave. \Ex^ 

[To L, YdLTu gazing on her, goes out. 

Sir Cred, Madam, I wou'd fay . fomething of your 
Charms and celeflial Graces, but that all Praifes are as far 
below you, as the Moon in her Oppofition is below the 
Sun; — and fo lufcious Lady, I am yours : Now for my, 
Serenade [Ex, all but L, Fan. and Maundy. 

L. Fan, Maundy, have you commanded all the Ser- 
vants to bed ? 

Maun, Yes, Madam, not a Moufe fhall flir, and I 
have made ready the Chamber next the Garden for your 
Ladyfhip. 

L. Fan, Then there needs no more but that you wait 
for IVittmor^s coming to the Garden-Gate, and take 
care no Lights be in the Houfe for fear of Eyes. , 

Maun, Madam, I underftand Lovers are bed by dark, 
and (hall be diligent : the Dodlor has fecur'd Sir Patient 
by a deeping PiU, and you are only to expe<fl vour ap- 
proaching Happinefs. [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. Lady Knowell'^ Chamber. . 

Enter Lady Knowell and Leander. 

L. Kho. Leander, raife your Soul above that little trifle 

Lucretia ; cannot you guefs what better Fate attends 

you ? fy, how dull you are ! mufl I inftrudl you in plain 
right-down Terms? and tell you, that I propofe you 

Mailer of my Fortune. Now poflibly you underiland 

me. 

Enter Lucretia, and peeps. 

Lean, I wifh I did not, Madam, 
Unlefs I'd Virtue to deferve the Bounty ; 
I have a thouiand hidden Faults DifTimulation hides, 
Incondant, wild, debauched as Youth can make me. 

Lucr, All that will not do your Bufmefs. [Afide, 

L. Kno, Yet you wou'd have my Daughter take you 
with thefe Faults ; they're Virtues there, but to the name 
of Mother, they all turn retrograde t I can endure a Man 
as wild and as incondant as (he can. 

I 
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I have a Fortune too that can fupport that Humour, 

That of Lucretia does depend on me, 

And when I pleafe is nothing ; 

Tm far from Age or Wrinkles, can be courted 

By Men, as gay and youthful as a new Summer's Morn, 

Beauteous as the firft Bloffoms of the Spring, 

Before the common Sun has kifs'd their Sweets away. 

If with falacious Appetites I lov'd. 

Lean, Faith Madam 1 cou'd wifh — 

L. Kno, That I were but Fifteen ; but 
If there be inequality in Years, 
There is fo too in Fortunes, that might add 
A Luftre to my Eyes, Charms to my Perfon, 
And make me fair as Venus, young as Hebe, 

Lean, Madam, you have enough to engage any uncon- 

?uer'd Heart ; but 'twas, I thought, with your allowance 
difpos'd of mine, and 'tis a Heart that knows not how 
to change. 

L. Kno. Then 'tis a foolilh unambitious Heart, un- 
worthy of the Elevation it has not glorious Pride enough 

to aim at : Farewel, Sir, when you are wifer, 

you may find admittance. [Goes out. 

Lean, Stay, Madam 

Enter Lucretia. 

Lucr, For what ? to hear your Penitence ! Forgive me, 
Madam, I will be a Villain, forget my Vows of Love, 
made to Lucretia, 

And facrifice both her, and thofe to Interefl. 
Oh how I hate this whining and diflcmbling ! 

Lean, Do, triumph o'er a wretched Man, Lucretia, 

Lucr, How ! wretched in loving me fo entirely, or 
that you cannot marry my Mother, and be M after of her 
mighty Fortune ? 'Tis a Temptation indeed fo between 
Love and Intereft, hang me if ever I faw fo fimple a 
Look as you put on when my Mother made love to you. 

Lea?i. You may eafily guefs the Confufion of a Man in 
my Circumftances, to be languiftiing for the lov'd Daugh- 
ter, and purfu'd by the hated Mother, whom if I refufe 
will ruin all my hopes of thee. 

Lurr. Refufe her ! I hope you have more Wit. 

Lean. 



V 
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Lean. Lucretiay cou'd (he make a Monarch of me, I 
cou'd not marry her. 

Lucr, Aad you wou'd be fo wile to tell her fo ? 

Lean, I wou'd no more abufe her, than I cou'd love 
her. 

Lucr, Yet that lafl mufl be done. 

Lean, How ! 

Lucr, Doft believe me fo wicked to think I mean in 
earned? No, tell her a fine Story of Love and Liking, 
gaze on her, kifs her Hands, and figh, commend her 
Face and Shape, fwear Ihe's the Miracle of the Age for 
Wit, cry up her Learning, vow you were an Afs not to 
be fenfible of her Perfedlions all this while ; what a Cox- 
comb, to doat upon the Daughter when fuch Charms 
were fo vifible in the Mother? Faith IheTl believe all 
this. 

Lean, It may be fo, but what will all this ferve for ? 

Lucr, To give us time and opportunity to deceive her, 
or I'm miflaken. 

Lean, I cannot teach my Tongue fo much Deceit. 

Lucr, You may be a Fool, and cry, Indeed forfooth I 
cannot love, for alas I have lofl my Heart, and am un- 
worthy of your proffer'd Bleffings do, and fee her 

marry me in fpite to this Fop EaJ'y^ this Knight of Non- 
fenfe : no, no, diffemble me handfomely and Uke a Gen- 
tleman, and then expedl your good Fortune. 

Enter Antick. 

Ant, Madam, your Mother's coming. 

Lucr, Away then, (he mufl not fee us together, (he 
thinks you gone. 

Lean, But mud I cany off no Comfort with me ? 

Lucr, Will you expofe me to the incens'd Jealoufy of 
a Parent ? go, or I fhall hate ye. [Thru/is him out, 

SCENE, A Garden, 

Enter Maundy by dark r Opens the Garden-Door. 
Maun. Now am I retum'd to my old Trade again, 
fetch and carry my Lady's Lovers ; I was afraid when fhe 
had been married, thefe Night-works wou'd have ended ; 

but 
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but to fay truth, there's a Confcience to be ufed in all 
things, and there's no reafon (he fhou'd languilh with an 
old Man when a Young Man may be had.— ■•-The Door 

openS; he's come. 

Enter Lodwick. 
I fee you're a pundlual Lover, Sir, pray follow me as 
foftly as you can. 

Lod, This is fome one whom I perceive Ifabella has 
made the Confident to our Amours. [Exeunt, 

SCENE draws off, and dif covers L, Fancy 
in her Night-gown^ in a Chamber as by t fie dark, 

L, Fan, Oh the agreeable Confufion of a Lover high 
with expedlation of the approaching Blifs ! What Trem- 
blings oetween Joy and Fear poiTefs me ? All my whole 
Soul is taken up with IVittmore; I've no Ideas, no 
Thoughts but of IVittmore^ and fure my Tongue can 
fpeak no other Language, but his Name. — Who's there .'* 
Enter Maundy leading Lodwick. 

Maun, Madam, 'tis I, and your expedled Lover here — 
I put him into your hands, and will wait your Commands 
in the next Chamber. [Exit, Maun. 

Lod, Where are you, my dearefl Creature ? 

L. Fan. Here give me your Hand, 111 lead you 

to thofe Joys we both fo long have figh'd for. 

Lod, Hah ! to Joys ; fure (he doth but dally with mc. 

[Afide, 

L. Fan, Why come you not on, my dear ? 

Lod, And yet, why this Admiffion, and i' th' dark 

too, if (he defign'd me none but virtuous Favours? 

What damn'd Temptation's this ? 

L. Fan, Are you bewitch'd ? what is't that frights you ? 

Lod, I'm fix'd : Death, was ever fuch a Lover ? 
Juft ready for the higheft Joys of Love, 
And like a ba(hful Girl reflrain'd by Fear 

Of an infuing Infamy I hate to cuckold my own 

Expectations. 

L. Fan. Heavens ! what can you mean ? 

Lod. 
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Lod. Death, what's this ? fure 'tis not Virtue in 

me, — Pray Heaven it be not Impotence ! ^Where got 

I this damiv'd Honefly, which I never found my felf mafler 

of till now ! why (hou'd it feize me when I had 

leail need on't ? 

L. Fan, What ails you? are you mad? ^we are 

(afe, and free as Winds let loofe to rufHe all the Groves ; 
what is't delays you then ? Soft. 

Lod, Pox o' this thought of Wife, the very Name de- 
flroys my appetite. 

Oh with what Vigour I could deal my Love 
To fome fair leud unknown, 
To whom I'd never made a ferious Vow ! 

L. Fan, Tell me the Myftery of this fudden Coldnefs : 
have I kept my Husband in Town for this ? Nay, per- 
fuaded him to be very fick to ferve our purpofe, and am 
I thus rewarded ^ungrateful Man ! 

Lod, Hah, ^'tis not J/adellc^s Voice, ^your Huf- 

band fay you ? [Takes hold greedily of her Hand. 

L. Fan, Is fafe, from anv fear of mtemipting us. 

Come ^thefe Delays do ill confifl with Love 

And our Defires ; at leafl if they are equaL 

Lod, Death, 'tis the charming Mother i 
What lucky Star diredled me to night ? 
O my fsur DifTembler let us hafle 
To pay the mighty Tributes due to Love. 

L. Fan, Follow me then with careful Silence, for 

I/abellds Chamber joins to this, and (he may hear us. 

Lod, Not Flowers grow, nor fmooth Streams glide 
Not abfent Lovers (igh, nor breaks the Day, (away, 

More filently than I'll thofe Toys receive. 
Which Love and DarkneOs ao confpire to give. [Exeunt, 

SCENE changes again to a Garden, 

Enter Isabella and Fanny in their Night-gowfis, 
I/ad, Well, I have no mind to let this dear mad Devil 
Lodwick in to night. 

Fan, Why, SiUer, this is not the firfl Venture you have 
made of this kind, at this Hour, and in this Place ; thefe 

Arbourb 
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Arbours were they tell-tales, cou*d difcovcr many pretty 
ftories of your Loves, and do you think they'll be lels 
faithful now? pray trufl them once again. Oh I do fo 
love to hear Mr. Lodwick protcft, and vow, and fwear, 
and diffemble, and when you don't believe him, rail at 
you, avads 'tis the prettiefl Man 

Ifab, I have a ftrange apprehenfion of being furpriz'd 
to night 

Fan, 111 warrant you, HI fit on yon Bank of Pinks, 
and when I hear a Noife 111 come and tell you ; fo Lod- 
wick may (lip out at the back Gate, and we may be walk- 
ing up and down as if we meant no harm. 

Ifab, Youll grow very expert in the Arts of Love, 
Fanny, 

Fan, When I am big enough I fhall do my Endeavour, 
for I have heard you fay. Women were born to no other 
end than to love : And 'tis fit I Ihould learn to live and 
die in my calling. Come open the Gate, or youll re- 
pent it, we fhall have my Father marry you within a day or 
two to that ugly Man that fpeaks hard Words, — avads I 
can't abide him. 

Ifab, What Noife is that ? 

Fan, Why 'tis Mr. Lodwick at the Garden-Door; — 
let him in whilfl I'll to my flowry Bank, and fland Cen- 

tinel. \Runs off, Ifabella opens the Gate, 

Enter Wittmore. 

Wit, Who's there ? 

Ifab, Speak low, who fhou'd it be but the kind Fool 
her felf, who can deny you nothing but what you dare 
not take ? 

Wit, Not take ! what's that ? haft thou referves in ftore ? 
— Oh come and let me lead thee to thy Bed, 
Or feat thee on fome Bank of fofter Flowers, 
Where I may rifle all thy unknown Store. 

Ifab, Howl furely you're not in eameft.^ — Do you 
love me ? 

Wit, Love thee ! by thy dear felf, all that my Soul 
I'm all impatient Flame ! all over Love ! (adores, 

— You do not ufe to doubt, but fince you do, 
Come, and HI fatisfy thy obliging Fears, 

And 
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And give thee Proofs how much my Soul is thine, 
111 breathe it all anew into thy Bofom. — 
Oh thou ajt fit for the tranfporting Play, 
All loofe and wanton, like the Queen of Love 
When fhe defcends too meet the Youth in Shades. 

I/ab, And are you Sir in earned ? can it be ? 

Wit. That queflion was fevere, what means my Love ? 
What pretty Ait is this to blow my Flame ? 
Are you not mine ? did we not meet t'enjoy ? 
I came not with more vigorous eager Hafle, 
When our firft Sacrifice to Love we paid, 
Than to perform that Ceremony now. 
Come do not let the Sacred Fire bum out, 
Which only was prepared for Love's rich Altar, 
And this is the divine, dark, filent Minute — 

\Goes to lead her off, 

Ifab. Hold, Ravifher, and know this faucy Paffion 
Has rendered back your Intereft. Now I hate ye. 
And my Obedience to my Father's Will 
Shall marry me to Fain-love^ and I'll defpife ye. 

{Flings from him. 

Wit. Hah ! Ifabella ! Death I have made Iweet work, — 
ilay gentle Maid, — Ihe'U ruin all if Ihe go : — (lay — (he 
knew me, and cunningly drew me to this Difcovery ; I'll 
after her and undeceive her. {Runs after her, 

A confuj^d Noife of the Serenade, the Scene draws off to 

Lady Fanc/j Anti-chamber. 

Enter Ifabella groping as in the dark. 
Ifab. Pray Heaven I get undifcover'd to my Chamber, 
where 111 make Vows againft this perjiu^d Man ; hah, 
fure he follows (lill ; no Wood- Nymph ever fled before 
a Satyr, with half that trembling hafte I flew from Lod- 
wick. — Oh he has loft his Virtue, and undone me. 

[Goes out groping, and the noife of Serenade again. 
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SCENE changes to Lady Fancy\f Bed-chamber ^ dif- 
covers her as before ; Lodwick asjuft rifen in Diforder 
from the Bedy buttoning himfelf andfetting himfelf 
in order ; and Noife at the Door unlatching tt. 

Enter Ifabella ^^/«^, Sir Patient without. 

L. Fan, It is this Door that open'd, and which I 
thought I had fecur'A 

Sir Pat, Oh infupportable, abominable^ and not to be 
indur'd ! 

Ifab, Hah my Father! Fm difcover'd and purfu'd, — 
grant me to find the Bed. 

L. Fan. Heavens ! t'was my Husband's Voice, fure 
we're betra/d. It mud be fo, for what Devil but that 
of Jealoufy cou'd raife him at this late hour ? 

Jfab, Hah, where am I, and who is't that fpeaks — 

[To her fe if. 

Lod, So, he mud know that I. have made a Cuckold 
of hinL \Afide. 

Sir Pat, within.] Call up my Men. the Coachman, 
Groom, and Butler, the Footmen, Cook, and Gardiner : 
bid 'em all rife and arm, with long Staff, Spade ana 
Pitchfork, and fally out upon the Wicked. 

Lod, S'heart ! what a Death Ihall I die : — is there no 
place of fafety hereabouts— for there is no refilling thefe 
unmerciful Weapons. 

Ifab, A Man's Voice ! 

L. Fan, I know of none, nor how to prevent your 
Difcovery. 

Enter Sir Patient. 

Sir Pat, Oh, oh, lead me forward. 111 lie here on the 
Garden-fide, out of the hearing of this hellifh Noife. 

L. Fan, Hah, Noife ! — what means he ? 

lu>d. Nay, I know not, is there no efcaping ? — 

Ifab, Who can they be that talk thus ? fure I have mif- 
took my Chamber. 

L. Fan, Oh he's coming in — I'm ruin'd ; what (hall 
we do? here — get into the Bed — and cover your felf 

with 
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with the Qothes — quickly — oh my Confudon will betray 
mc. [Lodwick ^ets into the Bedy Ifabella hides 

behind the Curtain very near to hinu 

Enter Sir Patient, led by Nurfe and Maundy, with 

Lights, 

Maun, Pray go back, Sir, my poor Lady will be 
frighted out of her Wits, at this danger you put your ielf 
into, the Noife (hall be ftiUU 

L. Fan, Oh, what's the matter with my Love ? what, 
do you mean to murder him ? oh lead him inilantly back 
to his Bed. 

^M Pat, Oh, oh, no. 111 lie here, put me to bed, 

oh I faint, — ^my Chamber's pofleft with twenty thoufand 
Evil Spirits. 

L. Fan, Pofleft ! what fickly Fancy's this ? 

Sir Pat, Ah the Houfe is befet, furrounded and con- 
founded with profane tinkling, with Popilh Horn-Pipes, 
and Jefuitical Cymbals, more antichriftian and abomi- 
nable than Organs, or Anthems, 

Nurfe, Yea verily, and furely it is the fpawn of Cathe- 
dral Inftruments plaid on by Babylonifh Minftrels, only 
to difturb the Brethren. 

Sir Pai, Ay, 'tis fo, call up my Servants, and let them 
be firft chaftiz'd and then hang'd ; accufe 'em for French 
Papifhes, that had a defign to fire the City, or any thing : 
— oh I fhall die — lead me gently to this Bed. 

L. Fan, To hinder him will difcover all : — ^ftay. Sir. — 

Sir Pat, Hah, my Lady tum'd rebellious ! — put me to 
Bed I fay ; — {Throws hint/elf forward to the Bed] — hah 
— ^what's here? — what art thou, — a Man, — hah, a Man, 
Treafon ! betra/d ! my Bed's defil'd, my Lady polluted, 
and I am comuted ; oh thou vile Serpent of my Bo- 
fom ! 

[She flands with her Face towards 
the Stage infigns of fear, 

Ifab, A Man, and in my virtuous Lady* Mother's Cham- 
ber I how fortunate was I to light on this difcovery I 

L. Fan, Well, Sir, fince you have feen him, I befeech 
you for my fake, Dear, pardon him this one time. 

[Coakeflng him. 
Sir 
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Sir Pat, Thou beg his Pardon ! Oh was ever heard 
fuch Impudence ! 

L. Fan. Indeed, my Love, he is to blame ; but we that 
are judicious fhould bear with the Frailties of Youth. 

Sir Pat. Oh infupportable Audacity I — what canfl thou 
fay, falfe Woman ? 

L. Fan, Truly not much in his Defence, my Dear. 

I/ab. Oh cunning Devil ! 

L. Fan, But, Sir, to hide the weaknefs of your Daugh- 
ter, I have a little (trained my Modefly. 

i/ab. Heavens ! what fays Ihe ? 

L. F'an. 'Tis Ifabdla^s Lover, Sir, whom IVe con- 
ceaFd. 

Lod. A good hint to faveboth our Credits. 

Sir Pat, How, Mr. Fain-liTje mean you ? 

[Lodwick rifes and comes a little more for- 
ward, Ifabella does the like, till both meet 
at the feet of the Bed, and flart, Lod- 
wick looking fimply. 

L. Fan. Ay, my dear, Mr. Fain-love, 

Lod, Jfabella here ! mufl ihe know too what a fine in- 
conftant Dog I ami* 

Ifab, Lodwick / and in my Mother's Chamber ! may 
I believe my Eyes ! 

Sir Pat, But how got he hither ? — tell me that : oh 
Youth, Youth, to what degree of Wickednefs art thou 
arriv'd? 

L. Fan. She appointed him to come this Night, Sir, 
and he going to her Chamber, by miflake came into 
mine, it being the next to her's. 

Maun. But, Lord, Sir, had you heard how my Lady 
fchooFd him, whilfl I ran down to fetch a Light ! 

Lod, Now docs my Confcience tell me, I am a damn'd 
Villain. [Afide, looking pitifully on Ifabella. 

L. Fafi. But the poor Man prefently perceiv*d his mif- 
take, and beg'd my pardon in fuch feelmg Terms — ^that 
I vow I had not the heart to deny it hinL 

Ifab. Oh Traytor ! wou'd thou hadfl been that Ravifher 
I took thee for, rather than fuch a Villain — falfe ! and 
with my Mother too ! 

L. Fan, 
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L. Fan, And juft then, Sir, you came to the Door, and 
left you fhou'd fee him, intreated me to hide him from 

your Anger, the Offence is not fo heinous, Sir, con- 

fidering he is fo foon to marry her. 

Sir Pat. Well, Sir, and what have you to fay in your 
Defence? — hah, how, Mr. Knowdly — ^worfe and worfe, 
— why how came you hither, Sir ? hsih, 

L. Fan, Not Witttnore I oh I am ruin'd and betra/d. 

[Falls almoft in a fwoon. 

Sir Pat, Hah, Ifabella here too ! 

I fab. Yes, Sir, to juftify her innocence. 

Sir Pat, Hah ! Innocence ! and juftify ! take her away ; 

go out of my iight, thou Limb of Satan, take her 

away, I fay. 111 talk with you to morrow. Lady Fine- 
tricks 1 will 

Ifab, — ^And I'll know before I fleep, the myftery of 
all this, and who 'twas this faithlefs Man fent in his room 
to deceive me in the Garden. \Goes out^ 

Lod, A plague of all ill-luck — ^how the Devil came (he 
hither ? I muft follow and reconcile her. 

[Going out. Sir Patient y?<yj him. 

Sir Pat, Nay, Sir, we muft not part fo till I have 
known the truth of this Bufmefs, I take it. 

Lod, Truth, Sir ! oh all that your fair Lady has faid, 
Sir ; I muft confefs her Eyes have wounded me with An- 
ger, you need not add more to my Shame. 

.L,Fan, Some little comfort yet, that he prov'd in- 
deed to be I/aMl/fs Lover : Oh, that I ftiould miftake fo 
unluckily I [AJide, 

Sir Pat, Why, I thought it had been Mr. Fain-love, 

L. Fan, By all that's good, and fo did I. 

Lod, I know you did, Madam, or you had not been 

fo kind to me : Your Servant, dear Madam. 

[Going, Sir Psitientyiays him, 

L. Fan, Pray Sir let him go ; oh how I abominate the 
light of a Man that cou'd be fo wicked as he has been ! 

Sir Pat, Ha, — good Lady, excellent Woman : well Sir, 
for my Lady's fake III let you pafs with this, but if I 
catch you here again, I (hall fpoil your Intrigues, Sir, 

marry ftiall I, and fo reft ye fatisned, Sir. 

♦Vol. IV. C Lod, 
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Lod. At this time, I am, Sir Madam, a thoufand 

Bleffmgs on you for this Goodnefs. 

L. Fan, Ten thoufand Curfes upon thee, — go, boafl 
the Ruin you have made. [AJlde, to Lod. 

Sir Pat, Come, no more Anger now, my Lady ; the 
Gentleman's forry you fee. 111 marry my pert Hufwife 
to morrow for this. — Maundy^ fee the Gentleman fafe 
out : — ah put me to Bed ; ah, this Night's Work will 
kill me, ah, ah. [Exeunt Lodwick and Maundy. 

The Scene draws over Sir Patient and Lady : draws 
again and difcovers the Garden^ Wittmore, Fanny, 
and Ifabella. 

Ifab, How, Mr. Fain-love, it cannot be. 

Fan. Indeed, Sifler, 'tis the fame, for all he talks fo ; 
and he told me his coming was but to try your Virtue 
only. 

Enter Lodwick and Maundy as pajjing over, butftand. 

I fab. That Fain-love ! whom I am fo foon to marry ! 
and but this day courted me in another Dialedl ! 

Wit, That was my Policy, Madam, to pafs upon your 
Father with. But I'm a Man that knows the value of the 
Fair, and faw Charms of Beauty and of Wit in you, that 
taught me to know the way to your Heart was to appear 
my felf, which now I do. Why did you leave me lo un- 
kindly but now ? 

Lod Hah, what's this? whilfl I was grafting Horns 
on another's Head, fome kind Friend was domg that 
good Office for me. 

Maun, Sure 'tis Wittmore! — oh that Diflembler — this 
was his Plot upon my Lady, to gain time with IfaJbella, 

[A/ide, 

Wit, And being fo near my Happinefs, can you bUme 
me, if I made a trial whether your Virtue were agreeable 
to your Beauty, great, and to be equally ador'd ? 

Lod, Deatfa^ I've heard enough to forfeit all my Pa- 
tience ! Draw, Sir, and make a trial of your Courage 

too. 

Wit, 
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IVit. Hah, what defperate Fool art thou ? [Draws, 
Lad, One that will fee thee fairly damn'd, e'er yield his 
Intereft up in Ifahella — oh thou fife Woman ! 

\Tkey fight out^ Ifabella and Maundy run off, 

SCENE changes to the long Street^ a Pageant 
of an Elephant coming from the farther end 
with Sir Credulous on it, and feveral others 
playing on Jhange confufed Injlruments, 

Sir Cred, This fure is extraordinary, or the Devil's in't, 
and rU ne'er tnift Serenade more. 

[Come forward, and all play again, 

Hold, hold, now for the Song, which became I 

wou'd have moil deliciouily and melodioufly fung, I'll 
ling my felf ; look ye, hum ^hum. 

Sir Credulous (hould have fung. 

THou Grief of my Heart, and thou Pearl of my Eyes, 
Hon thy Flannel Petticoat quickly, and rife ; 
And from thy refplendent Window dif cover 
A Face that wou^d mortify any young Lover : 
For I, like great Jove transformed, ao wooe. 
And am amorous Owl, to wit to wooe, to wit to wooe, 

A Lover, Ads Z02, is a fort of a Tool 
That of all Things you beft may compare to an Owl : 
For in fome dark Shades he delights Jiill to Jit, 
And ail the Night long he crys wo to wit. 
Then rife my Mght Cloris, and (Ton onjlipjhoe : 
And hear thy amorous Owl chant, wit to wooe, wit to wooe, 

— Well, this won't do, for I perceive no Window open, 
nor Lady bright appear, to talk obligingly : — perhaps the 
Song does not pleate her : you Ballad-fingers, have you 
no good Songs of another fafhion ? 

I Man, Yes, Sir, Several, Robin — Hark how the Wa- 
ters fall, fall, fall! 

C 2 Sir 
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Sir Cred, How Man ! Zoz, remove us farther off, for 
fear of wetting. 

I Man, No, no, Sir, I only gave my Fellow a hint of 

an excellent Ballad that begins Ill-wedded Joys^ how 

quickly do vou fade I ' [Sings. 

Sir Cred, Ay, ay, that, well have that, — Ill-wedded 
yoySf how quickly do you fade^— [Sings] That's excel- 
lent ! Oh now the Windows open, now, now (hew your 
capering Tricks. [ Vaulting, 

[They all play again. 

Enter a Company of Fellows as out of Sir PatientV 
Houfe^ led on by a precife Clerk^ all armed with 
odd Weapons, 

Abel, Verily, verily, here be thefe Babes of Perdition, 
thefe Children of Imquity. 

Rog, A pox of your Babes and Children, they are Men, 
and Sons of Whores, whom we mufl bang confoundedly, 
for not letting honed godly People reft quietly in their 
Beds at Midnight. 

Sir Cred, Wlio's there ? 

Rog, There, with a Pox to you ; cannot a Right-wor- 
(hipful Knight, that has been fick thefe Twenty Years with 
taking Phyfick, deep ouietly in his own Houfe for you ; 
and muft we be raised out of our Beds to qui«t your 
Hell-pipes, in the Devil's name ? 

Abel, Down with Gog and Magogs there ; there's the 
rotten Bell weather that leads the reft aftray, and defiles 
the whole Flock. 

Rog, Hang your preaching, and let's come to him, 
well maul him. [Beat Sir Cred. 

Sir Cred, Oh Quarter, Quarter, Murder, Help, Murder, 
Murder ! 

Enter Lodwick. 

Lod, Damn thefe Rafcals, who e'er they were, that 
fo unluckily redeem'd a Rival from my Fury. — Hah, they 
are here, — £gad 111 have one touch more with 'em, — the 
Dogs are fpoiling my defign'd Serenade too — have a- 
monfft ye,— — [Fights and beats ^em off) Sir Credulous 
how is't ? 

Sir 
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Sir Cred. Who's there, Lodwickf Oh dear Lad, is't 
thou that had redeem'd me from the inchanted Cudgels 
that demolilh'd my triumphant Pageant, and confounded 
my Serenade ? Zoz I'm half kill'd, Man, — I have never 
a whole Bone about me fure. 

Lod, Come in with me 2l plague upon the Rafcal 

that efcap'd me. \Exeunt, 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Lady Knowell'^ Houfe. 

Enter IjMcnXiKyfoll&ft/dfy Sir Credulous. 

lAicr, TV /f Arr/d to morrow I and leave my Mother the 

iVl poiTeffion of Leanderl 111 die a thoufand 

Deaths firft, — How the Fool haunts me ! \Afide, 

Sir Cred, Nay, delicious Lady, you may fay your 
Pleafure ; but I will juflify the Serenade to be as high a 
piece of GaUantry as was ever pradlifed in our Age, tho 
not comparable to your Charms and celeflial Graces, 
which ihou'd I praile as I ought, 'twou'd require more 
time than the Sun employs in his natural Motion between 
the Tropicks ; that is to fay, a whole Year, (for by the 
way, I am no Copernican) for. Dear Madam, you muil 

know, my Rhetorick Mailer, I fay, my Rhetorick 

Mailer, who was 

Zjicr. As great a Coxcomb as your felf ; — pray leave 
me, I am ferious — I mufl go feek out Lodwick, 

Sir Cred Leave ye ! I thank you for that i'faith, be- 
fore I have fpoke out my Speech ; therefore I fay. Di- 
vine Lady 5>ecaufe my Rhetorick Mailer commanded 

the frequent ufe of HypMa^eSy Allegories^ and the richeft 
Figures of that beauteous Art, — becaufe my Rhetorick — 

LMcr, I muil leave the Fool, follow if you dare, for I 
have no leifure to attend your Nonfenfe. \C0e5 out. 
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Enter Lady Knowell. 

L. Kno, What, alone, Sir Credulous f I left you with 
Lucretia, 

Sir Cred, Lucretia / I'm fure (he makes a very Tar- 

quinius Sextus of me, and all about this Serenade, 1 

proteft and vow, incomparable Lady, I had begun the 

fweetefl Speech to her tho I fayt, fuch Flowers of 

Rhetorick ^^twou'd have been the very Nofegay of 

Eloquence, fo it wou'd ; and like an ungrateful illiterate 
Woman as (he is, (he left me in the very middle on't, fo 
fnuffy 111 warrant. 

L. Kno, Be not difcourag'd. Sir, 111 adapt her to a re- 
conciliation : Lovers muft fometimes expedl thefe little 
Belli fueaces ; the Grecians therefore truly named Love 
Glucufn.ros Eros, 

Sir Cred, Nay, bright Lady, I am as little difcourag'd 
as another, but I'm lorry I gave fo extraordinary a Sere- 
nade to fo little purpofe. 

L. Kno, Name it no more, 'twas only a Gallantry 
miftaken ; but 111 accelerate your Felicity, and to morrow 
ftiall conclude the great difpute, fmce there is fuch Volu- 
bility and ViciflTitude in mundane Affairs. {Goes out. 

Enter Lodwick,y?flyj Sir Credulous as he is going 

out the other way, 

Lod Sir Credulous, whither away fo faft ? 

Sir Cred, Zoz, what a Queftion's there ? doft not know 
I am to unty the Virgin Zone to morrow, that is, barter 
Maiden-heads with thy Sifter, that is, to be married to 
her, Man, and I muft to Uncolns-Inn to my Counfel a- 
bout it ? 

Lod, My Sifter juft now told me of it ; but, Sir, you 
muft not ftir. 

Sir Cred, Why, what's the matter? 

Lod, Have you made your Will ? 

Sir Cred, My Will ! no, why my Will, Man ? 

Lod, Then, for the good of your Friends and Pofterity, 
ftir not from this place. 

Sir Cred, Good Lord, Lodwick, thou art the ftrangeft 
Man, — ^what do you mean to fright a body thus ? 

Lod, You remember the Serenade last night ? 

Sir 
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Sir Cred, Remember it ! Zoz, I think I do, here be 

the marks on't fure. [Pulls off his Peruke, and 

/hews his Head broke. 

Lod, Ads me, your Head's broke. 

Sir Cred, My Head broke ! why 'twas a hundred to one 
but my Neck had been broke. 

Lod. Faith, not unlikely, you know the next 

Houfe is Sir Patient Fancy ^ ; Ifdbella too, you know, is 
his Daughter. 

Sir Cred, Yes, yes, (he was by when I made my dumb 
Oration. 

Lod The fame, this Lady has a Lover, a mad, 

furious, fighting, killing He6lor, (as you know there are 
enough about this Town) this Monfieur fuppofing you 
to be a Rival, and that your Serenade was addrefs'd to 
her 

Sir Cred. Enough, I underfland you, fet thofe Rogues 
on to murder me. 

Lod. Wou'd 'twere no worfe. 

Sir Cred. Worfe ! Zoz Man, what the Devil can be 
worfe ? 

Lod. Why he has vow'd to kill you himfelf wherever 
he meets you, and now waits below to that purpofe. 

Sir Cred. Sha, fha, if that be all, I'll to him inmie- 
diately, and make Affidavit I never had any fuch defign. 
Madam I/abella / ha, ha, alas, poor man, I have fome 
body elfe to think on. 

Lod. Affidavit ! why hell not believe you, fhould you 
fwear your Heart out : fome body has pofTefs'd him that 
you are a damn'd Fool, and a mofl egiegious Coward, a 
Fellow that to fave your Life will fwear any thing. 

Sir Cred. What curfed Luck's this . ^why, how 

came he to know I liv'd here ? 

Lod. I believe he might have it from Leander, who 
is his Friend. 

Sir Cred. Leander/ I mufl confefs I never lik'd that 
Leander fmce yeflerday. 

Lod. He has deceiv'd us all, that's the truth on't ; for 
I have latehr found out too, that he's your Rival, and 

has a kind of*^ a 

C4 Sir 
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Sir Cred, Smattering to my Miftrefs, hah, and there- 
fore wou'd not be wanting to give me a lift out of this 

World ; but I (hall give her fuch a go-by my Lady 

Knowell underftands the difference between three Thou- 
fand a Year, and ^prithee what^s his Eftate ? 

Lod, Shaw not sufficient to pay Surgeons Bills. 

Sir Cred, Alas poor Rat, how does he live then ? 

Lod, Hang him, the Ladies keep him ; 'tis a good 
handfome Fellow, and has a pretty Town- Wit. 

Sir Cred, He a Wit ! what, HI warrant he writes 
Lampoons, rails at Plays, curies all Poetry but his own, 
and mimicks the Players ha. 

Lod* Some fuch common Notion he has that deceives 
the ignorant Rabble, amongfl whom he paffes for a very 

fmart Fellow, ^'life he*s here. 

Enter Leander. 

Sir Cred, Why — what (hall I do, he will not affront 
me before Company ? hah ! 

Lod, Not in our Houfe, Sir, — bear up and take no no- 
tice on*t [Lod. whifpers Lean. 

Sir Cred, No notice, quoth he ? why my very Fears 
will betray me. 

Lean, Let me alone — Lodwicky I met jud now with 
an Italian Merchant, who has made me fuch a Prefent ? 

Lod* What is't prithee 1 

Lean, A Sort of fpecifick Poifon for all the Senfes. 
efpecially for that of fmelling ; fo that had I a Rival, and 
I (hou'd fee him at any realonable diflance, I could di- 
redl a little of this Scent up to his Brain fo fubtlely, that 
it (hall not fail of Execution in a day or two. 

Sir Cred, How Poifon ! {^S hewing great Signs 

of Fear y and holding his No/e, 

Lean, Nay, fhou*d I fee him in the midd of a thou- 
fand People, I can fo dire6l it, that it (hall aflault my 
Enemy's Noftrils only, without any effe<5ls on the reft of 
the Company. 

Sir Cred, Oh, — Vm. a dead Man ! 

Lod, Is't pofTible ? 

Lean, Perhaps fome little fneezing or fo, no harm ; 
but my Enem/s a dead Man, Sir, kill'd. 

Sir 
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Sir Cre(L Why, this is the mod damn'd Italian Trick 
I ever heard of ; why this out-does the famous Poifoner 
Madam Brenvilliers ; well, here*s no jeiling^ I perceive 
that, Lodwick, 

Lod. Fear nothing, 111 fecure you. [AJlde to him. 

Enter Wittmore. 
Wittmore/ how is*t Friend ! thou lookefl cloudy. 

Wit, Youll hardly blame me. Gentlemen, when you 
(hall know what a damn'd unfortunate Rafcal I am. 

Lod. Prithee what's the matter ? 

Wit. Why I am to be marr/d, Gentlemen, manyd 
to day. 

Lod, How, marr/d ! nay, Gad, then thou'ft reafon ; 
but to whom prithee ? 

Wit, There's the Devil on't again, to a fine young, 
fair, briik Woman, that has all the Temptations Heaven 
can give her. 

Zjod, What pity 'tis they (hou'd be beftow*d to fo 
wicked an end ! Is this your Intrigue, that has been fo 
long conceal'd from your Friends ? 

Lean. We thought it had been fome kind Amour, 
fomething of Love and Honour. 

Lod, Is (he rich ? if (he be wondrous rich, well ex* 
cufe thee. 

Wit. Her Fortune will be fuitable to the Jointure I 
(hall make her. 

Zjod, Nay then 'tis like to prove a hopefiil Match; 
what a Pox can provoke thee to this, dofl love her? 

Wit. No, there's another Plague, I am curfedly in 
love elfewhere ; and this was but a falfe Addrefs, to hide 
that real one. 

Lod. How, love another? in what quality and man- 
ner? 

Wit. As a Man ought to love, with a good fubdantial 
Pa(rion, without any defign but that of right-down honed 
Injoyment 

Lod. Ay, now we underftand thee, this is fomething. 

Ah Friend, I had fuch an Adventure laft Night You 

may talk of your Intrigues and fubdantial Pleafures, but 

QS if 
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if any of you can match mine, Egad I'll forfwear 

Womankind. 

Lean, An Adventure ! prithee where ? 

Sir Cred, What, lafl Night, when you refcued me from 
the Bilbo-Blades ! indeed ye look'd a little furioufly. 

Lod, I had reafon, I was juft then come out of a 
Garden from fighting with a Man whom I found with my 
Miflrefs ; and I had at leafl known who't had been, but 
for the coming of thofe Rafcals that fet on you. Who 
parted us, whilR he made his efcape in the Croud. 

Wit, Death ! that was I, who for fear of being known 
got away : was't he then that I fought with, and whom 
I learnt lov'd Ifabella f [Afide. 

Lod, You mud know, Gentlemen, I have a fort of a 
matrimonial Kindnefs for a very pretty Woman, (he 
whom I tell you I difturVd in the Garden, and last night 
£he made me an Afllgnation in her Chamber : when I 
came to the Garden-door by which I was to have ad- 
mittance, I foimd a kind of NecefTary called a baudy 
Waiting- Woman, whom I followed, and thought (he wou'd 
have conducted me to the right Woman ; but I was luckily 
and in the dark led into a Lady's Chamber, who took me 
for a Lover (he expe<5led : I foimd my happy miftake, and 
wou'd not undeceive her. 

Wit, This cou'd be none but Lucia, \Afide. 

W ell, Sir, and what did you do there ? 

Lod Do ! why what dod think ? all that a Man infpir'd 
by Love cou'd do, I followed all the didlates of Nature, 
Youth, and Vigor. 

Wit, Oh hold my Heart— or I (hould kill the Traitor. 

\Afide. 

Sir Cred, Followed all the di€lates of Nature, Youth 
and Vigor ! prithee what's that ? 

Lod, I kifs'd a thoufand times her balmy Lips, and 
greedily took in the nimble Sighs (he breath'd into my 
SouL 

Wit, Oh I can fcarce contain my felf. \Afide, 

Sir Cred P(haw, is that all Man ? 

Ijod, I clafp'd her lovely Body in my Arms, 
And laid my Bofom to her panting Breaft. 

Trembling 
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Trembling fhe feem'd all Love and foft Defire, 
And I all Burnings in a youthful Fire. 

Sir Cred, Blefs us, the Man's in a Rapture ! 

Wit, Damnation on them both. 

Sir Cred, Well, to the point, Man : what didfl do all 
this while ? 

Lean, Faith I fancy he did not fleep, Sir Credulous, 

Lod. No, Friend, (he had too many Charms to keep me 
waking. 

Sir Cred, Had fhe fo ? I fhou'd have beg'd her Charms 
pardon, I tell her that tho. 

Wit, Curfe on my Sloth, Oh how (hall I difTemble ? 

[Afide, 

Lean, Thy Adventure was pretty lucky but Witt- 

morey thou doft not relifh it. 

Wit, My Mind's upon my Marriage, Sir : if I thought 
he lov'd Ifabella, I wou'd marry her to be reveng'd on 
him, at lead 111 vex his Soul, as he has tortur'd mine. — 

Weil, Gentlemen, youll dine with me, ^and give me 

your opinion of my Wife. 

Lod, Where doft thou keep the Ceremony ? 

Wit, At Sir Patient Fancy's, my Father-in-law ? 

Lod, How 1 Sir Patient Fancy to be your Father-in- 
law? 

Lean, My Uncle ? 

Wit, He's fir'd, ^'tis his Daughter, Sir, I am to 

marry. 

Lod. Isabella / Leander, can it be ? can fhe confent to 
this ? and can fhe love you ? 

Wit, Why, Sir, what do you fee in me, fhou'd render 
me unfit to be belov'd ? \A^py* 

Lod, Marr/d to day ! by Heaven it muft not be. Sir. 

\Praws him afide. 

Wit, Why, Sir, I hope this is not the kind Lady who 
was fo foft, fo fweet and charming laft night 

Lod, Hold, Sir, — we yet are Friends. — 

Wit, And might have ftill been fo, hadft thou not bafdy 
rob'd me of my Intereft. 

Lod, Death, do you fpeak my Language? \Ready to 

draw. 
Wit, 
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IVtt No, take a fecret from my angry Heart, which all 

its Friendfhip to thee cou'd not make me utter; it was 

my Miftrefs you furpriz'd lafl night 

Lod, Hah, my Lady Fancy his Miftrefs ? Curfe on my 
prating Tongue. [/l/id^. 

Sir Cred. What a Devil's all this, hard Words, Heart- 
burnings, Refentments, and all that ? 

Lean, You are not quarrelling, I hope, my Friends. 

Lod, All this. Sir, we fufpected, and fmok^d your bor- 
rowing Money laft night ; and what I faid was to gain 
the mighty fecret that had been fo long kept from your 

Friends : — ^but thou haft done a bafenefs 

[Lays kis Hand on his Sword, 

Lean, Hold, what's the matter? « 

Wit, Did you not rob me of the Vi6lory then I've been 
fo long a toilmg for ? 

Lod, If I had, 'twould not have made her guilty, nor 
me a Criminal ; ftie taking me for one ftie loW, and I 
her for one that had no Intereft in my Friend : and who 
the Devil wou*d have refused fo fine a Woman ? Nor had 

I but that I was prevented by her Husband. But 

I/abella, Sir, you muft refign. 

IVit, I will, provided that our Friendftiip's fafe ; I am 
this day to marry her, and if you can find a means to do't 
in my room, I mall refign my Intereft to my Friend ; for 
'tis the lovely Mother I adore. 

Lod, And was it you I fought with in the Garden? 

Wit, Yes, and thereby hangs a tale of a miftake almoft 
equal to thine, which I'll at leifure tell you. 

[Talks to Lod. and Lean. 

Sir Cred, I'm glad they were Friends ; Zoz, here was 
like to have been a pretty Bufinefs ; what damnable work 
this fame Womankind makes in a Nation of Fools that 
are Lovers? 

Wit. Look ye, I am a damn'd dull Fellow at Inven- 
tion, I'll therefore leave you to contrive matters by your 
felves, whilft I'll go try how kind Fortune will be to me 
this Morning, and fee in what readinefs my Bride is. 
What you do muft be thought on fuddenly; 111 wait 

on you anon, and let you know how matters go. 

I'm 
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I'm as impatient to know the truth of this, as for an 
opportunity to enjoy Lucia, [Goes out, 

ZjhL LeandeTy what ihall I do ? 

Lean, You were bed confult your Mother and Sifter ; 
Women are beft at Intrigues of this kind : But what 
becomes of me ? 

Lod, Let me alone to difpatch this Fool, I long to have 
him out of the way, he begins to grow troublefome : — 
but now my Mother expe<fls you. 

Lean, Prithee be careful of me. [Exit Lean. 

Sir Cred. What was this long Whifper, fomething about 
me? 

Lod Why, ves faith, I was perfuading him to fpeak 
to his Friend ^bout this Bufmefs ; but he fwears there's no 
hopes of a Reconciliation : you are a dead Man, unlefs 
fome cleanly conveyance of you be foon thought on. 

Sir Cred, Why, I'll keep within doors, and defy Ma- 
lice and foul Weather. 

Lod Oh, he means to get a Warrant, and fearch for 
ilolen Goods, prohibited Commodities or Conventicles ; 
there's a thoufand Civil Pretences in this Town to com- 
mit Outrages — ^let me fee. — \T^y bothpaufe a while. 

Sir Cred Well, I have thought, and of fuch a Bu- 

(inefs, that the Devil's in't if you don't fay I am a man 
of Intrigue. 

Lod, What is't ? 

Sir Cred, Ha, ha, ha, I muft have leave to laugh to 
think how neatly I (hall defeat this Son of a Whore of a 
thunder thumping Hedlor. 

Ijod, Be ferious, Sir, this is no laughing matter ; if I 
might adWfe, you ihould fteal into the Country, for two 
or three days, till the Buiinefs be blown over. 

Sir Cred Lord, thou art fo hafty and conceited of thy 
own Invention, thou wilt not give a Man leave to think 
in thy company : whv thefe were my very thoughts ; nay 
more, I have found a way to get off clever, tho he 
watch me as narrowly as an enraged Serjeant upon an 
Efcape. 

Lod, That indeed wou'd be a Mailer-piece. 

Sir 
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Sir Cred. Why, look ye, do ye fee that gn^eat Basket 
there ? 

Lod, I do, — this you mean. [Pulls in a Basket, 

Sir Cred, Very well, put me into this Basket, and cord 
me down, fend for a couple of Porters, hoift me away 
with a Dire<5lion, to an old Uncle of mine, one Sir An- 
thony Bubleton at Bubleton-Hall in Effex ; and then whip 
flap-dafh, as Nokes fays in the Play, Tm gone, and who's 
the wifer ? 

Lod, I like it well. 

Sir Cred, Nay, lofe no time in applauding. 111 in, the 

Carrier goes this Morning ; farewel, Lodwick, 

\Goes into the Basket, 
111 be here again on Thurfday, [Lod. writes a DireGion, 

Enter Boy. 

Zu>d, By all means, Sir, Who's there, call a 

couple of Porters. [Exit Boy, 

Sir Cred, One word more, the Carrier lies at the Bell 
in Friday-Jlreety pray take care they fet me not on my 

Head [Pops in again. 

Enter Boy and two Porters, 

Lod, Come hither, cord up this Basket, and carry it 
where he IhaU dired\. — Leander will never think he's free 

from a Rival, till he have him in his poffefTion To 

Mr. Leander Fancy's at the next door ; fay 'tis things for 

him out of the Country.— —^Write a Diredlion to him 

on the Basket-lid. [Afide to the Boy, 

[Porters going to carry off the Basket on a long 

Pole between 'em. 

Enter Lady KnowelL 

L. Kno, What's this ? whither goes this Basket ? 

Sir Cred, Ah Lord ! they are come with the Warrant. 

[Peeps out of the Basket, 

Lod, Only Books, Madam, offer'd me to buy, but 
they do not pleafe me. 

L. Kno, Books ! nay then fet down the Basket, Fel- 
lows, and let me perufe 'em ; who are their Authors, and 
what their Language ? 

Sir Cred, A pox of all Learning, I fay, ^'tis my 

Mother-in-law. [Porters going to Jet down the Basket, 

Lod. 
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Lod. Hold, hold, Madam, they are only Engli/k and 
fome IjaLvr-French, 

L. Kno. Oh faugh, how I hate that vile fort of Read- 
ing ! up with 'em again Fellows, and away. [The Por^ 

ters take up (mdgo out, 

Lod, God-a-mercy Law-French. \AJide, 

L. Kno, 'Law-French / out upon't, I cou'd find in my 
heart to have the Porters bring it back, and have it burnt 
for a Herefy in Learning. 

Lod, Or thrown into the Thames, that it may flow 
back to Normandy y to have the Language new modelFd. 

L. Kno, You fzty well ; but what's all this ad iphicli 
bonis, Where's Sir Credulous all this while ? his Affairs ex- 
pert him. 

Lod, So does Leander your Ladylhip within. 

L. Kno, Leander! Hymen, Hymena, I'll wait on 
him, Ij>dwick\ I am refolv'd you fliall marry Ifabella 
too ; I have a defign in my head that cannot fail to give 
you the pofleffion of her within this two or three hours. 

Lod, Such an Indulgence will make me the happiefl of 
Men, and I have fomething to fay to your Ladymip that 
will oblige you to haflen the Defign. 

L. Kno, Come in, and let me know it. [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. A Table and Chairs. 

Enter Lady Fancy in a Moming-drefs, Maundy with Pen^ 

Ink and Paper, 

L. Fan, Wittmore in the Garden, fayft thou, with Ifa- 
bella / Oh pexjur'd Man ! it was by his contrivance then 
I was betra/d lafl night 

Maun, I thought lo too at firfi, Madam, till going to 
condud\ Mr. Knowel \hro the Garden, he finding Mr. Witt- 
more there with Ifabella drew on him, and they both 
fought out of the Garden : what mifchiers done I know 

not. But, Madam, I hope Mr. Knowell was not 

uncivil to your Ladyfliip. I had no time to ask what 
pafs'd between you. 

L. Pan, Oh name it not : I gave him all I had re- 
ferv'd for Wittmore, I was fo poflefs'd with the thoughts 

of 
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of that dear falfe one, I had no fenfe free to perceive the 

cheat : ^but I will be reveng'd. Come let me 

end my Letter, we are fafe from interruption. 

Maun, Yes, Madam, Sir Patient is not yet up, the 
Dod\ors have been with him, and tell him he is not fo 
bad as we perfuaded him. 

L. Fan. And was he foft and kind ?- By all that's 

good (he loves him, and they contriv'd this meeting. 

My Pen and Ink 1 am impatient to unload my Soul 

of this great weight of Jealoufy. [Sits downy and 

writes. 
Enter Sir Patient, looking over her Shoulder a tip-toe. 

Maun, Heaven ! here's Sir Patient^ Madam. 

L. Fan, Hah, and 'tis too late to hide the Pa- 
per : I was juft going to fubfcribe my Name. 

Sir Pat. Good morrow, my Lady Fancy ^ your Ladyfhip 
is well emplo/d, I fee. 

L. Fan. Indeed I was, and pleafantly too : I am 

writing a Love-letter, Sir. But my Dear, what makes 

you fo foon up ? 

Sir Pat, A Love-letter ! — ^let me fee't. [Goes to take it. 

L. Fan, I'll read it to you, Sir. 

Maun, What mean you, Madam ? \Afide, 

Lady Fanc>' reads. 

It was but yejlerday you /wore you lo7/d nie^ and I poor 
eafy Fool beliei/d ; but your laft Nighfs Infidelity has 
undeceii/d w Heart, and rendered you thefcUfeJl Man 
that ever Woman figh^d for. Tell me, how durjl you, 
when I had prepared all things for our Enjoyment, be 
fo great a Devil to deceive my languifliing Expe^ations f 
and in your room fend one that lias undone 

Your 



Maun, Sure (he's mad to read this to him. 

Sir Pat, Hum, 1 profefs ingenuoufly 1 think it 

is indeed a Love-letter. My Lady Fancy, what means 

^1 this ? as I take it, here are Riddles and Myfleries in 
this Bufmefs. 

L. Fan, 
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L. Fan. Which thus, Sir, HI unfold. 

{Takes the Pen^ and writes Ifabella. 

Sir Pat. How ! undone Your: Ifabella^ 

meaning my Daughter ? 

L. Fan. Yes, my Dear, going this morning into her 
Chamber, fhe not being there, I took up a Letter that 
lay open on her Table, and out of curiofity read it ; as 
near as I can remember 'twas to this purpofe : I writ it 
out now, becaufe 1 had a mind thou fhou'dil fee't ; for 
I can hide nothing from thee. 

Sir Pat. A very good Lady I profefs ! to whom is it 
dire<5led? 

L. Fan. Why, Sir ^What ihall I fay, I cannot 

lay it now to Lodwick — \Afide. 

I believe fhe meant it to Mr. Fainlovey for whom elfe 
cou'd it be deiign'd ? (he being fo foon to marry him. 

Sir Pat. H^ Mr. Fain^ove! fo foon fo fond 

and amorous ! 

L. Fan. Alas, 'tis the excufable fault of all young Wo- 
men, thou knowft I was jufl fuch another Fool to thee, 
fo fond and fo in love. 

Sir Pat. Ha,— thou wert indeed, my Lady Fancy, 
indeed thou wert. But I will keep the Letter how- 
ever, that this idle Baggage may know I underfland her 
Tricks and Intrigues. \Put5 up the Letter. 

L. Fan. Nay then 'twill out : No I befeech you, Sir, 
give me the Letter, I wou*d not for the World I/abella 
(hou'd know of my theft, 'twou'd appear malicious in 

me : Betides, Sir, it does not befit your Gravity to 

be concem'd in the little Quarrels of Lovers. 

Sir Pat. Lovers ! Tell me not of Lovers, my Lady 
Fancy ; with Reverence to your good Ladyfhip, I value 
not whether there be Love between 'em or not. Pious 

Wedlock is my Bufinefs, nay, I will let him know 

his own too, that I will, with your Ladyfhip's permiflion. 

L. Fan. How unlucky I am ! — Sir, as to his Chaflife- 
ment, ufe your own difcretion, in which you do abound 
moil plentiftilly. But pray let not I/abella hear of it ; for 
as I wou'd preferve my Duty to thee, by communicating 

« Vol. IV. all 



66 Sir Patient Fancy. 

all things to thee, fo I wou'd conferve my good Opinion 
with her. 

Sir Pat, Ah, what a Bleffing I polTefs in fo excellent 
a Wife ! and in regard I am every day defcending to my 

Grave. ah I will no longer hide from thee the 

Provifion I have made for thee, in cafe I die. 

L. Fan, This is the Mufick that I longed to hear. — 

Die !— Oh that fatal Word will kill me [ Weeps. 

Name it no more, if you'd preferve my Life. 

^ir Pat. Hah — now cannot I refrain joining with her 
in affedlionate Tears. — No, but do not weep for me, my 
excellent Lady, for I have made a pretty competent Eftate 
for thee. Eight thoufand Pounds, which I have conceaPd 
inmy Study behind the Wainfcot on the left hand as you 
come in. 

L. Fan. Oh tell me not of a tranfitory Wealth, for I'm 
refolv'd not to furvive thee. Eight thoufand Pound fay 
you i* Oh I cannot endure the thoughts on't. [ Weeps. 

Sir Pat, Eight thoufand Pounds juft, my deareft Lady. 

L. Fan, Oh you'll make me defperate in naming it, 

is it in Gold or Silver ? 

Sir Pat. In Gold, my deareft, the moft part, the reft 
in Silver ? 

L. Fan. Good Heavens ! why (hould you take fuch 

pleafure in afflidling me? [Weeps.] Behind the 

Wainfcot fay you ? 

Sir Pat. Behind the Wainfcot, prithee be pacified, 

thou makeft me lofe my greateft Virtue, Moderation, to 
fee thee thus : alas, we're all born to die. 

L. Fan, Again of dying ! Uncharitable Man, why do 

you delight in tormenting me ? On the left hand, fay 

you as you go in ? 

Sir Pat, On the left hand, my Love : had ever Man 
fuch a WMfe ? 

L. Fan. Oh my Spirits fail me lead me, or I 

ftiall faint, lead me to the Study, and ftiew me where 

'tis, for I am able to hear no more of it. 

Sir Pat. I will, if you will promife indeed and indeed, 
not to grieve too much. [Going to lead her out. 

Enter 
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Enter Wittmore. 

Wit, Heaven grant me fome kind opportunity to fpeak 

with Lucia I hah, (he's here, and with her the fond 

Cuckold her Husband. Death, he has fpy'd me, there's 

no avoiding him. 

Sir Pat, Oh, are you there. Sir 1 Maundy look to 

my Lady, 1 take it, Sir, you have not dealt well with 

a Perfon of my Authority and Gravity. 

[Gropes for the Letter in his pocket. 

Wit, So this can be nothing lefs than my being found 
out to be no York/hire Efq ; a Pox of my Geneva Breeding ; 
it muft be fo, what the Devil (hall I fay now ? 

Sir Pat, And this difmgenuous dealing does ill become 
the Perfon you have reprefented, I take it. 

Wit, Reprefented ! ay, there 'tis, wou'd I were hand- 
fomely off o' this Bufinefs ; neither Lucia nor Maundy have 
any faitelligence in their demure looks that can inftrud\ a 

Man. Why, faith. Sir, 1 muft confefs, I am to 

blame and that I have a 

L. Fan, Oh, Maundy^ he'll difcover all, what (hall 
we do } 

Sir Pat, Have what. Sir ? 

Wit, From my violent PalTion for your Daughter 

L. Fan, Oh, I'm all Confufion. 

Wit. Egad I am i'th wrong, I fee by Lucic^s Looks. 

Sir Pat. That you have. Sir, you wou'd fay, made a 
Sport and May-game of the Ingagement of your Word ; 
I take it, Mr. Fain-love^ 'tis not like the Stock you came 
from. 

Wit, Yes, I was like to have fpoil'd all, 'sheart what 

fine work I had made but moft certainly he has dif- 

cover'd my Paffion for his Wife. Well, Impudence 

afTift me I made Sir, a trifle of my Word, Sir ! from 

whom have you this Intelligence.^ 

Sir Pat. From whom (hou'd I, Sir, but from my 
Daughter Ifabclla f 

Wit, Ifabella! The malicious Baggage underftood to 
whom my firft Courtfhip was addrefs'd laft Night, and has 
betra/d me. 

.Sir 
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Sir Pat, And Sir, to let you fee I utter nothing without 
Precaution, pray read that Letter. 

Wit, Hah a Letter ! what can this mean, 'tis 

Lucic^s Hand, with I/abella!s Name to't. — Oh the dear 
cunning Creature, to make her Husband the MefTenger 
too. How, I fend one in my room. [He reads, 

L. Fan, Yes, Sir, you think we do not know of the 
Appointment you made lail Night ; but having other 
A£^rs in hand than to keep your Promife, you fent 
Mr. Knowel in your room, ^falfe Man. 

Wit. I fend him, Madam ! I wou'd have fooner died. 

Sir Pat. Sir, as I take it, he cou'd not have known of 
your Defigns and Rendezvous without your Informations. 

Were not you to have met my Daughter here to 

night, Sir ? 

Wit. Yes, Sir, and I hope 'tis no fuch great Crime, to 
defire a little Converfation with the fair Perfon one loves, 
and is fo foon to marry, which I was hinder'd from doing 
by the greateft and mod unlucky Misfortune that ever 
arriv'd : nothing fo much amazes me and afflidls me, as to 
know he was here. 

Sir Pat. He fpeaks well, ingenuoufly he does. — ^Well, 
Sir, for your Father's fake, whofe Memory I reverence, 
I will for once forgive you. But let's have no more 
Night- works, no more Gambols, I befeech you, • good 
Mr. Fain-love. 

Wit, I humbly thank ye. Sir, and do befeech you to 
tell the dear Creature that writ this, that I love her more 
than Life or Fortune, and that I wou'd fooner have kill'd 
the Man that ufurp'd my place lafl Night, than have 
affided him. 

L. Fan. Were you not falfe, then ? Now hang me 

if I do not credit him. \Afide. 

Sir Pat. Alas, good Lady ! how (he's concem'd for my 

Intereft, (he's even jealous for my Daughter. \AJide, 

Wit. Falfe ! charge me not with unprofitable Sins ; 
wou'd I refiife a Bleffing, or blafpheme a Power that 
might undo me ? wou'd I die in my full vigorous Health, 

or 
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or live in conflant Pain ? All this I cou'd, fooner than be 
untrue. 

Sir Pat. Ingenuoufly, my Lady Fancy, he fpeaks dif- 
creetly, and to purpofe. 

L. Fan. Indeed, my Dear, he does, and like an honeil 
Gentleman ; and I Ihou'd think my felf very unreafona- 

ble not to believe him. And Sir, 111 undertake your 

Peace Ihall be made with your Miftrefs. 

Sir Pat. Well, I am the moft fortunate Man in a Wife, 
that ever had the bleffing of a good one. 

Wit. Madam, let me fall at your Feet, and thank you 

for this Bounty. Make it your own cafe, and then con- 

(ider what returns ought to be made to the mofl paflionate 
and faithful of Lovers. [Kneels, 

Sir Pat. I profefs a wonderful good natur'd Youth, 
this ; rife. Sir, my Lady Fancy (hall do you all the kind 
Offices (he can, o' my word (he (halL 

L. Fan. Vm. all Obedience, Sir, and doubtlefs (hall 
obey you. 

Sir Pat. You mud, indeed you muft ; and Sir, 111 
defer your Happinefs no longer, this Day you (hall be 
marr/d. 

Wit. This Day, Sir ! ^why, the Writings are not 

made. 

Sir Pat. No matter, Mr. Fain-love ; her Portion (hall 
be equivalent to the Jointure you (hall make her, I take it, 
that's fufficient. 

Wit. A Jointure quoth he ! it mu(l be in nem Eutofiian 

Land then. And muft I depart thus, without a land 

Word, a Look, or a Billet, to (ignify what I am to ex- 
pedl. [Looking on her Jlily. 

Sir Pat. Come, my Lady Fancy , (hall f wait on you 
down to Prayer ! Sir, you will get your felf in order for 
your Marriage, the great Affair of human Life ; I muft to 
my Morning^s Devotion : Come, Madam. 

\She endeavours to make Signs to Wittmore. 

L. Fan. Alas, Sir, the faid Difcourfe you lately made 
me, has fo diforder'd me, and given me fuch a Pain in 
my Head, I am not able to endure the Pfalm-finging. 

Sir 
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Sir Pat, This comes of your Weeping ; but we'll omit 
that part of th' Exercife, and have no Pfaim fung. 

L. Fan. Oh by no means, Sir, 'twill fcandalize the 
Brethren ; for you know a Pfalm is not fung fo much out 
of Devotion, as 'tis to give notice of our Zeal and pious 
Intentions : 'tis a kind of Proclamation to the Neighbour- 
hood, and cannot be omitted. Oh how my Head 

aches ! 

Wit, He were a damn'd dull Lover, that cou'd not 
guefs what (he meant by this. {Afuie. 

Sir Pat, Well, my Lady Fancy, your Ladyfhip (hall 

be obc/d, come, Sir, we'll leave her to her Women. 

\^Exit Sir Pat. 

{As Wittmore goes outy he bows and 

looks on her ; JJie gives him a Sign. 

Wit. That kind Look is a fufficient Invitation. 

L. Fan. Maundy, follow 'em down, and bring Witt- 
more back again. {Exit Maun.] There's now a ne- 

ceflity of our contriving to avoid this Marriage hand- 

fomly, and we (hall at leail make two Hours our 

own ; I never wifh'd well to long Prayers till this Mi- 
nute. 

Enter Wittmore. 

Wit. Oh my dear Lucia! 

L. Fan. Oh Wittmore! I long to tell thee what a fatal 
Miflake had like to have happened laft Night. 

Wit. My Friend has told me all, and how he was pre- 
vented by the coming of your Husband from robbing me 
of thofe facred Delights I languifh for. Oh let us not 
lofe ineflimable Time in dull talking ; but hafle to give 
each other the only Confirmation we can give, how little 
we are our own. 

L. Fan. I fee Lodwick's a Man of Honour, and de- 
ferves a Heart if I had one to give him. {Exeunt, 

SCENE III. A Hall. 

Enter Sir Patient and Roger. 
3ir Pat, Roger, is Prayer ready, Roger? 
Jiog. Truly nay. Sir, for Mr. Gogle hath taken too 

much 
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much of the Creature this Morning, and is not in cafe. 
Sir. 

Sir Pat. How mean you, Sirrah, that Mr. Gogle is 
overtaken with Drink ? 

Rog. Nay, Sir, he hath over-eaten himfelf at Breakfaft 
only. 

Sir Pat. Alas, and that's foon done, for he hath a 
fickly Stomach as well as I, poor Man. Where is Bar- 
tholomew the Clerk ? he mud hold forth then to day. 

Rog. Verily he is alfo difabled : for going forth lad 
Night by your Commandment to fmite the Wicked, he 
received a blow over the Pericranium. 

Sir Pat. Why how now, Sirrah, Latin ! the Language 
of the Beafl ! hah — and what then, Sir ? 

Rof. Which Blow, I doubt, Sir, hath fpoil'd both his 
Praying and his Eating. 

Sir Pat. Hah ! What a Family's here ? no Prayer to 
day ! 

Enter Nurfe and Fanny. 

Nurf. Nay verily it (hall all out, I wiU be no more the 
dark Lanthom to the deeds of Darknefs. 

Sir Pat. What's the matter here ? 

Nurf. Sir, this young Sinner has long been privy to all 
the daily and nightly meetings between Mr. Lodwick and 
I/abella ; and juil now I took her tying a Letter to a 
String in the Garden, which he drew up to his Window : 
and I have bom it till my Confcience will bear it no 
longer. 

Sir Pat. Hah, fo young a Baud ! — Tell me. Minion — 
private meeting ! tell me truth, I charge ye, when ? 
where ? how ? and how often ? Oh, (he's debauch'd ! — 
her Reputation ruin'd, and (he'll need a double Portion. 
Come, tell me truth, for this letter Finger here ,has told 
me all. 

Fan. Oh Geminy, Sir, then that little Finger's the 
hougefeft great Lyer as ever was. 

Sir Pat. Huzzy, huzzy — I will have thee whip'd moft 
unmercifully : Nurfe, fetch me the Rod. 

Fan. Oh, pardon me. Sir, this one time, and 111 tell all. 

\Kneels. 
Sir 
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Sir 1 have feen him in the Garden, but not very 

often. 

Sir Pat. Often ! Oh, my Family's difhonoured. Tell 
me truly what he us'd to do there, or I will have thee 
whipt without ceffation. Oh Tm in a cold Sweat ; there's 
my fine Maid, was he with her long ? 

Fan, Long enough. 

Sir Pat, Long enough ! — oh, 'tis fo, long enough, — 
for what, hah ? my dainty Mifs, tell me, and didd thou 
leave 'em ? 

Fan, They us'd to fend me to gather Flowers to make 
Nofegays, Sir. 

Sir Pat, Ah, Demonflration ; 'tis evident if they were 
left alone that they were naught, I know't. — And where 
were they the while ? in the clofe Arbour? — Ay, ay — I 
will have it cut down, it is the Pent-houfe of Iniquity, 
the very Coverlid of Sin. 

Fan. No, Sir, they fat on the Primrofe Bank. 

Sir Pat, What, did they lit all the while, or ftand— 
or — lie — or — oh how was't ? 

Fan. They only fat indeed, Sir Father. 

Sir Pat, And thou didd not hear a Word they faid all 
the while ? 

Fan, Yes, I did. Sir, and the Man talk'd a great deal 
of this, and of that, and of t'other, and all the while 
threw Jeffamine in her Bofom. 

Sir Pat. Well faid, and did he nothing elfe ? 

Fan. No, indeed. Sir Father, nothing. 

Sir Pat, But what did (he fay to the Man again ? 

Fan. She faid, let me fee. — Ay, (he faid. Lord youll 
forget your felf, and (lay till fomebody catch.us. 

Sir Pat. Ah, very fine, — then what faid he ? 

Fan, Then he faid, Well if I mud be gone, 'let me 
leave thee with this hearty Curfe, A Pox take thee aU over 
for making me love thee fo confoundedly. 

^\x Pat. Oh horrible! 

Fan, — Oh, I cou'd live here for ever, — that was when 
he kid her — her Hand only. Are you not a damn'd 
Woman for making fo fond a Puppy of me ? 

Sir Pat, Oh unheard-of Wickednefs I 

Fan, 
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Fan. Wou'd the Devil had thee, and all thy Family, 
e'er I had feen thy curfed Face. 

Sir Pat. Oh, I'll hear no more, 111 hear no more 1 — 
why what a blafphemous Wretch is this ? 

Ftm, Pray, Sir Father, do not tell my Sifter of this, 
(hell be horribly angry with me. 

Sir Pat, No, no, get you gone. — Oh I am Heart-fick 
— ril up and confult witn my Lady what's fit to be done 

in this Affair. Oh never was the like heard of. 

[Goes out, Fanny goes the other way. 

SCENE, the Lady Yz.nzy's Bed-chamber; 
Jhes dif covered with Wittmore in dif order. 
A TablCy Sword, and Hat. 

Maun. O Madam, Sir Patten fs coming up. 

L. Fan. Coming up, fay you ! 

Maun, He's almoft on the top of the Stairs, Madam. 

IVit. What ftiaU I do ? 

L. Fan. Ohj'danm him, I know not ; if he fee thee 
here after my pretended Illnefs, he muft needs difcover 
why I feign'd. — I have no excufe ready, — this Chamber's 

unlucky, there's no avoiding him ; here ^ftep behind 

the Bed ; perhaps he has only forgot his Pfalm-Book, 
and will not ftay long. [Wittmore runs behind the Bed, 

Enter Sir Patient. 

Sir Pat, Oh, oh, pardon this Interruption, my Lady 

Fancy, Oh, I am half killed, my Daughter, my 

Honour my Daughter, my Reputation. 

L. Fan, Good Heavens, Sir, is ftie dead ? 

Sir Pat. I wou'd ftie were, her Portion and her Ho- 
nour would then be fav'd. But oh, I'm fick at Heart, 
Maundy fetch me the Bottle of Mirabilis in the Qofet, — 
(he's wanton, unchaste. 

Enter Maimdy with the Bottle. 
Oh I cannot fpeak it ; oh the Bottle — {Drinks) (he has 

loft her Fame, her Shame, her Name. Oh (Drinks^ 

that is not the right Bottle, that with the red Cork (Drinhs) 

[Exit Maundy. 
D and 
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and is grown a very t'other-end-of-the-Town Creature, a 
very Apple of Sodom^ fair without, and filthy within, 
what (hall we do with her ? (he^s lofl, undone ; hah ! 

Enter Maundy, 
let me fee, {Drinks) this is not as I take it — {Drinks) 
— ^no, 'tis not the right, — (he's naught, (he's leud, 
{Drinks) — oh how you vex me — {Drinks) This is not 
the right Bottle y^X.^--— {Drinks) No, no, here. 

{Gives her the Bottle, 

Maun, You faid that with the red Cork, Sir. \Goes out. 

Sir Pat, I meant the blue ; — I know not what I fay. 

In fine, my Lady, let's marry her out of hand, for 

(he is fall'n, fall'n to Perdition; (he underdands more 
Wickednefs than had (he been bred in a profane Nun- 

Enter Maundy, 
nery, a Court, or a Play-houfe, {Drinks) — therefore let's 
marry her in(lantly, out of hand {Drinks) Misfortune on 
Misfortune. — But Patience is a wonderful Virtue, {Drinks) 
— Ha — this is very comfortable, — ^very confoling — I pro- 
fefs if it were not for thefe Creatures, ravi(hing Comforts, 
fometimes, a Man were a very odd fort of an Animal 
{Drinks) But ah— fee how all things were ordain'd for 
the ufe and comfort of Man {Drinks^ 

L. Fan, I like this well : Ah, Sir, 'tis very true, there- 
fore receive it plentifully and thankfully. 

Sir Pat, {Drinks) Ingenuoufly — it hath made me mar- 
vellous lightfome ; I profefs it hath a very notable Fa- 
culty, — very knavi(h — and as it were, waggifh, but 

hah, what have we there on the Table? a Sword and 
Hat ? [Sees Wittmore'j Sword and Hat on the 

Table y which he had forgot, 

L. Fan, Curfe on my Dulnefs. Oh thefe Sir, they 

are Mr. Fain-lovers ^he being fo foon to be marr/d, 

and being (b-aitned for time, fent thefe to Maundy to be 
new trim'd with Ribbon, Sir — that's all. Take 'em away 
you naughty Baggage, muft I have Mens things feen in 
my Chamber? 

Sir Pat, Nay, nay, be not angry, my little Rogue'; 

I like the young Man's Frugality welL Go, go your 

ways, 
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ways, get you gone, and finefy your Knacks, and Trang- 

hamS; and do your Bufmefs go. 

[Smiling on Maundy, gently beat in t^ her with 
his Hand : /he goes out, he bolts the 
Door after tier, and Jits down on the 
Beds feet, 

L. Fan. Heavens, what means he ! 

Sir Pat. Come hither to me my little Ape's Face,— ^ 

Come, come I fay what muft I come fetch you? — 

Catch her, catch her — catch her, catch her, catch her. 

\Runpiing after her. 

L. Fan. Oh, Sir, I am fo ill I can hardly (lir. 

Six Pat. Ill make ye well, come hither ye Monky- 
face, did it, did it, did it ? alas for it, a poor dlly FooFs 
Face, dive it a blow, and Til beat it. 

L. Fan. You negledl your Devotion, Sir. 

Sir Pat. No, no, no Prayer to day, my little Rafcal, 

— no Prayer to day — poor Goglis fick. Come hither, 

why you refradlory Baggage you, come or I (hall touze 
you, ingenuoufly I ftiall; tom, tom, or I'll whip it. 

L. Fan. Have you forgot your Daughter, Sir, and 
your Difgrace ? 

Sir Pat, A fiddle on my Daughter, (he's a Chick of the 
old Cock I profefs ; I was juft fuch another Wag when 
young. — But (he (hall be marry'd to morrow, a good 
Cloke for her Knavery ; therefore come your ways, ye 
Wag, well take a nap together : good faith, my little 
Harlot, I mean thee no harm. 

L. Fan. No, o' my Confcicnce. 

Sir Pat. Why then, why then you little Mungrel ? 

L. Fan. His precife Worfhip is as it were difguis'd, 

the outward Man is over-taken ^pray, Sir, lie down, 

and 111 come to you prefently. 

Sir Pat. Away you Wag, will you ? will you ? — Catch 
her there, catch her. 

L. Fan. I will indeed, — Death there's no getting from 
him, — pray lie down — and 111 cover thee clofe enough 

ril warrant thee. \Afide^ 

[He lies down, flu covers him. 

Had ever Lovers fuch fpiteful luck ! hah furely he 

D 2 fleeps, 
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fleeps, blefs the miftaken Bottle. Ay, he deeps, 

whilfl, Wittmore \He coming out falls ; pulls 

the Chair down^ Sir Patient 
flings open the Curtain, 
Wit, Plague of my over-care, what (hall I do ? 
Sir Pat, What's that, what Noife is that ? let me fee, 
we are not fafe ; lock up the Doors, what's the matter? 
What Thunder- Clap was that ? 

[Wittmore runs under the Bed ; Jhe 

runs to Sir Patient, and holds 

him in his Bed, 

L. Fan, Pray Sir, lie (lill, 'twas I was only going to 

(it down, and a fudden Giddinefs took me in my Head, 

which made me fall, and with me the Chair ; there is no 

danger near ye, Sir 1 was juft coming to fleep by 

you. 

Sir Pat. Go, you're a flattering Hufwife ; go, catch 
her, catch her, catch her. [Lies down^ /he covers him, 

L. Fan. Oh how I tremble at the difmal apprehenHon 
of being difcover'd ! Had I fecur'd my felf of the eight 
thoufand Pound, I wou'd not value Wittmor^s being 
feen. But now to be found out, wou'd call my Wit in 

queflion, for 'tis the Fortunate alone are wife. 

[Wittmore peeps from under the Bed \ 
fhe goes foftly to the Door to open it. 
Wit, Was ever Man fo plagu'd? — hah — ^whars this? 
— confound my tell-tale Watch, the Lamm goes, and 
there's no getting to't to fdence it. Damn'd Mis- 
fortune ! {Sir Patient rifeSy and flings open the Curtains, 
Sir Pat, Hah, what's that ? 

L. Fan, Heavens ! what's the matter ? we are deftin'd 
to difcovery. {She runs to Sir Patient, and leaves 

the Doorflillfafl, 
Sir Pat. What's that I fay, what's that? let me fee, let 
me fee, what ringing's that, Oh let me fee what 'tis. 

[Strives to get up, fhe holds him down, 

L. Fan. Oh, now I fee my Fate's inevitable ! Alas, 

that ever I was bom to fee't. [ Weeps. 

Wit, Death (he'll tell him I am here : Nay, he muft 

know't. 
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know't, a Pox of all Invention and Mechanicks, and he 
were damn'd that firft contrived a Watch. 

Sir Pat, Hah, doft weep ? why doll weep ? I fay, 

what Noife is that? what ringing? hah. 

L. Fan. *Tis that, 'tis that, my Dear, that makes me 
weep. Alas, I never hear this fatal Noife, but fome dear 
Friend dies. 

Sir Pai, Hah, dies I Oh that muft be I, ay, ay, 
Oh. 

L. Fan. I've heard it. Sir, this two Days, but wou'd not 
tell you of it. 

Sir Pat, Hah ! heard it thefe two Days ! Oh, what is't 
a Death-watch ? hah. 

L. Fan, Ay, Sir, a Death-watch, a certain Lamm 
Death-watch, a thing that has warn'd our Family this 
hundred Years, oh, I'm the moft undone Wo- 
man ! 

Wit, A Bleding on her for a dear diffembling Jilt — 
Death and the Devil, will it never ceafe ? 

Sir Pat, A Death-watch ! ah, 'tis fo, I've often heard of 
thefe things — methinks it founds as if 'twere under the 
Bed. {Offers to lookyjhe holds him, 

L. Fan, You think fo. Sir, but that 'tis about the Bed 
is my Grief; it therefore threatens you : Oh wretched 
Woman ! 

Sir Pat. Ay, ay, I'm too happy in a Wife to live long : 
Well, I will 'fettle my Houfe at Hog f don, with the Land 
about it, which is 500/. a Year upon thee, live or die, — do 
not grieve. {Lays him/elf down, 

L. Fan. Oh I never had more Caufe ; come try to 

fleep, your Fate may be diverted ^whilft 111 to Prayers 

for your dear Health. — {Covers him, draws the Curtains^ 
I have almoft run out all my (lock of Hypocrify, and 
that hated Art now fails me. Oh all ye Powers that fa- 
vour dillred Lovers, afTifl us now, and HI provide againfl 
your future Malice. 

{She makes Signs to Wittmore, he peeps. 

Wit, I'm impatient of Freedom, yet fo much Happi- 
nefs as I but now injo/d without this part of Suffering 

D 3 had 
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had made me too bled. Death and Damnation ! 

what curd luck have I ? 

[Makes Signs to her to open the Door: whil/l 

he creeps foftly from under the Bed to the 

Table, by which going to raife him/elf , he 

pulls down all the DreJJing-things : at the 

fame injlant Sir Patient leaps from the Bed, 

and fhe returns from the Door, and fits on 

Wittmore'j Back as he ties on his Hands and 

Knees, and snakes as if fhe fwooned. 

Sir Pat. What's the matter ? what's the matter ? has 

Satan broke his everlafting Chain, and got loofe abroad 

to plague poor Mortals ? hah — what's the matter ? 

[Rufis to his Lady, 
L. Fan, Oh help, I die — I faint — run down, and call for 
help. 

Sir Pat, My Lady dying ? oh (he's gone, fhe faints, — 

what ho, who waits ? [Cries and hauls, 

L. Fan, Oh, go down and bring me help, the Door 

is lock'd, they cannot hear ye, oh 1 go 1 

die. [He opens the Door, and calls help, help. 

Wit, Damn him ! there's no cfcaping without I kill the 
Dog. [From utider her, peeping, 

L. Fan, Lie flill, or we are undone. 

Sir Patient returns with Maundy. 
Maun, Hah, difcover'd ! 
Sir Pat, Help, help, my Lady dies. 

Maun, Oh, I perceive how 'tis. Alas fhe's dead, quite 

gone ; oh rub her Temples, Sir. 

Sir Pat, Oh, I'm unaone then, — [ Weeps'\ Oh my Dear, 
my virtuous Lady ! 

L. Fan, Oh, wherc's my Husband, my dearefl Hus- 
band — Oh bring him near me. 

Sir PcU, I'm here, my excellent Lady. 

\SJu takes him about the Neck, and raifes her 
f elf up, gives Wittmorc a little kick behind. 
Wit. Oh the dear lovely Hypocrite, was ever Man fo 

near difcovery ? [Goes out. 

Sir Pat, Oh how hard fhe prefTes my Head to her Bo- 
fom ! 

^[aun, 
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Maun, Ah, that grafping hard, Sir, is a very bad Sign. 

Sir Pat. How does my good, my dearefl Laxly Fancy f 

L. Fan, Something better now, give me more Air, — 
that difmal Lamm Death-watch had almoft kill'd me. 

Sir Pat. Ah precious Creature, how (he affliifls her felf 
for me. — Come, let's walk into the Dining-room, 'tis 
more airy, from thence into my Study, and make thy felf 
Miftrefs of that Fortune I have defign'd thee, thou bed of 
Women. [Exeunt. 



ACTV. SCENE I. 

A Table^ andjix Chairs. 

Enter Ifabella reading a Letter, Betty tricking her. 

Ifab. T_T OW came you by this Letter ? 

X~X Bet. Mifs Fanny received it by a Strifig from 
his Window, by which he took up that you writ to him 
this Morning. 

IfcUf, What means this nicety ? forbear I fay. 

[Puts Betty from her. 

Bet. You cannot be too fine upon your Wedding-day. 

I/ab. Thou art miflaken, leave mc, whatever he 

fays here to fatisfy my Jealoufy, I am confirmed that he 
was falfe : yet this aflurance to free me from this intended 
Marriage, makes me refolve to pardon him, however 

guilty. 

Enter Wittmore. 
How now ! what means this Infolence ? How dare you, 
having fo lately made your guilty approaches, venture 
again into my prcfence ? 

Wit. Why ? Is there any danger, but what's fo vifible, 
in thofe fair Eyes ? 

I/cLb. And there may lie enough, Sir, when they're 
angry. By what Authority do you make this laucy Vifit? 
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IV£/, That of a Husband, Madam ; I come to congra- 
tulate the mighty Joy this Day will bring you. 

//ad. Thou darfl not marry me, there will be danger 
in't. 

IVif, Why fure you do not carry Death in your Em- 
braces, I find no Terror in that lovely Shape, no Daggers 
in that pretty fcomfiil Look ; that Breath that utters fo 
much Anger now, lafl night was fweet as new-blown 

Rofes are, ^and fpoke fuch Words, fo tender and fo 

kind. 

/Aid. And canfl thou think they were addrefs'd to thee ? 

IViL No, nor cou*d the Shade of Night hide the Con- 
fufion which diforder'd you, at the difcovery that I was 
not he, the blefled he you look'd for. 

//ad. Leave me, thou hated Obje<fl of my Soul. 

IVif, This will not ferve your turn, for I mufl marry 
you. 

//a6. Then thou art a Fool, and draweft thy Ruin on ; 
why I will hate thee, hate thee mod extremely. 

H7/. That will not anger me. 

//ad. Why, I will never let thee touch me, nor kifs my 
Hand, nor come into my fight. 

IVit, Are there no other Women kind, fair, and to be 
purchased ? he cannot ftarve for Beauty in this Age, that 
has a flock to buy. 

//ad. Why I will cuckold thee, look to% I will mod 
damnably. 

IVtt, So wou'd you, had you lov'd me, in a year or two ; 
therefore like a kind civil Husband, IVe made provifion 
for you, a Friend, and one I dare trull my Honour 
with, 'tis Mr. Knowelly Madam. 

/fad, Lodwick! What Devil brought that Name to 

his knowledge? Canft thou know him, and yet dare 

hope to marry me ? 

Wit, We have agreed it, and on thefe conditions. 

/fad. Thou bafely injured him, he cannot do a Deed 
he ought to blufh for : Lodwick do this ! Oh do not 
credit it, — prithee be ju(l and kind for thy own Honour's 
lake ; be Quickly fo, the hafly minutes fly, and will anon 
make up tne fatal Hour that will undo me. 

IVit, 
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IVit, Tis true, within an hour you muil fubmit to 
Hymeriy there's no avoiding it. 

Ifab. Nay then be gone, my poor fubmiilive Prayers, 
and all that dull Ob^ience Cuflom has made us Slaves 

to. Do facrifice me, lead me to the Altar, and fee if 

all the holy mvilick Words can conjure from me the con- 
fenting Syllable : No, I will not add one word to make 
the Charm complete, but (land as fllent in the inchanting 
Circle, as if the Priells were raifing Devils there. 

Enter Lodwick. 

Lod, Enough, enough, my charming I/abella, I am 
confirmed. 

I/ab. Lodwick I what good Angel condudled thee hi- 
ther? 

Lod. E'en honed Charles Wittmore here, thy Friend 
and mine, no Bug-bear Lover he. 

I fab. Wittmore I that Friend I've* often heard thee 
name? Now fome kind mifchief on him, he has fo 
frighted me, I fcarce can bring my Senfe to fo much or- 
der, to thank him that he loves me not. 

Lod, Thou (halt defer that payment to more leifure ; 
we're Men of buftnefs now. My Mother, knowing of a 
Confultation of Phyficians which your Father has this day 
appointed to meet at his Houfe, has brib'd Monfieur Tur- 
hioone his French Dodlor in Penfion, to admit of a Doc- 
tor or two of her recommending, who (hall amufe him 
with difcourfe till we get ourfelves married ; and to make 
it the more ridiculous, I will releafe Sir Credulous from 
the Basket, I faw it in the Hall as I came thro, we (hall 
have need of the FooL [Exit Wittmore. 

Enter ^ittmatt, pulling in the Basket. 

Wit. Twill do well. 

Lod. Sir Credulous, how is't Man ? [Of ens the Basket. 

Sir Cred. What, am I not at the earner's yet ? 

Oh Lodunck, thy Hand, I'm almoft poifon'd.-^ This 

Basket wants ainng extremely, it fmells like an old Lady's 

Wedding Gown of my acquaintance. But what's 

the danger pafl, Man ? 

Lod. No, but there's a necedity of your being for fome 
time difguis'd to a^ a Phyfician. 

• Vou IV. D 5 Sir 
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Sir Cred. How ! a Phyfician ! that I can eafily do^ for 
I underftand Simples. 

Lo€L That's not material, fo you can but banter well, 
be very grave, and put on a (larch'd Countenance. 

Sir CruL Banter 1 what's that, Man ? 

ZjxL Why, Sir, talking very much, and meaningjuft 
nothing; be full of Words without any conneclton, 
fenfe or conclufion. Come in with me, and 111 inAxii6l 
you farther. 

Sir Cred, Pfhaw, is that all? fay no more on't, 111 
do't, let me alone for Bantering — But this fame damn'd 
Rival 

Lod, He's now watching for you without, and means 
to foufe upon you ; but trufl to me for your fecurity ; 
come away, I have your Habit ready. {Goes out^——— 

This day (hall make thee mine, dear I/abilla, 

[Exii Lodwick and Wittmore. 
Enter Sir Patient, Leander, and Roger. 

Sir Pat. Marry Lucretia / is there no Woman in the 
City fit for you, but the Daughter of the moil notorious 
^tailical L^dy within the Wsdl ? 

Lean, Yet that fantaftical Lady you thought fit* for a 
Wife for me. Sir. 

Sir Pai, Yes, Sir, Foppery with Money had been fome- 
thing ; but a poor Fop, hang't 'tis abominable. 

Lean. Pray hear me, Sir. 

Sir Pat, Sirrah, Sirrah, you're a Jackanapes, inge- 
nuoufly you are Sir : marry Lucretia, quoth he ! 

Lean, If it were fo, Sir, where's her fault ? 

Sir Pat, Why, Mr. Coxcomb, all over» Did I with 
fo much care endeavour to marry thee to the Mother, 
only to give thee opportunity with Lauretia t 

Enter Lady KnowelL 

Lean, This Anger (hews your great Concern for me. 

Sir Pat For my Name I am, but 'twere no matter if 
thou wert han^d, and thou deiierveil it for thy letid ea- 

valiering Opimon. ^They fay thou art a Papift too, or 

at lead a Q\i\iTc\i'Oi''England Man, I profefs there's not a 
Pin to cfaufe. Marry Lucretia / 

L. Kno, 
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L. Kno, Were I querimonious, I fhou'd refent the Af- 
front this Balatroan has ofTer'd me. 

I/ab, Dear Madam, for my fake do not anger him 
now. \Afide to her, 

L. Kno» Upon my Honour you are very free with my 
Daughter, Sir. 

Sir Pat How ! (he here ! now for a Peal from her eter- 
nal Clapper ; I had rather be confin'd to an Iron-mill. 

L. Kno, Sure Lucretia merits a Husband of as much 
worth as your Nephew, Sir. 

Sir Pat, A better, Madam, for he's the leudeft He^or 
in the Town ; he has all the Vices of Youth, Whoring, 
Swearing, Drinldng, Danming, Fighting, — and a thoufand 
more, numberlefs and namelefs. 

L. Kno, Time, Sir, may make him more abflemious. 

Sir PcLt, Oh never. Madam ! 'tis in's Nature, he was 
bom with it, he's given over to Reprobation, 'tis bred 
i'th' bone, ^he's loft. 

Lean, This is the firft good Office that ever he did me. 

L. Kno, What think you. Sir, if in defiance of your 
Inurbanity, I take him with all thefe Faults my felf ? 

Sir PcU, How, Madam I 

L. Kno, Without more Ambages, Sir, I have confider'd 
your former Defu-es, and have confented to marry him, 
notwithftanding your Exprobrations. 

Sir Pat, May I believe this, Madam ? and has your La- 
dyfliip that Goodnefs ? — and haft thou, my Boy, fo much 
Wit ? Why this is fomething now. — Well, he was ever 
the beft and fweeteft-natur'd Youth. Why, what a no- 
table Wag's this ? and is it true, my Boy, hah ? 

Lean, Yes, Sir, I had told you fo before, had you 
permitted me to fpeak. 

Sir Pat, Well, Madam, he is only fit for your excel- 
lent Ladyftiip, he is the prettieft civilleft Lad. Well, 

go thy ways ; I (hall never fee the like of thee ; no — 
Ingenuouily the Bo/s made for ever ; two thoufand 
Pounds a Year, befides Money^ Plate and Jewels ; made 
for ever. — WeU, Madam, the fatisfadlion I take in this 
Alliance, has made me refolve jto i^ive him imme- 
diately my Writings of all my Laiid m Berk/hire^ five 

hun- 
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hundred Pounds a year. Madam : and I wou'd have you 
married this Mommg with my Daughter, fo one Dinner 
and one Rejoicing will ferve both. 

L. Kno, That, Sir, we have already agreed upon. 

Sir Pat, Well, 111 fetch the Writings. Come, I/abella^ 
ril not truft you out of my fight to day. 

\Ex, Sir Pat. and Ifab. 

Lean, Well then. Madam, you are refolv'd upon this 
buftnefs of Matrimony. 

L. Kno, Was it not concluded between us, Sir, this 
Morning ? and at the near approach do you begin to fear ? 

Lean, Nothing, Madam, fmce I'm convinced of your 
Goodnefs. 

L. Kno, You flatter, Sir, this is mere Adulation. 

Lean, No, I am that wild Extravagant my Uncle ren- 
dered me, and cannot live confin'd. 

L. Kno, To one Woman you mean? I fhall not (land 
with you for a Miflrefs or two ; I hate a dull morofe un- 
faihionable Blockhead to my Husband ; nor fhall I be the 
firfl example of a fuffering Wife, Sir. Women were 
created poor obedient things. 

Lean, And can you be content to fpare me five or fix 
nights in a week ? 

L. Kno, Oh you're too reafonable. 

Lean, And for the refl, if I get drunk, perhaps 111 
give to you : yet in my drink Pm damn'd ill-natured 
too, and may negle^ my Duty ; perhaps fhall be fo wicked, 
to call you cimning, deceitful, jilting, bafe, and fwear 
you have undone me, fwear you have ravifh'd from my 
faithful Heart all that cou'd make it blefs'd or happy. 

Enter Lucretia weeping, 

L. Kno, How now, Lucretia f 

Lucr, Oh Madam, g^ive me leave to kneel before, and 
tell you, if you purfue the Cruelty I hear you're going 
to commit, I am the moft lofl, moft wretched Maid thaU 
breathes ; we two have plighted Faiths, and fhou'd you 
marry him, 'twere fo to fin as Heaven would never par- 
don. 

L. Kno, Rife, Fool. 

Lucr, 
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Lucr, Never till you have given me back Leander^ or 

leave to live no more. Pray kill me, Madam ; and the 

(ame Flowers that deck your nuptial Bed, 
Shall ferve to ilrowmy Herfe, when I (hall lie 
A dead cold Witnefs of your Tyranny. 

L. Kno. Rife ; I ftill defign'd him yours. — I faw with 

pleafure. Sir, your reclination from my AddrefTes. 

I have proved both your Padions, and 'twere unkind not 
to crown 'em with the due Premium of each others Me- 
rits. [Gives her to Lean. 

Lean, Can Heaven and you agree to be fo bountiful ? 

L. Kno, Be not amaz'd at this turn, Roiai omnefacum, 

Biit no more, ^keep ftill that mask of Love we 

firft put on, till you have gain'd the Writings : for I have 

no Joy beyond cheating that filthy Uncle of thine. 

Lucretioy wipe your Eyes, and prepare for Hymen^ the 
Hour draws near. ThaleJJflOy Thcueffio^ as the Romans 
cr/d, 

Lucr, May you ftill be admir'd as you deferve ! 
Enter Sir Patient with Writings^ and Ifabella. 

Sir Pat, How Madam Lucretia, and in Tears ? 

L» Kno, A little difgufted, Sir, with her Father-in-law, 
Sir. 

Sir Pat, Oh is that all ? hold up thy Head, Sweat-heart, 

thy turn's next Here, Madam, I furrender my Title, 

with thefe Writings, and with 'em my Joy, my Life, my 

Darling, my Leander, Now let's away, where's 

Mr. Fainlove f 

I/ab, He's but ftept into Cheapfidty to fit the Ring, 
Sir, and I will be here immediately. 

Si\t Pai, I have Bufinefs anon about eleven of the 
Cock, a Confultation of Phyficians, to confer about this 
Carcafe of mine. 

Lean, Phyficians, Sir, what to do ? 

Sir Pat, To do ! why to take their advice, Sir, and to 
follow it 

Lean, For what, I befeech you. Sir ? 

Sir Pat, Why, Sir, for my Health. 

Lean, I believe you are not fick, Sir, unlefs they make 
you fo. 

Sit 
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Sir Pat, They make me fo ! Do you hear him, Ma- 
dam. ^Am not I fick, Sir ? not I, Sir Patient Fa$uy^ 

fick? 

L. Kno, He'll deftroy my Defign. — How, Mr. Fancy, 
not Sir Patient fick? or mud he be incinerated before 
you'll credit it ? 

Sir Pat, Ay, Madam, I want but dying to undeceive 
him, and yet I am not fick ! 

Lean, Sir I love your Life, and wou'd not have you 
die with Fancy and Conceit 

Sir Pat, Fancy and Conceit ! do but obferve him, Ma- 
dam, — what do you mean. Sir, by Fancy and Conceit ? 

L. Knc, Hell ruin all ; ^why, Sir, — he means — 

Sir Pat, Nay, let him alone, let him alone, (vnth your 

Ladvihip's pardon) Come, Sir, — Fancy and Conceky 

I take it, was the Queftion in debate. 

Lean, I cannot prove this to you, Sir, by force of Ar- 
gument, but by Demondration I will, if you will banifli 
all your cozening Quacks, and take my wholefome Ad- 
vice. 

Sir Pat, Do but hear him. Madam : not prove it ! 

L. Kno, Sir, he means nothing. Not fick 1 alas, 

Sir, you're very fick. 

Sir Pat, Ay, ay, your Ladyfhip is a Lady of profound 

Knowledge. ^Why, have 1 not had the advice of att 

the Doiflors in England, and have I not been in conti- 
nual Phyfick this twenty Years : and yet I am not 

tick ! Ask my dear Lady, Sir, how tick I am, (he can 
inform you. \L, Kno. goes and talks to Ifab. 

Lean, She does her endeavour. Sir, to keep up the Hu- 
mour. 

Sir PaL How, Sir ? 

Lean, She wifhes you dead. Sir. 

Sir Pat, What faid the Rafcal ? wifhes me dead ! 

Lean, Sir, (he hates you. 

Sir Pat, How ! hate me ! what my Lady hate me ? 

Lean. She abufes your Love, plays tricKS with ye, and 
cheats ye. Sir. 

Sir Pat, Was ever fo profane a Wretch ! What, you 
will not prove this neither "i 

Lean, 
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Zmh. YeSpby^demosftiationtoo. 

Sir P^ Wky thou (aucy Varlet, Skzah. Siznh» thank 
my Lady here 1 do not cudgel thee. ^Well, I will fet- 
tle the refi of my Eflate upon her to morrow, I will. 
Sir; and thank God you have what you have^ Sir, make 
much on't 

IdOM* Pardon mte. Sir, 'ti& not my fingle Opinion, but 
the whole City takes notice on't : that I tell it you. Sir, 
is the EfieA of my Duty, not Intereft. Pray give me 
leav« to prove this to you. Sir. 

Sir Pat, What, you are at your Demonllration again ^ — 
come — let's hear. 

Lmn, Why, Sir, give her frequent opportunities, 

and thov ftirprize her;— <)r, by pretending to fettle all 
upoa heTyT-give her your Power, and fee if (he do not 
turn you out of Doors ; ■ or ■ b y feigning you are 
iick to deat h or indeed by dying. 

Sir Pai, I thank you, Sir,-^-this indeed is Demonllra- 
tion, I take it \Pulls off his Hat. 

Lean, I mean but feigning, Sir ; and be a witnefs 
your fell of her Sorrow, or Contempt 

^xxPat, paufes] Hah — hum, — ^why ingenuouily this 
may be a very pretty Projedi — ^Well, Sir, fuppofe I fol- 
low your advice ?-^nay, I profefs I will do fo, not to try 
her Faith, but to have the pleafure to hear her coniugsd 
Lamentations, feel her Tears bedew my Face, and her 
fw^et Mouth kifling my Cheeks a thoufand times ; verily 
a wondbrfiil Comloft — ^And then. Sir, what becomes of 
your Demontottion. ■ 

Enter Wittmore with the Ring, 
O h" - ■ Mr. Famlove^ come, come, you're tardy, let's 
away to Chaoxh. 

Enter Roger. 

Ri^, Sir, heve is Do^lor Turboan^ and thofe other 
Do^lors your Worftiip expedled. 

Enter Lady Fancy. 

Sir Pat, The Dodlors already \ ^well bring 'em up ; 

come, Madam, we have waited for your Ladyfhip,— 
Inring up the Do£lors, Roger, 

L. Fan] 
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L. Fan, Wittmore, I have now brought that defign to 
happy Conclufions, for which I married this formal Afs ; 
111 tell thee more anon, ^we are obferv'd. 

L. Kno, Oh Lodwick% come ! 
Enter Lodwick, Monfieur Turboon, Fat Do^lWy Am- 
fterdam, Leyden, Sir Credulous. 

Sir Pat. Doiflor Turboon, your Servant, I expelled you 
not this two hours. 

Turb. Nor had ee com Sir, but for defe wordy Gentle- 
men, whos Affairs wode not permit dem to come at your 
hoar. 

Sir Pat, Are they Englijk pray ? 

Turb, Dis is, Sir, — pointing to Lod.) an admirable 
Phyfician, and a rare Aftrologer. — Dis fpeaks good Eng- 
lifliy bot a Colender bom. [Points to Sir Cred. 

Sir Cred, What a pox, does the Fedlow call me a Cul- 
lender ? 

Lod, He means a High^Dutch-man of the Town of 
Coleny Sir. 

Sir Pat, Sir, I have heard of your Fame.— Dodlor, 
pray entertain thefe Gentlemen till my retium, 111 be with 
you prefently. 

Lod, Sir, I hope you go not forth to day. 
* {Gazing on his Fact, 

Sir Pat, Not far, Sir. 

Lod, There is a certain Star has rul'd this two days. Sir, 
of a very malignant Influence to Perfons of your Com- 
pledlion and Conllitution. — Let me fee — within this two 
hours and fix minutes, its Malice will be fpent, till then it 
will be fatal 

Sir Pat, Hum, reign'd this two Days ? I profefs 

and things have gone very crofs with me this two Days, — 
a notable Man this. 

L. Kno, Oh, a very profound Aftrologer, Sir, upon 
my Honour I know him. 

Sir Pat, But this is an Affair of that Importance, Sir, — 

Lod, If it be more than Health or Life, I b^ your 
pardon, Sir. 

Sir Pat, Nay, no Offence, Sir, I befeech you. 111 
ftay, Sir. 

L. Kno. 
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L. Kno, How ! Sir Patient not fee us married ? 

Sir Pat, You (hall excufe me, Madam. 

L. Fan, This was lucky ; Oh Madam, wou'd you have 
my Dear venture out, when a malignant Star reigns ! not 
for the World. 

Sir Pat, No, 111 not ftir; had it been anjr Star but a 
madignant Star, I had waited on your Ladyfhip : but thefe 
malignant Stars are very pernicious Stars. Nephew, take 
my Lady Knowell^ Mr. Fainlove my Daughter ; and Bar- 
tkolomew do you condudl my Lady, the Parfon (lays for 
you, and the Coaches are at the Door. 

[Exeunt Z.* Kno. Lean. Wit. and Ifab. 
Z. Fancy and Bartholomew. 
Enter Boy. 

Boy, Sir, my Lady has fent for you. 

Lod. Sir, 111 be with you prefently; Sir Credulous, 
be fure you lug him by the Ears with any fort of Stuff 
till my return. Ill fend you a Friend to keep you in 
coimtenance. 

Sir Pat. Pleafe you to fit, Gentlemen ? 

Amjl, Pleafe you, Sir. [To Sir Cred. who bows 

and runs back. 

Sir Cred, Oh Lord, fweet Sir, I hope you do not take 

me — Nay, I befeech you, Noble Sir Reverend Sir. ' 

[Turning from one to f other, 

Leyd, By no means. Sir, a Stranger. 

Sir Cred, I befeech you — Scavantiffimi Dolores, — in- 
comparable Sir, — and you — or you. 

Fat D, In troth. Sir, thefe Compliments are needlefs, 
I am fomething corpulent, and love my eafe. [Sits, 

Sir Cred, Generous Sir, you fay well ; therefore Con- 
licentia, as the Grecians have it. [Sits, 

Amjl, — Brother. — 

Leyd, Nay, good Brother, — Sir Patient— 

Sir Pat, Ingenuoufly, not before you, Mr. Do^or. 

Leyd, Excufe me, Sir, an Alderman, and a Knight — 

Sir Pat, Both below the leaft of the learned Society. 

Leyd, Since you will have it fo. [All fit and cry 

kunty — and look gravely. 

Sir 
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Sir Cred, Hum — hum, moft Worthy, and moft Re- 
nowned — Medicina Pref$JforeSy qni hie aJftmUaH eftiy^ 
vos alira Mefioris; I am now going to make a Motion 
fbr th& publick Good of us aU, but will do nothing without 
your Dodlorlhips Approbation. 

Sir Pat Judicioufly concluded. 

Sir Cred, The queilion then is, Reverentiffimi DoQor^ 
whether — ^for mark me, I come to the matter in hand, 
hating long Circiunflances of Words ; there being no ne- 
ceffity, as our learned Brother Rabelais oblerves in tkat 
mofl notorious Treatife of his calFd GaragarUua\ th^e 
is, fays he, no neceffity of going over the Hedge when 
the Path lies fair before ye : therefore, as I faid before, 
I now fay again, coming to my Queftion; for as that 
admirable Welch Divine fays, in that fo famous Sermon 
of his, upon her Great Granfather Hadam and her Great 
Granmotner/TiftfT/^ concerning i}i<& Happellf — and her wiU^ 
warrant her, her will keep her to her Text dill, — so I 
flick clofe to my queftion, which is, Illujlriffimi Doihres^ 

whether it be not neceffary to the AfBiir in hand to 

take — a Bottle ; and if your Do<floHhips are of my opi- 
nion — hold up your Thumbs. \All hold up their Thutnbs, 
^Look Sir, you obferve the Votes of the learned Caka- 
lifts. 

Sir Pat, Which (hall be put in PJOi forthwith 1 

like this Man well, he does nothing without mature De- 
liberation. 

Enter Brunfwick 

Brun* By your leaves Gentlemen — Sir Credulous-^--^ 

\Whififtrs. 

Sir Cred, Oh- 'tis LodwicH^ Friend, the Rafcal's dras'd 

like Vanderbergen in the Strand: Sir Patient, pray 

• know this glorious Dodlor, Sir. 

Sir Pat, A Doaor, Sir ? 

Sir Cred, A Do6lor, Sir! yes, and as eloquent a Do6\or, 

Sir, as ever fet Bill to Poft : why 'tis ^the incomparable 

— Brun/wick, Nigh-Dutch DoAor. 

Sir Pat, You're welcome, Sir, — Prsiy fit; ah, — Wdl, 
Sir, you are come to vifit a very crazy nckly Perfon, Sir. 

Brun, 
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Brun. Pray let roe feel your Pulfe, Sir ; ^what think 

you Gentlemen^ is he not very far gone ?— — 

[Feels his Pulfe, they all feel. 

Sir Cred, Ah, fer, far. Pray, Sir, have you not a 

certain wambling Pain in your Stomach, Sir, as it were. 
Sir, a a pain. Sir. 

Sir Pal, Oh very great, Sir, efpecially in a Morning 
fiifting. 

Sir Cred, I knew it by your Ainking Breath, Sir 

and are you not troubled with a Pain in yoiur Head, Sir ? 

Sir Pat In my Head, Sir? 

Sir Cred, 1 mean a ^kind of a Pain, sl kind 

of a Vertigo, as the Latins call it ; and a Whirligigou/ii- 
can, as the Greeks have it, which (ignifies in EnglQh, Sir, 
a Dizzie-fwimming kind— -of a do ye fee— a thing — that — 
a— you underfland me. 

Sir Pat, Oh intolerable, intolerable . ^why this is a 

rare Man ! 

Fat D. Your Reafon, Sir, for that? [To Sir Cred. 

Sir Cred. My Reafon, Sir? why, my Reafon, Sir, is this, 
Haly the Moore, and Rabbi I/aac, and fome thoufands 
more of learned Dutchmen, obferve your duU Wall Eye 
and your Whir — Whirligigouftiphon, to be infeparable.^ 

Brun, A mod learned Reafon ! ^ 

Fat D, Oh, Sir, infeparable. 

Sir Cred, And have you not a kind of a fome- 

thing do ye mark me, when you make Water, a kind 

of a flopping and a— —do ye conceive me, I 

have forgot the Englijh Term, Sir, but in Latin 'tis a 
Stronggullionibus, 

Sir Pat, Oh, Sir, mofl extremely, 'tis that which makes 
me deijperate, Sir. 

Sir tred. Your ugly Face is an infallible Sign ; youi 
Dy/urie, as the Araoicks call it, and your ill-favour'd 
Countenance, are conflant Relatives. 

All, Conftant, conftant. 

Sir Cred, Pray how do you eat, Sir? 

Sir Pat, Ah, Sir, there's my diftra^ion. Alas, Sir, I 

have the weakeft Stomach 1 do not make above four 

Meals 
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Meals a-day, and then indeed I eat heartily — ^but alas, 
what's that to eating to live? — nothing, Sir, nothing. — 

Sir Cred, Poor Heart, I pity him. 

Sir Pat, And between Meals, good Wine, Sweet-meats, 

Caudles, Cordials and Mirabilifes, to keep up my 

fainting Spirits. 

Sir Cred, A Pox of his Aldermanfhip : an the whole 
Bench were fuch notable Swingers, 'twould fami(h the 
City fooner than a Siege. 

Amft, Brothers, what do you think of this Man? 

Leyd, Think, Sir ? I think his Cafe is defperate. 

Sir Cred, Shaw, Sir, we (hall foon redlify the quiblets 
and quillities of his Blood, if he obferves our Diietflions 
and Diet, which is to eat but once in four or five days. 

Sir Pat, How, Sir, eat but once in four or five days? 
fuch a Diet, Sir, would kill me ; alas. Sir, kill me. 

Sir Cred, Oh no. Sir, no ; for look ye Sir, the Cafe is 
thus, do you mind me — ^fo that the Bufmefs lying fo ob- 
vious, do ye fee, there is a certain Method, ao ye mark 
me — in a — Now, Sir, when a Man goes about to alter 
the courfe of Nature, — the cafe is very plain, you may 
as well arreil the Chariot of the Sun, or alter the Eclipfes 
of the Moon ; for, Sir, this being of another Nature, the 
Nkture of it is to be imnatural, you conceive me, Sir? — 
therefore we mufl crave your abfence. Sir, for a few 
Minutes, till we have debated this great Affair. 

^\x Pat, With all my heart, Sir, (ince my Cafe is fo 
defperate, a few hours were not too much. \Ex, Sir Pat 

Sir Cred, Now, Sir, my fervice to you. \Drifiks, 

Enter Fanny. 

Fan, Oh living heart ! what do all thefe Men do iii our 
Houfe? fure they are a fort of new-falhion'd Conventi- 

clers : I'll hear 'em preach. 

{They drink round the while, 

Amft, Sir, my fervice to you, and to your good Lady, 
Sir. 

Leyd, Again to you. Sir, not foiigetting your Daugh- 
ters : they are fine Women, Sir, let Scandal do its worn. 

{jDrinks, 

Turb, To our better trading. Sir. 

Brun, 
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Brun. Faith it goes baldly on, I liad the weekly 
Billy and 'twas a very thin Mortality ; fome of the better 
fort die indeed, that have good round Fees to g^ive. 

Turb, Verily, I have not kill'd above my five or fix 
this Week. 

Brun. How, Sir, kiU'd ? 

Turb, KiU'd, Sir ! ever whilft you live, efpecially thofe 
who have the grand VeroU ; for 'tis not for a Man's Cre- 
dit to let the Patient want an Eye or a Nofe, or fome 
other thing. I have kill'd ye my five or fix dozen a 
Week ^but times are hard. 

Brun. I grant ye, Sir, your Poor for Experiments and 
Improvement of Knowledge : and to fay truth, there 
ought to be fuch Scavengers as we to fweep away the 
Rubbifh of the Nation. [Sir Cred. and fsX/ceming 

in Di/ccur/e. 

Sir Cred, Nay, and you talk of a Beafl, my fervice to 

you, Sir {Drinks,) Ay, I lofl the fineft Beafl of a 

Mare in all Devon/hire, 

Fat D, And I the fineft Spaniel, Sir. 

\Here they all talk together till you 
come to purpofe, Sir. 

Turb, Pray what News is there ftirring ? 

Brun. Faith, Sir, I am one of thofe Fools that nevor 
regard whether Lewis or Philip have the better or the 
worft. 

Turb, Peace is a great BlefTmg, Sir, a very great 
BlefTmg. 

Brun, You are i'th' right. Sir, and fo my fervice to you. 
Sir. 

Leyd, Well, Sir, Stetin held out nobly, tho the Gazettes 
are various. 

Amjl. There's a world of Men kill'd they fay; why, 
what a fhame 'tis fo many thouliands fhould die without 
the help of a Phyfician. 

Leyd. Hang 'em, they were poor Rogues, and not 
worth our kiUing ; my fervice to you, Sir, theyTl ferve 
to fill up Trenches. 

Sir Cred. Spaniel, Sir ! no Man breathing underflands 
Dogs and Horfes better than my felf. 

Fat 
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Fat D, Your pardon for that, Sir. 

Sir Cred, For look ye, Sir, Til tell you the Nature of 
Dogs and Horfes. 

Fat D. So can my Groom and Dog-keeper ; but whafi 
this to th' purpofe, Sir ? [Here they leave off. 

Sir Cred, To th* purpofe, Sir ! good Mr. HedUburgh, 
do you underfland what's to th* purpofe ? you're a Dutch 
Butter-ferkin, a Kilderkin, a Double Jug. 

Fat D, You're an ignorant Blocldiead, Sir. 

Sir Cred. You lye, Sir, and there I was with you again. 

Amji, What, quarrelling, Men of your Gravity and 
Profefiion. 

Sir Cred, That is to fay, Fools and Knaves : pray, 
how long is't fince you left Toping and Napping, for 
Quacking, good Brother Cater-tray. — but let that pals, for 
I'll have my Humour, and therefore will quarrel with no 
Man, and fo I drink. [Goes to Jill again. 

Brun. — But, what's all this to the Patient, Gentle- 
men? 

Sir Cred. Ay, — the Wine's all out, — and Quarrels apart, 
Gentlemen, as you fay, what do you think of our Pa- 
tient ? for fomeUiing I conceive neceflary to be faid for 
our Fees. 

Fat D. I think that unlefs he follows our Prefcriptions 
he's a dead Man. 

Sir Cred. Ay, Sir, a dead Man. 

Fat D. Pleafe you to write. Sir, you feem the youngeR 
Dodlor. [To Amfl. 

Amft, Your Pardon, Sir, I conceive there may be 
younger Do<5lors than I at the Board. 

Sir Cred. A fine Pundlilio this, when a Man lies a dy- 
ing [Afide^ Sir you fhall excufe me, I have been 

a Doctor this 7 Years. 

J They /hove the Pen and Paper from one to the other, 
mft. I commenc'd at Paris twenty Years ago. 
Leyd. And I at Leyden^ almost as long since. 
Fat D. And I at Barcelona thirty. 
Sir Cred. And I at Padua, Sir. 
Fat D. You at Padua f 

Sir 
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SxtCnd, Yes, Sir, I at Pa4iua\ why what a pox do 
ye think I never was beyond Sea ? 

Brufi, However, Sir, you are the youngeft Doflor, 
•ad mud write. 

Sir Cred. I will not lofe an inch of my Dignity. 

Fat D. Nor I. 

Amft, Nor I. 

Leyd, Nor I. [Put the Paper from each other, 

Brun, Death, what Rafcals are thefe ? 

Sir Cred, Give me the Pen— here's ado about your 
Pmduas and Pun^ilioes* [Sets himfel/to write, 

Afnjt, Every morning a Dofe of my Pills Merda que- 
orufticon^ or the Amicable Pill. 

Sir Cred. Fading ? 

Leyd, Every Hour fixfcore drops oiAdminicula Vita:. 

Sir Cred, Fading too ? [Sir Cred. writes Jiill, 

Fat D, At Night twelve Cordial Pills, Gaiiimo/riticus, 

Turb, Let Blood once a Week, a Glider once a day. 

Brun. Cry Mercy, Sir, you're a French Man. 

After his fird Sleep, threefcore redorative Pills, call'd 
Ckeatus Redivivus, 

Sir Cred, And ladly, fifteen Spoonfuls of my Agua 
Tetrachymagogofif as often as 'tis neceffary ; little or no 
Breakfad,leTs Dinner, and go supperlefs to Bed. 

Fat D, Hum, your Aqua Tetrachymagogon t 

Sir Cred, Yes, Sir, my Tetrachymagogon ; for look ye 
do you fee Sir, I cur'd the Arch-Duke of Strumbulo of a 
GpiiditeerOy of which he d/d, with this very Aqua Te- 
trachymagogon, 

Enter Sir Patient. 

Sir Pat. Well, Gentlemen, am I not an intruder? 

Fat D, Sir, we have duly conQder'd the date of your 
Body ; and are now about the Order and Method you are 
to obferve. 

Brun, Ay, this Didemper will be the occafion of his 
Death. 

Sir Cred, Hold, Brothers, I do not fay the occafion of 
his Death ; but the occafional Caufe of his Death. 

[Sir Pat. reads the Bill, 

Sir 
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Sir Pat, Why, here's no time allow'd for eating. Gen- 
tlemen. 

Amjl, Sir, we^ juflify this Prefcription^to the whole 
College. 

Leyd, If he will not follow it, let him die. 

AIL Ay, let him die. 

Enter Lodwick and Leander. 

Lod, What have you confulted without me, Gentle- 
men? [Lod. reads the Bill, 

Sir Pat, Yes, Sir, and find it abfolutely neceiTary for 
my Health, Sir, I (hou'd be flarv'd : and yet you uiy I 
am not lick, Sir. [TV Lean. 

Lod, Very well, very well. 

Sir Pat, No Breakfad, no Dinner, no Supper ? 

Sir Cred, Little or none, but none's bed. 

Sir Pat, But Gentlemen confider, no fmall thing ? 

All, Nothing, nothing. 

Sir Cred, Sir, you muft write for your Fee. \To Lod. 

Lod, Now I think on't. Sir, you may eat [ Writes, 

a roafled Pippin cold upon a Vine-leaf, at night 

Lean, Do you fee. Sir, what damn'd canting Rafcals 
thefe Dolors are ? 

Sir Pat, Ay, ay, if all Dodlors were fuch, ingenuoufly 
I Chou'd foon be weary of Ph5rfick. 

Lean, Give 'em their Fees, Sir, and fend 'em to the 
Devil for a company of Cheats. 

Sir Pat, Trutii is, there is no faith in 'em, ^well, 

I thank you for your Care and Pains. {Gives *em Fees, 

Sir Cred Sir, if you have any occafion for me, I live 
at the red-colour*d Lanthom, with eleven Candles in't, in 
the Strand \ where you may come in privately, and need 
not be aihamed, I having no Creature in my Houfe but 
my felf, and my whole Family. [Exeunt, 

Ick quam Van Neder Landt te/fireken 
End helpen Van Pocken end ander gebreken. 

That's a top of my Bill, fweet. Sir. 

Fan, Lord, Sir Father, why do you give 'em Money ? 

Lean. 
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Lean, For talking Nonfenfe this Hour or two upon his 
Diflemper. 

Fan. Oh lemini, Sir, they did not talk one word of 
you, but of Dogs and Horfes, and of killing Folks, and 
of their Wives and Daughters ; and when the Wine was 
all out, they faid they wou'd fay fomething for their 
Fees. 

Sir Pat Say you fo ? Knaves, Rogues, Cheats, 

Murderers ! I'll be reveng'd on 'em all, — 111 ne'er be 
fick again, — or if I be, I'll die honeftly of my felf with- 
out the alMance of fuch Rafcals— go, get you gone. — 

[To Fan. who goes out. 

Lean, A happy refolution ! wou'd you wou'd be fo kind 

to your felf as to make a trial of your Lady too ; and if 

(he prove true, 'twill make fome kind of amends for your 

fo long being cozen'd this way. 

Sir Pat, I'll about it, this very minute about it, — give 

me a Chair. [He Jits, 

Lean. So, fettle your felf well, diforder your Hair, — 

throw away your Cane, Hat and Gloves, ^flare, and 

rowl your Eyes, fqueeze your Face into ConvuLfions, 
— clutch your Hands, make your Stomach heave, fo, 

very well, — now let me alone for the reft Oh, help, 

help my Lady, my Aunt, for Heavens fake help, — come 
an and lee him die. [Weeps. 

Enter Wittmore, Lady Fancy, Ifabella, Lucretia, Lady 

Knowell and Roger. 
Wit. LeandeTy what's the matter ? 
Lean, See, Madam, fee my Uncle in the Agonies of 
Death. 
L. Fan. My deareft Husband dying. Oh ! [ Weeps. 

Lean. How hard he ftruggles with departing Life ! 
Ifab. Father, dear Father, muft I in one day receive a 
Blefting with fo great a Curfe? Oh, — he's juft going, 

MadanL [ Weeps. 

L. Fan, Let me o'ertake him in the Shades below, why 
do you hold me, can I live without him ? — do I diilemble 

well ? [Afide to Wit. 

Sir Pat. Not live without me ! do vou hear that 

Sirrah ? {Afide to Lean. 

'Vol. IV. E Lean, 



98 Sir Patient Fancy. 

Lean, Pray mark the end on't, Sir, — feign, — feign. — 

L. Kno. We left him well, how came he thus o'th' 
fudden ? 

Lean, I fear 'tis an Apoplexy, Madam. 

L. Fan, Run, run for his Phyfician ; but do not flir a 
foot \Afide to Roger. 

Look up, and fpeak but one kind word to me. 

Sir Pat What crys are thefe that ftopme on my way? 

L. Fan, The/re mine, your Lady's oh 

furely hell recover. \Afide. 

Your mod obedient Wife's. 

Sir Pat, My Wife's, my Heir, my fole Executrix. 

L. Fan, Hah, is he in's Senfes t \Afide to Wit 

Oh my dear Love, my Life, my Joy, my All, \Crys, 
Oh, let me go ; I will not live without him. 

\Seems to faint in Wittmore'j 
Arms, All run about her. 

Sir Pat, Do ye hear that. Sirrah? 

Lean, Have yet a little Patience, die away, — very 
well — Oh he's gone,— quite gone. \L, T^xl/woohs, 

L. Kno. Look to my Lady there, [Swoons again. 

Sure (he can but counterfeit [Afide. 

[They all go about her. 

Sir Pat, Hah, my Lady dying ! 

Lean, Sir, I befeech you wait the event. Death ! the 

cunning Devil will diflemble too long and fpoil all, 

he re carry the dead Corps of my deareft Uncle to his 
Chamber. Nurfe, to your Care I commit him now. 

[Exeunt with Sir Pat. in a Chair. 
[All follow but Wittmore ; who going 
the other way^ meets Sir Credulous 
and Lodwicic, as before. 

Wit. Lodwickl the ftrangefl unexpedled News, Sir Ptf- 
tieut*s dead ! 

Sir Cred, How, dead ! we have pla/d the Phyficians 
to good purpofe i'faith, and kill'd the Man before we ad- 
minifler'd our Phyfick. 

Wit. Egad I fear fo indeed. 

Lod. Dead ! 

Wit, 
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IVit, As a Herring, and 'twill be dangerous to keep 
thefe habits longer. 

Sir Cre^. Dangerous ! Zoz Man we (hall all be hang'd, 
why our very Bill difpatch^d him, and our Hands are to't, 
Oh, ril confefs all. [OJirs to go. 

Lod. Death, Sir, Til cut your Throat if you flir. 

Sir Cred. Wou'd you have me hang'd for Company, 
Gentlemen .-* Oh where (hall I hide my felf, or how come 
at my Clothes ? 

Lod. We have no time for that ; go get you into your 
Basket again, and lie fnug, till I have conve/d you fafe 

away, or TU abandon you. \Afide to him. 

*Tis not nece(rary he (hou'd be feen yet, he may fpoil Le- 
ander's Plot. [A/ide. 

Sir Cred. Oh thank ye, dear Lodwicky — let me e(cape 
this bout, and if ever the Fool turn Phyfician again, may 
he be choak*d with his own Tetrachymagogon. 

Wit. Go, hafte and undrefs you, whilll Fll to Lucia. 

[Exit Lod* 
As Wittmore is going out at one Door, enter Sir Patient 
and Leander at the other Door. 

Lean, Hah, Wittmore there ! he mu(l not fee my Un- 
cle yet. [Puts Sir Pat. dacJt. Exit Wit. 

Sir Pat. Nay, Sir, never detain me, HI to my Lady, 

is this your DenK)nftration ? Was ever fo virtuous a 

Lady — Well, TU to her, and confole her poor Heart ; 
ah the Joy 'twill bring her to fee my Refurre<flion ! — 
I long to furprize her. [Going offer of s the Stage. 

Lean. Hold, Sir, I think (he's coming, bleft 

fight, and with her Wittmore / 

[Puts Sir Pat. back to the Door. 
Enter Lady Fancy and Wittmore. 

^xxPat. Hah, whafs this ? 

L. Fan. Now, my dear Wittmore, claim thy Rites of 
Love without controul, without the contradiction of 
wretched Poverty or Jealoufy : Now undifguis'd thou 
mayd approach my Bed, and reign o'er all my Pleafures 
ana my Fortunes, of which this Minute I create thee 
Lord, 

And thus begin my Homage. [Kiffes him, 

£ 2 SiF 
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Sir Pat, Sure 'tis fome Fiend ! this cannot be my Lady. 

Lean, 'Tis fomething uncivil before your face, Sir, to 
do this. 

Wit, Thou wondrous Icind, and wondrous beautiful; 
that Power that made thee with fo many Charms, gave 
me a Soul fit only to adore 'em ; nor wert thou deftin'd 
to another's Arms, but to be render'd flill more fit for 
mine. 

Sir Pat, Hah, is not that Fain-lovCy I/abeilc^s Hus- 
band ? Oh Villain ! Villain ! I will renounce my Senfe 
and my Religion. [Afiiie, 

L. Fan, Another's Arms ! Oh call not thofe hated 
Thoughts to my remembrance, 
Left it deftroy that kindly Heat within me. 
Which thou canft only raife and ftill maintain. 

Sir Pat, Oh Woman ! Woman ! damn'd diiTembling 
Woman. VAfide, 

L. Fan, Come, let me lead thee to that Mafs of Gold 
he gave me to be defpis'd ; 
And which I render thee, my lovely Conqueror, 
As the firft Tribute of my glorious Servitude. 
Draw in the Basket which I told you of, and is amongft 
the Rubbifli in the Hall, {Exit Wittmore.] That which 
the Slave fo many Years was toiling for, I in one moment 
barter for a Kifs, as Eameft of our future Joys. 

Sir Pat, Was ever fo prodigal a Harlot ? was this die 
Saint ? was this the moft tender Comfort that ever Man 
had? 

Lean, No, in good faith. Sir. 

Enter Wittmore pulling in the Basket, 

L. Fan, This is it, vdth a dir^lion on't to thee, whi- 
ther I defign'd to fend it. 

Wit, Good morrow to the Day, and next the Gold ; 

open the Shrine, that I may fee my Saint Hail the 

World's Soul. — [opens the Basket, Sir Crtd, /iarts up, 

L. Fan, O Heavens ! what thing art thou ? 

Sir Cred. O Pardon, Pardon, fweet Lady, I confefs I 
had a hand in't. 

L. Fan, In what, thou Slave ? 

Sir 
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Sir Cred, Killing the good believing Alderman ; 

but 'twas againfl my Will 

L. Fan, Then Tm not fo much oblig'd to thee,- 



but Where's the Money, the 8000 /. the Plate and Jewels, 
Sirrah? 

WitL Death the Dog has eat it 

Sir Cred, Eat it ! Oh Lord, eat 8000 /. Wou'd I might 
never come out of the Basket alive, if ever I made fuch 
a Meal in my Life. 

Wit, Ye Dog, you have eat it ; and 111 make ye fwal- 
low all the Dotes you writ in your Bill, but 111 have it 
upward or downward. \Afide, 

Sir Pat, Hah, one of the Rogues my Dolors. 

Sir Cred, Oh, dear Sir, hang me out of the way ra- 
ther. 

Enter Maundy. 

Maun, Madam, I have fent away the Basket to Mr. 
Wittmar^^ Lodgings. 

L. Fan, You might have fav'd your felf that Labour, I 
now having no more to do, but to bury the (linking 
Corps of my quandom Cuckold, difmifs his Daughters, 
and give thee quiet poffeffion of alL {To Witt. 

Sir Pat, Fair Lady, you'll take me along with you ? 

{Snaps y pulls off his Hat, and comes up to her, 

L. Fan, My Husband ! Fm betra/d 

Sir Pat, Husband ! I defy thee, Satan, thou greater 
Whore than (he of Babylon ; thou Shame, thou Abomi- 
nation to thy Sex. 

L. Fan, Rail on, whilft I difpofe my felf to laugh at 
thee. 

Sir Pat, Leander, call all the Houfe in to be a Witnefs 
to our Divorce. [Exit Lean. 

L. Fan, Do, and all the World, and let 'em know the 
Reafon. 

Sir Pat, Methinks I find an Inclination to fwear, 

to curfe my felf and thee, that I cou'd no better difcem 
thee ; nay, I'm fo changed from what I was, that I think 
I cou'd even approve of Monarchy and Church-Difcipline, 
I'm fo truly convinced I have been a Beail and an Afs all 
my Life. 

E 3 Enter 
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Enter Lady Knowell, Ifabella, Lucretia, Leander, 

Lodwick, Fanny, dfc. 

L. Kno. Hah, Sir Patient not dead ? 

Sir Pat, Ladies and Gentlemen, take notice that I am 
a Cuckold, a crop-ear'd fnivelling Cuckold. 

Sir Cred, A Cuckold ! fweet Sir, (haw, that's a fmall 
matter in a Man of your Quality. 

Sir Pat, And I beg your pardon, Madam, for being 
angry that you call'd me fo. \To L, Kno.] And yours, 
dear Ifabella, for defiring you to marry my good Friend 
there [points to Witt.] whofe name I perceive I. was 
miftaken in : — and yours, Leander , that I wou'd not take 
your Advice long fmce : and yours, fair Lady, for be- 
lieving you honeft, ^'twas done like a credulous Cox- 
comb : and yours, Sir, for taking any of your Tribe 

for wife, learned or honeft. \To Sir Credulous. 

Wit, Faith, Sir, I deceived ye only to ferve my Friend ; 
and Sir, your Daughter is married to Mr. Knowell : your 
Wife had all my ftock of Love before. Sir. 

[Lod. and Ifab. kneeL 

Sir Pat, Why God-a-mercy fome comfort that, 

God blefs ye.— ^ 1 fhall love Difobedience while I live 

for't. 

Lod, I am glad on't, Sir, for then I hope you will 
forgive Leander, who has married my Siller, and not my 
Mother. 

^\x Pat. How! has he ferved me fo? I'll make 

him my Heir for't, thou hafl made a Man of me, my 

Boy, and faith we will be merry. Fair Lady, you may 

depart in peace, fair Lady, refloring my Money, my 
Plate, my Jewels and my Writings, fair Lady. 

L. Fan, You gave me no Money, Sir, prove it if you 
can ; and for your Land, 'twas not fettled with this Provifo, 
if fhe be honed ? 

Sir Pat, 'Tis well thou doft confefs I am a Cuckold, 
for I wou'd have it known, fair Lady, 

L. Fan. 'Twas to that end I married you, good Al- 
derman. 

Sir Pat. I'faith I think thou didft, Sweet-heart, i'faith 
I think thou didA. 

Wit, 
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JfV/. Right, Sir, we have long been Lovers, but want 
of Fortune made us contrive how to marry her to your 
good Worfliip. Many a wealthy Citizen, Sir, has contri- 
buted to the maintenance of a younger Brother's Miftrefs ; 
and you are not the iirfl Man in Office that has been a 
Cuckold, Sir. 

Sir Pat, Some comfort that too, the Brethren of the 
Chain cannot laugh at me. 

Sir Cred, A very pleafant old Fellow this : faith I 
cou'd be very merry with him now, but that I am dam - 

nable fad. Madam, I (hall defire to lay the Saddle 

on the right Horfe. \To L. Kno. 

L. Kno. What mean you, Sir ? 

Sir Cred, Only Madam, if I were as fome Men are, I 
(hould not be as I am. 

L. Kno. It may be fo, Sir. 

Sir Cred. I fay no more, but matters are not carried fo 
fwimmingly, but I can dive into the meaning on't. 

\Sir Patient talks this while to Lodwick. 

L. Kno. I hate this hypothetical way of arguing, an- 
fwer me categorically. 

Sir Cred, Hypothetical and Categorical ! what does 

flie mean now? [A/lde.] Madam, in plain Englijh^ 

I am made a John-a-Nokes of, yack-hold-my-ftaff^ a 
Merry Andrew Do€\or, to give Leander time to marry 
your Daughter ; and 'twas therefore I was hoifled up in 
the Basket ; — but as the play fays, 'tis well 'tis no worfe : 
I'd rather lofe my Miftrefs than my Life. 

Sir Pat. But how came this Rafpal Turboon to admit 
you? 

Lod. For the Lucre of our Fees, Sir, which was his 
recompence. 

Sir Pat. I forgive it you, and will turn Spark, they 

live the merrieft Lives keep fome City Nliftrcfs, go 

to Court, and hate all Conventicles. 

You fee what a fine City- Wife can do 
Of the true-breed ; infiruH her Husband too : 
I wifh all civil Cuckolds in the Nation 
Would take example by my Reformation, 
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EPILOGUE, 

Spoken by Mrs. Gwin. 



I Here and there overheard a Coxcomb cry, [Looking 
Ahy Rot it ^tts a Woman^s Comedy ^ about. 

One^ who becaufejhe lately chanced to plea/e us, 
With her damrHd Stuff, will never cea/e to teeze us. 
What has poor Woman dofie, that/he mujl be 
Debated from Senfe, and /acred Poetry f 
Why in this Age has Heaven alloit/dyou more. 
And Women lefs of Wit than heretofore f 
We once were fanid in flory, and could write 
Equal to Men ; cot^d povern, nay cot^d fight, 
Weflill have paffive Valour, and canfhow, 
Wou*d Cuflom give us leave, the a£live too. 
Since we no Provocations want from you. 
For who but we cotidyour dull Fopperies bear, 
Yourfaucy Love, and your brisk I^onfenfe hear ; 
Indure your worfe than womanifh Affedation, 
Which renders you the Nufance of the Nation ; 
Scorned even by all the MUfes of the Town, 
A Jefl to Vizard Mask, the Pit-Buffoon ; 
A Glafs by which the admiring Country Fool 
May learn to drefs hitnfelf en Ridicule : 
Bothflriving whofhafl mofl ingenious grow 
In Leudnefs, Foppery, Nonfenje, Noife and Show, 
And yet to thefefine things we mufl fubmit 
Our Reafon, Arms, our Laurels, and our Wit, 
Becaufe we do not laugh at you, when leud, 
A fid f corn and cudgel ye when ye are rude. 
That we have nobler Souls than you, we prove, 
By how much more w^refenfible of Love ; 

Quickefl 
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Quicke/i in finding all thefubtlefl ways 

To make your Joys^ why net to make you Plays f 

We beft can find your FoiblcSy know our own, \ 

And Jilts and Cuckolds now befifilea/e the Town ; f 

Your way of Writings out offa/hion grown, ) 

Method, and Rule you only underfiand ; 

Purfue that way of Fooling, and be damned. 

Your learned Cant of A6lion, Time and Place, 

Muft all give way to the unlabour'd Farce, 

To all the Men of Wit we willfubfcribe : 

But for your half Wits, ye unthinking Tribe, 

W/ll let you fee, what^er befides we ao, 

How artfully we copy fome of you : 

And if yotire drawn to th^ Life, pray tell me then. 

Why Women fhould not write cts well cts Men, 
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Eaven fave ye Gallants ; and this hopeful Age^ 
K' are welcome to the downfal of the Stage : 
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(yer-f locks the Town fo muchy and thrives fo welly 
That Fops and Knaves grow Drugs, and will not fell. 
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In vain our Wares on Theaters are Jhown, 

IVhen each has a Plantation of his own. 

His Cau/e ne'er fails \for whatfo^er hefpends^ 

Theris flill God's plenty for himfelf and Friends, 

Should Men be rated by roetick Rules, 

Lord, whai a Pool would there be rai^d from Fools / 

Mean time poor Wit prohibited mufl lie. 

As if 'twere made fome French Commodity, 

Fools you will have, and rai^d at vafl expence ; 

And yet asfoon asfeen, they give offence. 

Time was, when none would cry that Oaf was me. 

But now you flrive about your Pedigree: 

Bauble and Cap nofooner are thrown down, 

But therms a Mufs of more than half the Town, 

Each one will challetige a Child* s part at leafl, 

Afl^n the Family is well increa^d. 

Of Foreign Cattle therms no longer need. 

When w^refuppiyd fofafl with Englifh Breed. 

Weill Flourifh, Countrymen ; drink, f wear and roar. 

Let every free-bom Subjed keep his Whore ; 

And wandring in the IVildemefs about, 

At end of forty Years not wear her out. 

But when you fee thefe Pidures, let none dare 

To own beyond a Limb or finglefhare : 

For where the Punk is common, h^s a Sot, 

Who needs will father what the Parifh got. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
A Room Tvtth feveral Todies. 




EnUr Hazard in a travelling^ Habits and a Sea-Boy ^ car- 
rying his Fortmantle, 

Mas. EigSSSIHAT Town's this, Boy ? 

Boy. yames-Towny M after. 
Haz. Take care my Trunk be 
brought aftiore to night, and there's 
for you Pains. 
Boy. God blefs you, Mafter. 
Haz. What do you call this Houfe ? 
Boy. Mrs. Flirt\ Mafter, the beft Houfe for Commen- 
dation in all Virginia, 
Haz. That's well, has ihe any handfome Ladies, Sirrah? 
Boy. Oh ! Ale's woundy handfome her felf, Mafter, 

and the kindeft Gentlewoman look here (he comes, 

Mafter. God blefs you, Miftrefs, I have brought 



-Sir you are moft 



you a young Gentleman here. 

Flirt. That's well, honeft Jack.- 
heartily welcome. 

Haz. Madam, your Servant- \Salutes her. 

Flirt. Pleafe you to walk into a Chamber, Sir ? 

Haz. By and by, Madam ; but 111 repofe here awhile 
for the coolnefs of the Air. 

Flirt. This is a Publick Room, Sir, but 'tis at your 
fcrvice. 

Haz. Madam, you oblige me. 

Flirt. A fine fpoken Perfon, a Gentleman I'll warrant 
him : come yack^ I'll give thee a Cogue of Brandy for 
old acGuaintance. [Exeunt Landlady and Boy, 

Hazard pulls out Pen, Ink and Paper ^ and goes to write. 

Enter 
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Enter Friendly. 

Frietid, Here, Nelly a Tankard of cool Drink, quickly. 

NelL You (hall have it, Sir. 

Friend, Hah ! who's that Stranger ? he feems to be a 
Gentleman. 

Haz, If I (hould give credit to my Eyes, that (hould 
be Friendly, 

Friend, Sir, you feem a Stranger ; may I take the li- 
berty to prcfent my Service to you } 

Has. If I am not miftaken, Sir, you are the only 
Man in the World whom I would fooneft pledge ; you'll 
credit me, if three Year's abfence has not made you forget 
Hazard, 

Friend, Hazard, my Friend ! come to my Arms and 
Heart 

Haz, This unexpedled Happinefs o'erjoys me. Who 
could have imagined to have found thee in Virginia f I 
thought thou hadft been in Spain with thy Brother. 

Friend. I was fo till ten Months fmce, when my Uncle 
Colonel Friendly dying here, left me a confiderable Plan- 
tation ; and faith I find Diverfions not altogether to be 
defpis'd ; the God of Love reigns here with as much 
power, as in Courts or popular Cities. But prithee what 
Chance (fortunate to me) drove thee to this part of the 
new World. 

Haz, Why faith, ill Company, and that conmion Vice 
of the Town, Gaming, foon run out my younger Bro- 
ther's Fortune : for imagining, like fome of the luckier 
Gameflers, to improve my Stock at the Groom Porter's, 
I ventur'd on, and loft all. My elder Brother, an errant 
Jew, had neither Friendfhip nor Honour enough to fup- 
port me ; but at laft being mollified by Perfuaiions, and 
the hopes of being for ever rid of me, fent me hither 
with a imall Cargo to feek my Fortune 

Friend. And begin the World withaL 

Has, I thought this a better Venture than to turn (harp- 
ing Bully, Cully to Prentices and Country Squires, with 
my Pocket full of falfe Dice, your high and low Flats 
and Bars ; or turn Broker to young Heirs ; take up Goods 
to pay tenfold at the Death of their Fathers, and take 

Fees 
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Fees on both (ides ; or (it up all night at the Groom- Por- 
ter's, begging his Honour to go a Guinea the better of 
the lay. No, Friendly^ I had rather ilarve abroad, than 
live pit/d and defpis'd at home. 

Friend, Thou art in the right, and art come juft in 
the nick of time to make thy Fortune. ^Wilt thou fol- 
low my Advice ? 

Haz, Thou art too honed to command any thing that 
I (hall refufe. 

Friend, You muft know then, there is about a Mile 
from James-Town a young Gentlewoman no mat- 
ter for her Birth, her Breeding's the beft this World af- 
fords, (he is married to one of the richefl Merchants 
here ; he is old and fick, and now gone into England 
for the recovery of his Health, where hell e'en give up 
the Ghoft : he has writ her word he finds no Amendment, 
and refolves to (lay another Year. The letter I acciden- 
tally took up, and have about me ; 'tis eafily coimterfeited, 
and will be of great ufe to us. 

Has, Now do I fancy I conceive thee. 

Friend, Well, hear me (irft, you shall get another 
Letter writ hke this Character, which (hall (ay, you are 
his Kin(man, that is come to trafHck in this Country, 
and 'tis his will you (hould be received into his Houfe 
asfuch. 

Haz. Well, and what will come of this ? 

Friend, Why, thou art young and handfome, (he young 
and defiring ; 'twere eafy to make her love thee ; and 
if the old Gentleman chance to die, you guefs the red, 
you are no FooL 

Haz, Ay, but if he (hou'd retiun 

Friend, If — ^Why if (he love you, that other will be 
but a (lender Bar to thy Happinefs ; for if thou cand 
not marry her, thou mayd lie with her : and Gad, a 
younger Brother may pick out a pretty Livelihood here that 
way, as well as in England, Or if this fail, thou wilt find 
a perpetual Vifiter, the Widow Ranter ^ a Woman bought 
from the ship by old Colonel Ranter ; (he ferved him 
half a Year, and then he marr/d her, and dying in a Year 
more, led her worth fifty thoufand Pounds Sterling, be- 

fides 
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fides Plate and Jewels : She's a great Gallant, butaiTunung 
the humour of the Country Gentry, her Extravagancy U 
very pleafant, fhe retains (omething of her primitive Qua- 
lity dill, but is good-natur'd and generous 

Haz, I like sdl this well. 

Friend. But I have a further End in this matter ; you 
mufl know there is in the fame Houfe a young Heira& 
one Colonel Downrighfs Daughter, whom I love, I 
think not in vain : her Father indeed has an implacable 
Hatred to me, for which reafon I can but feldom vifit 
her, and in this Affair I have need of a Friend in that 
Houfe. 

Haz. Me you're fure o£ 

Friend. And thus you'll have an opportunity to manage 
both our Amours : Here you will nnd occalion to fhew 
your Courage, as well as exprefs your Love ; for at this 
time the Indians^ by our ill Management of Trade, whom 
we have armed againil our felves, very frequently make 
War upon us with our own Weapons ; tho often coming 
by the worfl, they are forced to make Peace with us a- 
gain, but Tq, as upon every turn they fall to mafTacring 
us wherever we lie expofed to them. 

Haz. I heard the News of this in England, which 
haflens the new Govemour's arrival here, who brings 
you frefh Supplies. 

Friend, Would he were landed, we hear he is a noUe 
Gentleman. 

Haz. He has all the Qualities of a Gallant Man : be- 
(ides, he is nobly bom. 

Friend. This Country wants nothing but to be peopled 
with a well-bom Race, to make it one of the bell Colo- 
nies in the World ; but for want of a Govemour we are 
ruled by a Council, fome of whom have been perhaps 
tranfported Criminals, who having acquired great Eflates. 
are now become your Honour and Right Worfhipfiil, ana 
poflefs all Places of Authority ; there are amongd them 
fome honefl Gentlemen, who now begin to take upon 
'em, and manage Affairs as they ought to be. 

Haz. Bacon I think was one of the CounciL 

Friend. 
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Friind. Now you have named a Man indeed above 
the common Rank, by Nature generous, brave, refolv'd 
and daring ; who fludying the Lives of the Romans and 
great Men, that have railed themfelves to the mod ele- 
vated Fortunes, fancies it eafv for ambitious Men to aim 
at any pitch ol Glory. IVe heard him often fay, Why 
cannot 1 conquer the Univerfe as well as Alexander f or 
Uke another Romulus^ form a new Rome^ and make my 
felfador'd? 

HaM, Why might he not? Great Souls are born in 
common Men fometimes, as well as Princes. 

Friend, This Third of Glory cherifh'd by fullen Melan- 
choly, I believe, was the fird motive that made him in 
love with the young Indian Queen, fancying no Hero 
ought to be within his Princefs. And this was the rea- 
fon why he fo eamedly prefs'd for a Commiflion, to be 
made General againd the Indians^ which long was pro- 
mised him ; but they fearing his Ambition, dill put him 
ofi^ till the Grievances grew To high, that the whole 
Country flock'd to him, and beg'd he would' redrefs 

thooo. He took the opportunity, and led them forth 

to fight, and vanquidiing brought the Enemy to fair 
Terms ; but now indead of receiving him as a Conqueror, 
we treat him as a Traitor. 

HoM, Then it feems all the Crime this brave Fellow 
has committed, is ferving his Country without Authority. 

Friend, 'Tis fo, and however I admire the Man, I am 
refblv'd to be of the contrary Party, that I may make 
an Intered in our new Governor. Thus dand Affairs, 
ib that after you have feen Madam Surelove, Y\\ prefent 
you to the Council for a Commidion. 

HoM. But my Kinfman's Charadler-s 

Friend, He was a Leicefterjhire younger Brother, came 
over with a fmall Fortune, which his Indudry has increased 
to a thoufand Pounds a year; and he is now Colonel 
John Surelovey and one of the CouiTcil. 

Has. Enough. 

Friend. About it then, Madam Flirt to direct you. 

Ha*. You are full of your Madams here. 

• Vol. IV. Friend. 
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, Friend, Oh i 'tis the greateft Affront imaginable to 
qaU a Woman Miilrefs, tho but a retail Brandy-monger. 
Adieu. -One thing more, to morrow is our Country- 
Court, pray do not fail to be there, for the rarity of the 
Entertainment : but I (hall fee you anon at Surelov^Sy 
where I'll falute thee as my hrd meeting, and as an old 

Acquaintance in England here's Company, fareweL 

[Exit Friend. 
Enter Dullman, Timorous and Boozer. 
!| \\aa.Bx^ Jits at a Table and writes, 

• Dull, Here, AV/^ Well, Lieutenant Boozer^ wiiat 

are you for ? 

Enter NelL 
t; 'Bt>oe, I am for cooling Nants, Major. 
yDull. Here, Neli, a Quart of Nants, and fome Pipes 
and Tobacca 

Tim, And do ye hear, Nell, bid your Miftrefs come in 
to joke a little with us ; for adzoors I was damnable drunft 
m\ Night, and I am better at the Petticoat than the Bottle 
t».day. 

. DulL Drunk lail Night, and tick to Day ! how cornea 
that about, Mr. Justice? you ufetobear your Brandy well 
enough. 

Tim, Ay, your (hier Brandy I'll grant you ; but I was 
drunk at CoL DownrighVs with your high Burgundy 
Qaret. 

Dull, A Pox of that paultry Liqnor, your Engli/k 
French Wine, I wonder how the Gentlemen do to <&ink; 
it. 

Tim, Ay, fo do I, 'tis for want of a little Virginia 
Breeding : how much more like a Gentleman 'tis, to drink) 
as we do, brave edifying Punch aiid Brandy. — But they 
fay, the young Noblemen now, and Sparks in Enghmdy 
begin to reform, and take it for their Mornings draughty 
get drunk by Noon, and defpife the loufy Juice of the 
Grape. 

Enter Mrs, FlirL 

DulL Come, Landlady, come, you are fo taken up 
with Parfon Dunce^ that your old Friends can't drink a 
Dram with you.->-^— What^ no fmutty Catch now, no 

Gibe 
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Gibe or Joke to make the Punch go down metrfty, ^nd 
advance Trading ? Nay, they fay, Gad forgive ye, you 
never mifs going to Church when Mr. Dunce preaches.*^ 
but here's to you. [Drink^, 

Fiirt. Lords, your Honours are pleas'd to be merry-^ 
but my fervice to your Honour. \prinkif, 

HoM, Honours! who the Devil have we here^ fame 
of the wife Council at leafl, Pd fooner take 'em for Hog- 
gerds. [Afide, 

Flirt, Say what you pleafe of the Do^ftor, but 111 
Cnrear he's a fine Gendeman, he makes the prettieft Son- 
nets, nay, and fmgs 'em himfelf to the rareft Tunfes. ' 

Tim. Nay, the Man will ferve for both Soul and Body : 
for they fay he was a Farrier in England, but breaking 
toni'd Life-guard-man, and his HoHe dving, he counter- 
feited a Deputation from the Bifhop, ana came over hei^e 
afnbftantial Orthodox/ But come, where (lands the Clip ? 
Here, my fervice to you, Major. ' 

Flirt Your Honours are pleafed,-— <^ut methinks/ 
Dodlor Dunce is a very edifying Perfon, and a Gentle-' 
flum, and I pretend to know a GentleoKan ; for I my 
idtf am a Gendewoman : my Father was a Baronet, Init' 
undone in the late Rebellion, and I am fain to keep an' 
Ordinary now. Heaven help me. 

Tim. Good lack, why fee how Virtue may be belyVt 
We heard your Father was a Taylor, but trufling for' 
old OUvef'% Funeral broke, and io came hither to hide 
hb Head.—— -But my fervice to you ; whit, you are ne-^ 
ver the worfe ? 

FHrL Your Honour knows this is a fcandatous place. 
fer tbey lay your Honour was but a broken Excife4^an, 
who fpent the King's Money to buy your Wifelfixiie Petti-^ 
coats; and at lad not worth a Groat, you came over a* 
poor Servant, tho now a Juftice of the Peace, and of the 
HoDMUBble CounciL - 

Tim, Adz zoors, if I knew who 'twas faid fo, I'difae* 
him for Scandalum Magnatum, 

•\ DulL Hang 'em Scoundrels, hang'eni, they Kve upon 

Sranifai, and we ar^ -Scandal-proof.«*-'^^Tl^ '£gtjr fsMi 

tint i was: a Tiidcec^ rand> ninnitt^^ the-Coimtry; fobk^ « 

>^» Gentle- 
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Gentleman^ Houie there^ was put into NiwgaU^ got a BLOf 
prieve after Condemnation, and was tranfported hither.; 
i— and that you, Boozer y was a common Pick-Pocket, 
and bein^ often flogg'd at the Carts-tale^ afterwaids 
tum'd Evidence, and when the Times grew honed was 
fein to flie« 

Booz, Ay, ay. Major, if Scandal would have brdce our 
Hearts, we had not arrived to the Honour of being Privy- 
Counfellors. — But come, Mrs. Flirty what never a Soof 
to entertain us ? 

Flirt. Yes, and a Singer too newly come aihore» 
' Tim. Adi zoors, let's have it then. 

Enter a Girl wkojlngs, they bear a Bob, 
'■ Haa, Here, Maid, a Tankard of vour Drink, 

Flirt, Quickly, Nelly wait upon the Gentleman. t 

Dull, Pleafe you, Sir, to taflc of our Liquor. My 

fervice to you? I fee you are a Stranger, and alone; 
pleafe you to come to our Table ? 

\He ri/es and comes. 

Flirt, Come, Sir, pray fit down here; thefe.ai^ viery 
temourable Perfons I aiTure you : This is Major Dullman^ 
Major of his Excellency's own Regiment, when he ar- 
Hves; this Mr. Timorous Avi^^ic^ a Peace in Corum^ this 
Ckptain Boozery all of the honourable CounciL 

HoM. With your leave. Gentlemen. [Sfts, 

' Tim, My fervice to you. Sir, [Drifiks, 

What have you brought over any Cargo, Sir ? Ill bc 
your Cullomer. 

Booz, Ay, and cheat him too, 111 warrant him. [^de. 
^ Haz, I was not bred to Merchandizing, Sir, nor da iat 
tend to follow the drudgery of Trading. _> 

DulL Men of Fortune leldom travel hither. Sir, to. fee 
Fafliions. ' . ^ ^ 

Tim, Why, Brother, it may be the Gentleman has a 
mind to be a Planter ; will you hire your felf to make a 
Crop of Tobacco this Year ? 

lioz, I was not bom to work. Sir. 

Tim, Not work. Sir ! Zoors, your Betters have workt. 
Sir. I have workt my felf. Sir, both fet and ftript To- 
bacco^ (pr all I am of the honourable CounciL Not 

work 
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work quoth a ! — I fuppofe, Sir^ you wear your FortuQe 
upon your Back, Sir ? 

Haz. Is it your Cullom here, Sir, to afiront Strangers^ 
I ihall expedl Satisfadlion. yiife^ 

Tim, Why, does any body here owe you any thing r ; 

Dull, No, unlefs he means to be paid for drinking 
with us,— ha, ha, ha. 

H4U. No, Sir, I have Money to pay for what I drinkt: 
Jbere^s my Chib, my Gtiinea, [Flings dowm a Guinea^ 
I fcom to be oblig'd to fuch Scoundrels. 

Boom, Hum—- — <:all Men of Honour Scoundrels. - 

[/^isf m huff, 

Tim, Let him alone, let him alone^ Brother; how 
(hould he learn Manners? he never was xvi VirginU%'\i^' 
fore. 
■ DuH, He's fome Covent-Garden Bully. 

Tim, Or fome broken Citizen turned Fa^r. 

HoM, Sir, you lye, and you are a RafcaL . ^ 

[Flings the Brandy in his Face, 

Tim, Adz zoors he has fpil'd all the Brandy. 

[Tmi. runs behind the Door^ Dull mmd 
Booz. /Irike Hazard. < 

• HoM. I underiland no Cudgel-play, but wear a Sword 
to rieht myfelf. \Dra7as, ik^ run off, 

' Flirt, Good Heavens ! what, quareUing in my Hoofe ? 

Haz, Do the Perfons of Quality in this Coutitry treat 
Str^ger^thus? / 

Flirt, Alas, Sir, 'tis a familiar way they have, Sfar. 
■ lias, Vm glad I know it. — Pray, Madaim, can you in- 
form one how I may be fumiih'd widi a Horfe and a 
Guide to Madam Surelov^s? 

>'FU'rt, A mod accomplilh'd Lady, and my very good 
Friend, you ihall be immediately— [Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Wcllman, Downright, Dunce, Whimfey, Whiff, 

and others, 

WelL Come, Mr. Dunce^ tho you are no Counfellor, 
yet your Counfel may be good in time of Neceffity, as 
now. 

Dun, If I may be worthy Advice, I do not look upon 
our Danger to be fo great from the Indians, as from 
young Bacon, whom the People have nick-nam'd Fright* 
all. 

Whim, Ay, ay, that lame Bacon, I would he were 
well haiu^d : i am afraid that under the pretence of 
killing all the Indians he means to murder us, lie with 
our Wives, and hang up our little Children, and make 
himfelf Lord and King, 

. Whiff. Brother Whimfey, not fo hot ; with leave of the 
honourable Board, my Wife is of opinion, that Bacon 
came feafonably to our Aid, and what he has done was 
foe our Defence, the Indians came down upon us, and 
raviih'd us all, Men, Women, and Children. 

WeU, If thefe Grievances were not redrefl, we had our 
Reafons for it ; it was not that we were infenfible. Cap- 
tain Whiff, of what we fuffer'd from the Infolence of the 
Indians ; but all knew what we mud expedl from Bacon, 
if that by lawful Authority he had arrived to fo great a 
Command as General ; nor would we be hufit out of our 
CommifTions. 

Down, 'Tis mod certain that Bacon did not demand a 
Cammidion out of a defign of ferving us, but to iatisfy 
his Ambition and his Love ; it being no fecret that he 
pafTionately admires the Indian Queen, and under the 
pretext of a War, intends to kill the King her Husband, 
edablidi himfelf in her Heart, and on all occafions make 
himfelf a more fonnidable Enemy than the Indians 
are 

Whim, Nay, nay, 1 ever forefaw he would prove a 
Villain. 

Whiff, 
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Whiff. Nay, and he be thereabout, my Nancy (hall 
have no more to do %vith htm, 

WelL But Gentlemaa, the People daily flock to him, 
for that his Anny is too confiderable for us to op^ofc by 
any thing but Policy. 

Down, We are fenfible, Gentlemen, that our Fortunes, 
our Honours, and our Lives are at (lake ; and therefore 
you arecall'd together to confult what's to be done in this 
Grand Affair, till our Govemour and Forces arrive from 
England: the Truce he made vnth the Indians will be 
out to morrow. 

Whiff, Ay, and then he intends to have another bout 
wkh the Indians, Let's have patience, I fay, till he has 
tbrumb'd their Jackets, and then to work with your Poli*-' 
tibks as foon as you pleafe. 

iDffwn, Colonel Wellman hasanfwer'd that point, good 
Captain Whiff \ 'tis the Event of this Battel we ou^t to. 
dx^Ki ; and if won or loft, will be equally fatal for lis, 
either from the Indians or from Bacon, 

- Dunce, With the Pcrmifiion of the honourable Board, 
I Ihink 1 have hit upon an Expedient that may prevent 
this Battel : your Honours (hall write a Letter to Bacan^ 
wfafire you (hall acknowledge his Services, invite him kind- 
ly Isome, and offer him a ComifTion for General — 

JVhiff', Juft my Nancy^t Counfel Dr. Dunce has 

fpoken like a Chenibin, he (hall have my Voice for Ge«' 
ntral ; what fay you, Brother J^^x^^r/ . > 

'J)own„ I fay he is a Nobk F^dlow, and (it for a Gc^ 
neral. 

iDunce, But conceive me right, Gentlemen ; as fbonas 
he (hall have rendered himfelf, feize him, and firike off 
hisfHead at the Fort 

Whiff, Hum I his Head Brother. - ; . . 

Whim, Ay,, ay, Dx. Dunce fpeaks like a Chenibin. / 

Weli. . Mr.' Dunces your GouaOel inextccmuty, I itohfhfs,! : 
is not. iaifiif^;] but: J' (hould > he lothi la • dead diflionouitiibly : 
with any Man. 

Dovnk\ HisCrimes deforce lt>eath^ hvaXife J8 fovfekdd 
by Law, but (hall never be taken by my confentub^ 
Treachery : If by any Stratagem we could take him ahve, 

\V»A J' and 
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and either fend him for England to receive there his Pu- 
nifhment, or keep him Prifoner here till the Govemoitr 
arrive, I (hould agree to it ; but I queflion his coming 
in upon our Invitation. 

Dun, Leave that to me. 

Whim, Come, TU warrant him, the Rogue's as ftoot 
as Hictor, he fears neither Heaven nor HeU. 

Down, He's too brave and bold to refufe our Sum- 
mons, and I am for fending him for England^ and 
leaving him to the King's Mercy. 

Dun. In that youll find more difficulty, Sir ; to take 
him off here will be more quick and fudden : for the 
People woHhip him. 

Well. Ill never yield to so ungenerous an Expedient 
The feizing him I am content in the Extremity wherein 
we are to follow. What fay you. Colonel Downright t 
(hall we fend him a Letter now, while this two days 
Truce lads, between him and the Indians f 

Down, I approve it. 

All, And I, and I, and I. 

Dun, If your Honours pleafe to make me the Mef- 
fenger. 111 ufe some Arguments of my own to prevail 
with him. 

Well, You fay well, Mr. Dunce, and weTl difpatch 
you prefently. [Ex. Well. Down, and all but 

Whim. Whiflf and Dunce. 

Whiff, Ah, Dodlor, if you could but have perfuaded Co- 
lonel Wellman and Colonel Downright to have hanged 
him 

Whim, Why, Brother Whiff, you were for making him 
a General but now. 

Whiff, The Counfels of wife States-men, Brother 
Whimfey, mud change as Caufes do, d'ye fee. 

Dan, Your Honours are in the right ; and whatever 
thofe two leading Counfellors fay, they would be glad if 
Bacon were difpatch'd : but the punAilio of Honour is 
fuch a thing. 

Whim, Honour, a Pox on't ; what is that Honour that 
keeps fuch a bufUe in the World, yet never did good as I 
heard of? 

Dun, 
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Dtm. Why, lis a fooliih word only, tdoen up by greeet 
Men, bat nuiely pxa6Us'd.-^But if you woti'd be great 
Hen indee d ■ ■ 

IVAi/^. If he wou'd, Do6lor, name, name the way. 

Dun. Why, you command each of you a Company — 
^wbibi Bacffm comes from the Camp, as I am fure he will, 
(and full of this filly thing call'd Honour, will come un- 
guarded too) lay fome of your Men in Ambuih along 
thofe Ditches by the Sa/ana, about a Mile from the Town-; 
and as he comes by, feize him, and hang him up upon 
tbenextTrea 

WJUff. Hum— hang him ! a rare Plot 

Whim. Hang him ! weTl do't, well dot, Sir, anil 

I doubt not but to be made General for the Adlion-*-^ 
ni take it all upon my felf. {^Afidi. 

Dun. If you refolve upon this, you mud about in- 

Aantiy ^Thus I fhaO at once ferve my Country, ailfl 

revenge my felf on the Rafcal for affronting my Digniiy 
once at the Council-Table, by calling me Farrier. \Ex. Dr. 

Whiff, Do you know. Brother, what we are to do? 

Whim. To do \ yes, to hang a General, Brother, that's 

Whiff All ! but is it lawful to hang any General ? - 
Whim. Lawful^ yes, that 'tis lawful to hang any Ge- 
neral that fights againU Law. ' > ^ 
Whiff. But in what he has done, he has ferv'd the 
King and our Country, and preferv'd our Lives and For- 



Whim, That's all one. Brother; if there be but a Quiilc 
m the Law offended in this Cafe, tho he fought lilSo A- 
Uxander, and preferv'd the whole World from Perdition, 
yet if he did it againft Law, 'tis lawful to hang him ; 
why what. Brother, is it fit that every impudent FelloW 
that laretends to a little Honour, Loyaltv, and Courage, 
ihould ferve his King and Countiy againft the Law ? no, 
nOy Brother, thefe £ings are not to be fuffer'd in a ci^l 

Government by Law eltablilh'd, wherefore lef s aboUt 

it [Extunt. 
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SCENE III. Surelove'^ Hou/e. 

Enter Ranter and her Coachman, 

Ran, Here, Jeffery^ ye drunken Dog, fet your Coach 
and Horfes up, Til not go till the cool of the Evening, 1 
love to ride in Frefco, 

Enter a Boy, 

Coach, Yes, after hard drinking — \AJlde^ It (hall 
be done, Madam. 

Ran, How now, Boy, is Madam Surelove at home ? 

Boy, Yes, Madam. 

Ran, Go tell her I am here, Sirrah, 

Boy, Who are you pray forfooth ? 

Ran, Why, you Son of a Baboon don't you know me ? 

Boy, No, Madam, I came over but in the lad Ship. 

Ran, What, from Newgate or Btidewelf from move- 
ing the Tumbler, Sirrah, lifting or filing the Cly ? 

Boy, I don't underftand this Country Language, for- 
footh, yet. 

Ran, You Rogue, 'tis what we tranfport from England 

firft go, ye Dog, go tell your Lady the Widow Ran^ 

ter is come to dine with he r \ Exit Boy.] I hope I 
(hall not find that Rogue Daring here fniveling after Mrs. 
Chrifante: If I do, by the Lord I'll lay him thick. Pox 
on him why (hou'd I love the Dog, unlefs it be a Judg- 
ment upon me. 

Enter Surelove and Chrifante. 
My dear Jewel, how do'ft do ? as for you Gen- 
tlewoman, you are my Rival, and I am in Rancour a- 
gainft you till you have rcnounc'd my Daring, 

Chrif, All the Interell I have in him. Madam, I re- 
fign to you. 

Ran, Ay, but your Hbufe lying fo near the Camp, 

gives me mortal Fears but prithee how thrives thy A- 

mour with honeft Friendly f 

Chrif, As well as an Amour can that isabfolutely forbid 
by a Father on one fide, and purfued by a good Refolu* 
tion on the other. 

Ran. 
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Ran. Hay Gad, Til warrant for Friendly^ Refolution, 
what tho his Fortune be not anfwerable to yours, we are 

bound to help one another, Here, Boy, fome Pipes 

and a Bowl of Punch ; you know my Humour, Madam, 
I mull fmoak and drink in a Morning, or I am maukifli 
all day. 

Sure, But will vou drink Punch in a Morning ? 

Ran, Punch ! tis my Morning's Draught, my Table- 
dxink, my Treat, my Regalio, my every thing ; ah my 
dear Surelove, if thou wou'd but refrelh and cheer thy 
Heart with Punch in a Morning, thou wou'dil not look 
thus cloudy all the day. 

Enter Pipes and a great Bowljjhe falls tofmoaking. 

Sure, I have reaion, Madam, to be melancholy, I 
have receiv'd a Letter from my Husband, who gives me 
an account that he is worfe in England than when he was 
here^ fo that I fear I fhall fee him no more, the Dodlors 
can do no good on him. 

Ran. A very good hearing. I wonder what the Devil 
thou hail done with him fo long ? an old fufly weather- 
beaten Skeleton, as dried as Stock-fiih, and much of the 
Hue. — Come, come, here's to the next, may he be 
young, Heaven, I befeech thee. [Drinks, 

Sure. You have reafon to praife an old Man, who 
d/d and left you worth fifty thoufand Pounds. 

Ran. Ay, Gad and what's better. Sweat-heart, d/d 

in good time too, and left me young enough to fpend 

this fifty thoufand Pounds in better Company reft 

his Soul for that too. 

Chrif. I doubt 'twill be all laid out in Bacon*s mad 
Lieutenant General Daring, 

Ran, Faith, I think I could lend it the Rogue on good 
Security. 

Chrif. What's that, to be bound Body for Body? 

Ran. Rather than he fhould love no body's Body be- 
fides my own ; but my fortune is too good to truft the 
R(^e, my Money makes me an InfideL 

Chrif. You think they all love you for that 

F 2 Rati. 
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Ran, For that, ay, what elfe ? if it were not for thia^ 
I might (It dill and figh, and cry out, a Miracle ! a Mi- 
racle ! at fight of a Man within my Doors. 

Enter Maid, 

Maid, Madam, here's a young Gentleman without 
wou*d fpeak with you. 

Sure, With me ? fure thou'rt miflaken ; is it not 
Friendly f 

Maid, No, Madam, 'tis a Stranger. 

Ran, 'Tis not Darings that Rogue, is it ? 

Maid, No, Madam. 

Ran, Is he handfome ? does he look like a Gentlemiud ? 

Maid, He's handfome, and feems a Gentleman. 

Ran, Bring him in then, I hate a Converfation wlth^ 
out a Fellow, — ^hah, — a good handfome Lad indeed. 
Enter Hazard with a Letter, 

Sure, With me. Sir, would you fpeak ? 

Has, If you are Madam Surelove, 

Sure. So I am call'd 

Haz, Madam, I am newly arriv'd from En^^landy and 

from your Husband my Kinfman bring you this. — ^ 

[Gives a Letier., 

Ran, Pleafe you to fit, Sir. 

Haz, She's extremely handfome. [Afide—Jits ddwn! 

Ran, Come, Sir, will you fmoke a Pipe ? 

Haz. I never do. Madam. 
. Ran, Oh fie upon't, you mufl learn then, we all fmofcii^ 

k^rp, 'tis a part of good Breeding. Well, wiell, whali 

Cargo, what Goods have ye? any Points, Lace, rick 
Stuffs, Jewels ; if you have, I'll be your Chafferet, 1 
live hard by, any body will dire<f\ you to the Wia6w 



Ranter's. ^ 
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^ Haz, I have already heard of you, Madam. 
Ran, Whsdy you are like all the young Fellows, jStip^ 

fibcd thing they do when they come to a (Irange Place, ii 

to enquire what Fortunes there are. \ 

Haz. Madam, I had no fuch Ambition. . .. ,/ 

Rfin. Gad, than you're a Fool> Sir; but, CQiti^^tiiy 

fervice to you ; we rich Widows are the beft Comnlooity 
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this Country afifords, 111 tell you that [This while flu 

reads the Letter, 

Sure. Sir, my Husband has recommended you here in 
a mod particular manner, by which I do not only find 
the efleem he has for you, but the defu-e he has of 
gaining you mine, which on a double fcore I render you^ 
niil for his fake, next for thofe Merits that appear in your 
felC 

Hat, Madam, the endeavours of my Life ihall be to 
exprefs my Gratitude for this great Bounty. 

Enter Maid, 

Maid, Madam, Mr. Friendly^ here. 

Sure, Bring him in. 

Hax, Friendly / 1 had a dear Friend of that name, 

who I hear is in thefe Parts. Pray Heaven it be he. 

Ran, How now, Charles, 

Enter Friendly. 

Friend. Madam, your Servant Hah ! fliould not I 

know you for my dear friend Hazard. [Embracing him. 

Has, Or you're to blame, my Friendly. 

Friend, Prithee what calm brought thee afhore ? 

HaM. Fortune de la guerre, but prithee ask me no Quef- 
tions in fo good Company, where a Minute lofl from this 
Converfation is a Misfortune not to be retrieved. 

Friend Doft Uke her, Rogue {Softly afide. 

Has, Like her ! have I fight, or fenfe f Why, I 

ajdore her. 

. Friend, Mrs. Chri/ante, I heard your Father would not 
be here to day, which made me fnatch this opportunity of 
feeing you. 

Ran. Come, come, a Pox of this whining Love, it 
4>ond good Company. 

Friend. You know, my dear Friend, thefe Opportuni- 
ties come but feldom, and therefore I mud make ufe of 
tbem. 

Ran. Come, come. 111 give you a better Opportunity 
at my Houfe to morrow, we are to eat a Buffalo there, 
a^4 111 fecure the old Gentleman from coming. 
' friend. Then I fhall fee Chri/ante once more before 

^ F 3 Chrif. 
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Chrif, Go — Heavens— whither, my Friendly t 

Friend. I have received a CommifTion to go againfl 
the Indians^ Bacon being fent for home. 

Ran, But will he come when fent for ? 

friend. If he refufe we are to endeavour to force him. 

Chrif, I do not think he will be forc'd, not even by 
Friendly, 

Friend, And faith it goes againil my Confcience to lift 
my Sword againfl him, for he is truly brave, and what 
he has done, a Service to the Country, had it but been 
by Authority. 

Chrif, Wliat pity 'tis there (hould be fuch falfe Maxims 
in the World, that noble Adlions, howewer great, mtift 
be criminal for want of a Law to authorife 'em. 

Friend, Indeed 'tis pity that when Laws are faulty they 
fhould not be mended or abolifh'd. 

Ran, Hark ye, Charles, by Heaven if you kill my 
Daring 111 piftol yoiL 

Friend, No, Widow, I'll fpare him for your fake. 

Haz, Oh fhe's all divine, and all the Breath (he utters 
ferves but to blow my Flame. 

Enter Maid, 

Maid, Madam, Dinner's on the Table 

Sure, Pleafe you. Sir, to walk in — come, Mr. Friendly, 

\She takes Hazard. 

Ran. Prithee good Wench bring in the Fimch-BowL 

[Exeunt. 
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A C T II. S C E N E I, 

A Pavilion. 

Di/covers the Indian King and Q^een fitii9ig in Staie, 
nvith Guards of \xi^\2^%j Men and Women attending: 
To them Bacon richly dref^d^ attended by Daring', 
Fearlefs and other Officers ; he bows to the King and 
Queefiy who rife to receive him. 

^^S' T A^^ fo"y> Sir, we meet upon thefe Terms, we 
X who fo often have embraced as Friends. 

Bae. How charming is the Queen ! [AJide.] War, 
Sir, is not my Bufinefs nor my Pleafure : Nor was I bred 
ia Arms, my Country's Good has forc'd me to affume a 
Soldier's Life ; and 'tis with much regret that I employ 
the firft Effedls of it againfl my Friends : yet whiUl I 
may — whiUl this CeiTation lads, I beg we may exchange 
thofe Fnendfhips, Sir, we have fo often paid in happier 
Peace, 

King. For your part, Sir, you've been fo noble, that I 
repent the fatal Difference that makes us meet in Arms. 
Yet tho I'm young, Pm fenfible of Injuries ; and oft 
have heard my^ Granddre fay, That we were Monarchs 
oiM» of all this fpacious World, till you, an unknown 
People, landing here, diftrefs'd and ruin'd by de(lru<flive 
Storms, abufing all our charitable Hofpitality, ufurp'd our 
Right, and made your Friends your Slaves. 

iac. I will not iuftify the Ingratitude of my Fore-fa- 
thers, but finding here my Inheritance, I am rcfolv'd dill 
to maintain it lo, and by my Sword which firft cut out 
my Portion, defend each Inch of Land, with my laft 
dn>p of Blood. 

Queen. Even his Threats have thofe Charms that pleafe 
the Heart. [AJlde. 

King. Come, Sir, let this ungrateful Theme alone, 
which is better difputcd in the Field. 

f ■ F 4 Queen, 
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Queen, Is it impoffible there might be wrought an un- 
derilanding betwixt my Lord and you ? 'Twas to that end 
I firil defired this Truce, my felf propofmg to be Media- 
tor, to which my Lord Cavernio fhall agree, could you 

but condefcend 1 know you are noble : And I have 

heard you fay our tender Sex could never plead in vain. 

Bac. Alas I I dare not truft your pleading, Madam : 
a few foft Words from fuch a charming Mouth would lay 
me a Conqueror at your Feet, as a Sacrifice for all the I^ 
he has done you. 

Queen, How (Irangely I am pleas'd.to hear him talk. 

[Afidi. 

King, Semertiia fee, the Dancers do appear ; 
Sir, will you take your Seat ? \To Bacon. 

{He leads the Queen to a Seat, they fit and talk, 

Bac, Curfe on his Sports that interrupted me, my very 
Soul was hovering at my Lip, ready to have difcover'd aU 
its Secrets. But oh ! I dread to tell her of my pain, and 
when I wou'd an awful trembling feizes me, and (he can 
only from my dying Eyes read aU the Sentiments of my 
captive Heart \Sits down^ the reft wait. 

^«/rr Indians that dance Anticks: After the Dana 
the Kingftems in diftourfe with Bacon, tht Queen 
rifts and comes forth. 

Queen, The more I gaze upon this Engliflt Stranger, 
the more Confufion (Iniggles in my Soul: Oft I have 
heard of Love, and oft this Gallant Man (when Peace 
had made him oay his idle Vifits) has told a thoufand 
Tales of dying Maids ; and ever when he fpoke, my 

Cing Heart, with a prophetick Fear in Sighs reply*d, I 
fsdl a Vidtim to his Eyes. 

Enter an Indian. 
Indian, Sir, here's a Meffenger from the Engltfli Coim- 
cil defires admittance to the General. {To the King, 

Bac, With your Permiffion he may advance. 

{To the King, 
Re-enter Indian with Dunce. A Letter, 
Dun, All Health and Happinefs attend your Honour, 
this from the honourable Council {Gives him a Letter, 

King, 
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King, 111 leave you till you have difpatch'd the MefTen- 
yer, and then expe^l your prefence in the Royal Tent. 

\ExeufU Kingy QueeUy and Indians. 
Bac, Lieutenant, read the Letter. [ To Daring. 

Daring reads. 

SIR, the nectjjity of what you have <UUd tnakes it 
pardonable, and we could wijh we had done the 
Country and our /elves fo much yujlice as to have given 
you that Commijfion you defired, — l^e now find it rea/ona- 
hie to raije more Forces^ to oppofe the/e Infolences, which 
Pojibly yours may be too weai to accomplijh, to which 
end tie Couticil is ordered to meet this Evening, and de- 
firing you will cotne and take your place there, and be 
pUa^d to accept from us a Commifiion to command 

in Chief in this War, Therefore fend thofe Soldiers 

under your Command to their refpective Houfes, and hafte 
Sir to your affe^ionate Friends 

Fear, Sir, I fear the Hearts and Pen did not agree 
when this was writ 

Dar, A plaeue upon their fhallow Politicks I Do they 
think to play the old Game twice with us? 

Bac, Away, you wrong the Council, who of thera- 
iehres are honourable Gentlemen ; but the bafe coward 
Fear of fome of them, puts the refl on tricks that fuit not 
with their Nature. 

- Dun, Sir, 'tis for noble ends you are fent for, and for 
'your fafety 111 engage my Life. 

Dar, By Heaven and fo you fliall ; and pay it too 

with all the reft of your wife-headed Council. 

Bac, Your Zeal is too officious now; I fee no Trea- 
chery, and can fear no Danger. 

Didn, Treachery! now Heavens forbid, are we not 
Chriflians, Sir, all Friends and Countrymen ? believe me. 
Sir, 'tis Honour calls you to increafe your Fame, and he 
who would dinUade you is your Enemy. 

Dar, Go cant, Sir, to the Rabble — for us^ we know 
you. 

9 Vol. IV. F 5 Bac, 
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Bac, You wrong me when you but fufpe<fl for me ; 
let him that adls diflionourably fear. My innocence and 
my good Sword's my Guard. 

Dar, If you refolve to go, we will attend you. 

Bac. What go like an invader ! No, Darings the In- 
vitation's friendly, and as a Friend attended only by my 
menial Servants, Til wait upon the Council, that they 
may fee that when I could command it, I came an hum- 
ble Suppliant for their Favour. ^You may return, and 

tell 'em 111 attend. 

Dun, I kifs your Honour's Hands {Goes out, 

Dar, 'S death, will you truft the faithlefs Council, Sir, 
who have fo long held you in hand with Promifes, that 
Curfe of States-men, that unlucky Vice that renders even 
Nobility defpil'd ? 

Bac, Perhaps the Council thought me too afpiring, and 
would not add Wings to my ambitious Flight. 

Dar, A pox of their confidering Caps, and now they 
find that you can foar alone, they fend for you to nip 
your fpreading Wings. 
Now by my Soul, you (hall not go alone 

Bac, Forbear, left I fufpe<5l you for a Mutineer; I am 
refolv'd to go. 

Fear. What, and send your Army home? a pretty 
fetch. 

Dar, By Heaven, we'll not disband, not till we fee 
how fairly you are dealt with : If you have a Commiilion 
to be General, here we are ready to receive new Orders : 
If not, we'll ring them fuch a thundring Peal (hall beat 
the Town about their treacherous Ears. 

Bac. I do conunand you not to ftir a Man, till you're 

inform'd how I am treated by 'em. ^leave me all 

[Exeunt Officers. 
While Bacon reads the Letter again^ to him the 
Indian Queen with Women waiting. 

Queen, Now while my Lord's afleep in his Pavilion, 
111 try my Power with the General for an Accommoda- 
tion of a Peace : The very dreams of War fright my foft 
Slumbers that us'd to be emplo/d in kinder Bufmefs. 

Bac, 
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Bac Ha ! — ^the Queen — what Happinefs is this prefents 
it felf which all my Induilry could never gain ? 

QjiueHy Sir \A0froaching him, 

Bac. Preft with the great extremes of Joy and Fear, I 
trembling fland, unable to approach her. 

Q^ten, I hope you will not think it Fear in me, tho 
timorous as a Dove by nature fram'd : Not that my Lord, 
whofe Youth's unskUl'd in War, can either doubt his 
Courage, or his Forces, that makes me feek a Reconci- 
liation on any honourable Terms of Peace. 

Bac, Ah Madam ! if you knew how abfolutely you 
command my Fate, I fear but little Honour would be left 
me, fince whatfoe'er you ask me I (hould grant. 

Qftun, Indeed I would not ask your Honour, Sir, that 
renders you too brave in my elleem. Nor can I think 
that you would part with that No not to fave your 
Life. 

Bac, I would do more to ferve your leaA commands 
than part with trivial Life. 

Queen, Blefs me, Sir, how came I by fuch a Power ? 

Bac, The Gods and Nature gave it you in your Crea- 
tion, form'd with all the Charms that ever graced your 
Sex. 

Q^een, Is't poifible ? am I fo beautiful ? 

Bac, As Heaven, or Angels there. 

Queen, Suppofmg this, how can my Beauty make you 
{0 obliging } 

Bac, Beauty has (Ull a Power over great Souls, and 
from the moment I beheld your Eyes, my Aubbom Heart 
nielted to compliance, and from a nature rough and tur- 
bulent, grew foft and gentle as the God of Love. 

Queen, The God of Love ! what is the God of Love ? 

Bac, Tis a refiftlefs Fire, that's kindled thus — at every 

(Takes her by the Hand and gazes on her, 
^ rom fuch fine Eyes, from fuch balhful 

Looks, and fuch foft Touches it makes us figh, 

and pant as I do now, and (lops the breath when e'er we 
^peaK of Pain. 

Queen, Alas, for me if this fhould be Love ! [Aftde. 

Bac. 
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Bac, It makes us tremble when we touch the fair one ; 
and all the Blood runs (hivering thro the Veins, the Heart's 
furrounded with a feeble Languifhment, the Eyes are dy- 
ing, and the Cheeks are pale, the Tongue is faJtring, and 
the Body fainting. 

Queen, Then I'm undone, and all I feel is Love. \Afide, 
If Love be catching, Sir, by Looks and Touches, let us 
at diftance parley — or rather let me fly, for within view 
is too near \Afidi. 

Bac, Ah ! (he retires difpleas'd I fear with my pre- 

fumptuous Love, Oh pardon, faired Creature. 

\^Kneels. 

Queen, HI talk no more, our Words exchange our 
Souls, and every Look fades all my blooming Honour, 
like Sun-beams on unguarded Rofes — Take all our King- 
doms — make our People Slaves, and let me fall beneam 
your conquering Sword : but never let me hear you talk 
again, or gaze upon your Eyes. \G0e5 out 

Bac, She loves ! by Heaven (he loves ! and has not 
Art enough to hide her Flame, tho (he have cruel Honour 
to fupprels it. However Til purfue her to the Banquet. 

[ExU, 

S C E N E 1 1. The Widow Ranter .? Hall. 

Enter Surelove fat^d by two Negroes^ followed by 

Hazard. 

Sure. This Madam Ranter \s fo prodigious a Treater — 
oh ! I hate a Room that fmells of a great Dinner, and 
what's worfe a defert of Punch and Tobacco — what ! are 
you taking leave fo foon, Coufm ? 

Has, Yes Madam, but 'tis not fit I (hould let you 

know with what regret I go, but Bufinefs will be 

obe/d. 

Sure, Some Letters to difpatch to Englijh Ladies you 
have left behind come, Coufin, confels. 

Haz, I own I much admire the Englijh Beauties but 
never yet have put their Fetters on. 

Sure, Never in love ! oh then you have plcafure to 
come. 

Has, 
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Haa, Rather a Pain when there's no Hope attends it. 

Sure, Oh fuch Difeafes quickly cure themfelves. 

Haz, I do not wifh to find it fo ; for even in Pain I 
find a Pleafure too. 

Sure, You are infe^d then, and come abroad for 
Cure. 

Has, Rather to receive ray Wounds, Madam. 

Sure, Ahieady Sir, — whoe'er (he be, (he made good 
haile to conquer, we have few here boafl that Dexte- 
rity. 

Haz, What think you of Chri/ante^ Madam ? 

Sure, I mud confefs your Love and your Defpair are 
there plac'd right, of which I am not fond of being made 
a Confident, fmce I am afTur'd (he can love none but 
Friendly, [Coldly, 

Haz, Let her love on as long as Life (hall laft, let 
Friendly take her, and the Univerfe, fo I had my next 

wifh \Sighs, 

Madam, it is your felf that I adore 1 fhould not be 

fo vain to tell you this, but that I know you have found 
the Secret out already from my Sighs. 

Sure, Forbear Sir, and know me for your Kinfman's 
Wife, and no more. 

Haz, Be fcomful as you pleafe, rail at my Paflion, and 
refufe to hear it ; yet 111 love on, and hope in fjpite of 
you ; my Flame fhall be fo conflant and submiffive, it 
ihall compel your Heart to fome return. 

Sure, You're very confident of your Power I perceive ; 
but if you chance to find your felf miflaken, fay your 
Opinion and your Affe<flation were mifapply'd, and not 
that I was cruel. yEx, Surelove. 

Haz, Whate'er denials dwell upon your Tongue, 
yotu: Eyes afTure me that your Heart is tender. [Goes out. 

Enter the Bagpiper^ playing before a great Bowl of Punchy 
carry d between two Negroes j a Highlander dancing 
after it ; the Widow Ranter led fy Timorous ; Chn- 
fante by DuUman; Mrs, Flirt ««// Friendly, all dancing 
after it ; they place it on the Table, 
Dull, This is like the noble Widow all over i'faith. 

Tim, 
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Tim, Ay, ay, the Widow's Health in a full Ladle, Ma- 
jor. [Drinks, 

But a Pox on*t what made that young Fellow here, 

that affronted us yefterday, Major ? 

[ While they drink about. 

Dull, Some damned Sharper that would lay his Knife 
aboard your Widow, Cornet. 

Tim, Zoors, if I thought fo, Td arreft him for Salt 
and Battery, lay him in Prifon for a fwinging Fine, and 
take no Bail. 

Dull, Nay, had it not been before my Miftrefs here, 
Mrs. Chrifante^ I hadfwinged him for Yefterda/s Affront; 

ah my fweet Miftrefs Chri/ante if you did but 

know what a power you have over me 

Chrif, Oh you're a great Courtier, Major. 

Dull, Would I were any thing for your fake. Ma- 
dam. 

Ran, Thou art anything, but what thou fhouldfl be ; 
prithee Major leave off being an old Buffoon, that is, a 
Lover tum'd ridiculous by Age, confider thy felf a mere 

rouling Tun of Nants, a walking Chimney, ever 

fmoaking with nafty Mundungus, and then thou haA a 
Countenance like an old worm-eaten Cheefe. 

Dull, Well, Widow, you will joke, ha, ha, ha — 

Tim, Gad' Zoors fhe's pure company, ha, ha 

Dull. No matter for my Countenance, — CoL Dawn^ 
right likes my Eftate, and is refolved to have it a match. 

Friend, Dear Widow, take off your damned Major, for 
if he fpeak another word to Chri/ante, I fhall be put paft 
all my patience, and fall foul upon him. 

Ran, S'life not for the world Major I bar Love- 
making within my Territories, 'tis inconfiftent with the 
Punch-Bowl, if youl drink do, if not be gone. 

Tim, Nay, Gad's Zooks, if you enter me at the Punch- 
Bowl you enter me in Politicks well, 'tis the beft 

Drink in Chriftendom for a Statefman. 

They drink about the Bagpipe playing. 

Ran, Come, now you fhall fee what my High-land Va- 
let can do. [A Scotch Dance, 

Dull. 
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DulL So 1 fee let the World go which way it will, 

Widow, you are refolv'd for mirth, — ^but come — to the 
converfation of the Times. 

Ran, The Times ! why what a Devil ails the Times ? 
I fee nothing in the Times but a Company of Coxcombs 
that fear without a Caufe. 

Tim, But if these Fears were laid, and Bacon were 
hanged, I look upon Virginia to be the happiefl part of 

the World, gads zoors, why there's England 'tis 

nothing to't, 1 was in England about fix Years ago, 

and was (hewed the Court of Aldermen, fome were nod- 
ding, fome faying nothing, and others very little to pur- 
pofe ; but how could it be other^vife, for they had neither 
Bowl of Punch, Bottles of Wine or Tobacco before 'em, 
to put Life and Soul into 'em as we have here : then for 
the young Gentlemen — their farthefl Travels is to France 
or Italy y they never come hither. 

Dull. The more's the pity by my troth. [Drinks. 

Tim. Where they learn to fwear Mor-blew, Mor-dee — 

Frien. And tell you how much bigger the Louvre is 
than Whitehall ; buy a fuit a-la-mode, get a fwinging 
Clap of fome French Marquife, fpend all their Money, 
and return jufl as they went. 

Dull. For the old Fellows, their bufinefs is Ufury, Ex- 
tortion, and undermining young Heirs. 

Tim. Then for young Merchants, their Exchange is the 
Tavern, their Ware-houfe the Play-houfe, and their Bills 
of Exchange Billet-Douxs, where to fup with their Wenches 
at the other end of the Town, — now judge you what a 
condition poor England is in : for my part I look upon it 
as a lofl Nation gads zoors. 

Dull. I have confidered it, and have found a way to 
fave all yet. 

Tim, As how I pray ? 

Dull, As thus ; we have Men here of great Experience 

and Ability now I would have as many fent into Eng-^ 

landf as would fupplv all Places and Offices, both Civil 
and Military, d'ye lee ; their young Gentry fhould all 
travel hither for breeding, and to learn the myfleries of 
State. 

Friend, 
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V 

Frien, As for the old covetous Fellows, I would have 
the Tradefmen get in their Debts, break and turn Troo- 
pers. 

Tim, And they'd be foon weary of Extortion gad 
zoors. 

Dull, Then for the young Merchants, there fhould be 
a Law made, none fhould go beyond Ludgate, 

Frien, You have found out the only way to prefcrve 
that great Kiiigdom. 

Tim, Well, gad zoors 'tis a fine thing to be a good 
Statefman. 

Frien, Ay Comet, which had never been had you (laid 
in Old England, 

Dull, Why Sir, we were fomebody in England, 

Frien, So I heard, Major. 

Dull, You heard Sir ! what have you heard ? he's a 

Kidnapper that fays he heard any thing of me and 

fo my (ervice to you. 111 fue you. Sir, for fpoiling 

my Marriage here by your Scandals with Mrs. Chri/ante: 
but that fhan't do. Sir, 111 marry her for all that, and 
he's a Rafcal that denies it. 

Frien, S'death you lye Sir — I do. 

Tim, Gad zoors Sir, lye to a Privy-Counfellor, a Major 
of Horfe ! Brother this is an Affront to our Dignities : 
draw and I'll fide with you. 

[ They both draw on Friendly, the Ladies run qffi 

Frien, If I difdain to draw, 'tis not that I fear your bafe 
and cowardly Force, but for the refpe<5l I bear you as Ma- 
giflrates, and fo I leave you. [Goes out, 

Tim, An arrant Coward gad zoors. 

Dull. A mere Paulfa*oon, and I fcom to drink in his 
Company. [Exeunt, putting up their Swords, 

SCENE III. A Sevana, or large Heath. 

Enter Whimfey, Whiff, and Boozer, with fame Soldiers 

arm^d. 
Whim, Stand — (land and hear the word of Com- 
mand do ye fee yon Cops, and that Ditch that runs 

along Major Dullmatis Plantation ? 

Booz, 
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Boot, We do. 

Whim. Place your Men there, and lie flat on your Bel- 
lies, and when Bacon comes, (if alone) feize him dVe fee. 

Whiff, Obferve the Command now (if alone) for we 
are not for blood-fhed. 

Booz, 111 warrant you for our parts. 

\Exeunt all but Whim and Whiff. 

Whim. Now we have ambufht our Men, let's light our 
Pipes, and fit down and take au encouraging Dram of the 
Bottle. [Pulls a Bottle of Brandy out 

of his Pocket — they fit. 

Whiff Thou art a Knave, and haft emptied half the 
Bottle in thy Leathern Pockets ; but come here's young 
Frightairs Health. 

Whim, What, drink a Man's Health whom ye are go- 
ing to hang ? 

Whiff, 'Tis all one for that, we'll drink his Health 
firfty and hang him afterwards, and thou (halt pledge me 
d'ye fee, and tho 'twere under the Gallows. 

Whim. Thou'rt a Traitor for faying fo, and I defy thee. 

Whiff, Nay fince we are come out like loving Brothers, 
to hang the General, let's not fall out among our felves ; 
and fo here's to you, tho I have no great Maw to this Bu- 
finefs. 

Whim. Prithee Brother Whiff, do not be fo villainous 
a Coward, for I hate a Coward. 

Whiff, Nay 'tis not that ^but my Whiff, my Nancy 

dreamt to night (he saw me hanged. 

Whim, 'Twas a cowardly Dream, think no more on't ; 
but as Dreams are expounded by contraries, thou (halt 
hang the General. 

Whiff, Ay — but he was my Friend, and I owe him at 
this time a hundred Pounds of Tobacco. 

Whim, Nay, then I am fure thou'dft hang him if he 
were thy Brother. 

Whiff But hark 1 think I hear the Neighing of 

Horfes, where (hall we hide our felves ? for if we ftay 
here, we ftiall be mawled damnably. 

[Exeunt both behind a Buffi, peeping. 

Enter 
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Enter Bacon, Fearlefs, and 3 or 4. Footmen, 

Bac, Let the Groom lead the Horfes o'er the Sevana ; 
well walk it on Foot, His not a quarter of a Mile to the 
Town ; and here the Air is cool. 

Fear. The Breezes about this time of the Day begin to 
take wing, and fan refrefhment to the Trees and Flowers. 

Bac. And at thefe Hours how fragrant are the Groves ! 

Fear, The Country's well, were but the people fo. 

Bac, But come lets on — —\TheyPafs to the Entrance, 

Whim, There Boys \The Soldiers come forth 

and fall on Bacon. 

Bac, Hah ! Ambufh 

{Draws^ Fearlefs and Footmen draw, the 
Soldiers after a while fightings take Bacon 
and Fearlefs, having laid ^or 4 dead. 

Whiff, So, fo, he's taken ; now we may venture out 

Whim, But are you fure he's taken ? 

Whiff, Sure I can't you believe your Eyes, come forth; 

I hate a Coward Oh Sir, have we caught your Migh- 

tinefs. 

Bac, Are you the Authors of this valiant A^ ? None 
but fuch villainous Cowards duril have attempted it 

Whim, Stop his railing Tongue. 

Whiff, No, no, let him rail, let him rail now his 
Hands are t/d, ha, ha. Why good General FrightaUy 
what was no body able d'ye think to tame the roaring 
Lyon. 

Bac, You'll be hanged for this. 

Whim, Come, come, away with him to the next Tree. 

Bac. What mean you, Villains ? 

Whiff, Only to hang your Honour a little, that's alL 
We'll teach you, Sir, to ferve your Country againfl Law. 
As they s^o off enter Daring with Soldiers, 

Dar, Hah— my General betra/d ! — this I fufpedled. 
His Men come in, they fall on, releafe Bacon ana Fearlefis, 

and get Swords. Whim'j Party put Whim and Whiff 

before ^em flriking Um as they endeavour to run on 

this fide or that, and forcing *em to bear up, they are 

taken of ter fame fighting. 

Fear, Did not the General tell you Rogues, you'd be 
all hang'd ? Whiff. 
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Whiff. Oh, Nancy, Nancy, how prophetick are thy 
Dreams ! 

Bac, Come lets on 

Dar, S'death what mean you. Sir ? 

Bac. As I defigned to prefent my felf to the 

Council 

Dar, By Heavens we'll follow then to fave you from 
their Treachery, 'twas this that has befallen you that I 
feared, which made me at a diflance follow you. 

Bac, Follow me ftill, but (lill at fuch a diftance as your 
Aids may be afllfling on all occafions. — Fearlefs go back 
and bring your Regiment down ; and Daring, let your 
Sergeant with his Party guard thefe Villains to the Council. 

[Ex. Bac. Dar. and Fearlefs. 

Whiff A Pox on your Worftiip's Plot 

Whim, A Pox of your forwardnefs to come out of the 
Hedge. \Ex, Officers, with Whim, and Whifif. 

SCENE IV. The Council-Table. 

Enter Col, Wellman, Col, Downright, Dullman, Timorous, 
and about /even or eight more /eat them/elves. 

Well, You heard Mr. Dunces opinion. Gentlemen, con- 
cerning Bacof^s coming upon our Invitation. He believes 
he will come, but I rather think, tho he be himfelf un- 
daunted, yet the perfuafions of his two Lieutenant- 
Genei2Xs,Daring2iTia Fearlefs, may prevent him — Colonel, 
have you ordered our Men to be in Arms ? 

Enter a Soldier, 

Down, I have, and the/l attend further order on the 
Sevancu 

Sol, May it pleafe your Honours, Bacon is on his way, 
he comes unattended by any but his Footmen, and Col. 
Fearle/s, 

Down, Who is this Fellow .? 

Well, A Spy I fent to watch Bacon^s Motions. 

Sol. But there is a Company of Soldiers in Ambufh on 
this fide of the Sevana to leize him as he paffes by. 

Well. That's by no order of the Council 

Omnes, 
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Omnes, No, no, no order. 

Well. Nay, 'twere a good defign if true. 

Tim, Gad zoors wou'd I had thought on't for my 
Troop. 

Down, I am for no unfair dealing in any extremity. 
Enter a Mejfenger in hajle. 

Me/, An't pleafe your Honours, the faddefl News 

an Ambufti being laid for Bacon^ they rulh'd out upon 
him on the Sevana^ and after fome fighting took him 
and Fearlefs 

Tim, Is this your fad News zoors wou'd I had a 

hand in't. 

Brag, When on a fudden, Daring and his Party fell 

in upon us, tum'd the tide kill 'd our Men, and took 

Captain Whimfey, and Captain W^ii/^ Prisoners ; the reft 
run away, but Bacon fought like fury. 

Tim, A bloody Fellow ! 

Down, Whim and Whiff? they deferve Death for 
ailing without order. 

Tim, Tm of the Colonel's Opinion, they deferve to 
hang for't. 

Dull, Why, Brother, I thought you had wifh'd that 
the Plot had been yours but now. 

Tim, Ay, but the Cafe is alter'd fmce that, good Bro- 
ther. 

Well, Now he's exafperated paft all hopes of a Recon- 
ciliation. 

Dull, You muft make ufe of the Statefman's Refuge, 
wife DifTimulation. 

Brag, For all this. Sir, he will not believe but that you 
mean honourably, and no Perfuafions could hinder him 
from coming, fo he has difmifs'd all his Soldiers, and is 
entring the Town on foot. 

Well, What pity 'tis a brave Man Ihould be guilty of an 
ill A^lion. 

Brag, But the noife of his danger has fo won the 
Hearts of the Mobile, that they increafe his Train as he 
goes, and follow him in the Town like a Vidlor. 

Well, Go wait his coming.' {Exit Brag. 

He grows too popular and mufl be humbled. 

Tim, 
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Tim. I was ever of your mind, Colonel. 

Well, Ay, right or wrong but what's your Counfel 

now? 

Tim, E'en as it ufed to be, I leave it to wifer Heads. 

Enter Brag. 

Brag, Bacon, Sir, is entring. 

Tim, Gad zoors, wou'd I were fafe in bed. 

Dull. Colonel, keep in your Heat, and treat calmly 
with him. 

Well, I rather wilh you would all follow me, I'd meet 
him at the head of all his noify Rabble, and feize him 
from the Rout. 

Down. What, Men of Authority difpute with Rake- 
hells ! 'tis below us. Sir. 

Tim, To flake our Lives and Fortunes againfl their no- 
thing. 

Enter Bacon, after him the Rabble with Staves and 
Clubs, bringing in Whim, and Whiff bound. 

Well, What means this Infolence ? — What, Mr. Bacon^ 
do you come in Arms ? 

Bac, rd need, Sir, come in Arms, when Men that 
Ihould be honourable can have fo poor Defigns to take 
away my Life. 

Well, Thnifl out his following Rabble. 

\ft Rab, We'll not flir till we have our General fafe 
back again. 

Bac. Let not your Loves be too officious but re- 
tire 

ift Rab, At your Conmiand we vanifh. 

\The Rabble retire, 

Bac, I hope you'll pardon me, if in my own defence 
I feized on thefe two Murderers. 

Down, You did well, Sir, 'twas by no order they 

a€led fland forth and hear your Sentence in time 

of War we need no formal Tryals to hang Knaves that 
a6l without order. 

Whiff. Oh Mercy, Mercy, Colonel 'twas Parfon 

Dunces Plot. 

Down. IfTue out a Warrant to feize Dunce immediate- 
ly — you (hall be canVd to the Fort to pray. 

Whim. 
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Whim, Oh good your Honour, I never pra/d in all my 
Life. 

Down, From thence drawn upon a Sledge to the place 
of Execution — where you (hall hang till you are dead — 
and then be cut down and 

Whim, Oh hold hold ^we Ihall never be able 

to endure half this. 

Well, I think the Offence needs not fo great Punilhment ; 
their Crime, Sir, is but equal to your own, adling with- 
out Commidlon. 

Bac, 'Tis very well explained Sir, had I been mur- 

der'd by CommifTion then, the Deed had been approved, 
and now perhaps I am beholding to the Rabble for my 
Life. 

Well, A fine Pretence to hide a popular Fault, but for 
this once we pardon them and you. 

Bac, Pardon ! for what ? by Heaven I fcom your Par- 
don, IVe not offended Honour nor Religion. • 

Well, You have offended both in taking Arms. 

Bac. Should I (land by and fee my Country ruin'd, 
my King difhonour'd, and his Subjerfs murdered, hear 
the fad Crys of Widows and of Orphans ? you heard it 
loud, but gave no pitying ear to't, and till the War and 
MafTacre was brought to my own door, my Flocks and 
Herds furprized, I bore it all with Patience. Is it unlaw- 
ful to defend my felf againfl a Thief that breaks into my 
Doors ? 

Well, And call you this defending of your felf? 

Bac, I call it doing of my felf that right, which upon 
jufl demand the Council did refiife me ; if my Ambition, 
as you're pleafed to call it, made me demand too much, 
I left my felf to you. 

Well, Perhaps we thought it did. 

Bac, Sir you affront my Birth 1 am a Gentleman, 

and yet my Thoughts were humble I would have 

fought under the meanefl of your Parafites. 

Ttm, There's a Bob for us. Brother. [To Dull. 

Bac. But ftill you put me off with Promifes and 

when compeird to (lir in my Defence I called none to my 

aid. 
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aid, and thofe that came, 'twas their own Wrongs that 
urg'd them. 

Down, Tis fear'd Sir, under this Pretence, you aim at 
Government. 

Bac. I fcom to anfwer to fo bafe an Accufation ; the 
height of my Ambition is to be an honeft Subject 

WelL An honed Rebel, Sir 

Bac, You know you wrong me, and 'tis bafely urg'd — 

but this is trifling here are m/ ConrniKTions. 

[Throws down Papers^ Down, reads, 

Down, To be General of the Force againfl the In- 
dians^ and blank Commiffions for his Friends. 

Well, Tear them in pieces are we to be impofed 

upon ? Do ye come in hollile manner to compel us i 

Down, Be not too rough, Sir, let us argue with him. 

WelL I am refolv'd I will not 

Tim, Then we are all dead Men, Godzoors ! he will 
not giye us time to fay our Prayers. 

Well, We every day expedl freih force from England^ 
till then, we of our felves fhall be sufficient to ma^e de- 
fence againd a flurdy Traitor. 

Bac, Traitor ! S'death Traitor I defy ye, but that 

my Honour's yet above my Anger, 111 make you anfwer 
me that Traitor dearly. {Rifes, 

WelL Hah am I threatned— Guards fecure the 

RebeL \Guardsfeize him. 

Bac, Is this your honourable Invitation ? Go 

triumph in your fhort-liv'd Vidlory, the next turn (hall be 
mine. \Exeunt Guards with Bac. 

A Noi/e of Fighting — Enter Bacon, WellmanV Guards 
beat back by the Kabble, Bslcoh /Hatches a Sword from 
one, and keeps back the Rabble^ Tim. gets under the 
Table, 

Down, What means this Infolence ? 
Rab, Well have our General, and knock that Fellow's 
Brains out, and hang up Colonel Wellman, 
All, Ay, ay, hang up Wellman, 

[The Rabble feize Well, and Dull and the reft, 

DulL 
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Dull, Hold, hold, Gentlemen, I was always for the 
General. 

Rab, Let's barbicu this fat Rogue. 

Bac, Be gone, and know your diftance to the CounciL 

[ The RabbU let 'em go. 

Well, rd rather perifh by the moaned Hand, than owe 
my fafety poorly thus to Bacon. [In Rage, 

Bac, If you perfift dill in that mind Fll leave you, 
and conquering make you happy againd your wilL 

\Ex, Bacon and Rabble^ nollowing a Bacon, a Bacon. 

Well, Oh villanous Cowards! who will trudhis Honour 

with Sycophans fo bafe ? Let us to Arms — by Heaven 

I will not give my Body red, till IVe chadifed the bold- 

nefs of this Rebel. \Exeunt Well. Down, and the reft^ 

all but Dull. Tim. peeps from under the Table. 

Tim, What is the roiderin^f Hedlor gone, Brother ? 

Dull, Ay, ay, and the Devil go with him. 

[Looking fadly, Tim. comes out, 

Tim. Was there ever luch a Bull of Banian I Why, 
what if he diould come down upon us and kill us all for 
Traitors. 

Dull. I rather think the Council will hang us all for 
Cowards — ah — oh — a Drum — a Drum— oh. [He goes out, 

Tim, This is the Mifery of being Great, 

We're facrific'd to every turn of State. [Exeunt, 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

A Country Court, a great Table, with Pa- 
pers, a Clerk writing. 

Enter a great many People of all forts, then Friendly, 

after him DuUman. 

Friend, T T O W now, Major ; what they fay Bcuon 
XjL fcar'd you all out of the Council yederday : 
What fay the People ? 

Dull, 
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DulL Say ? they curfe us all, and drink young Fright- 
ulTs Health, and fwear theyll fight thro Fire and Brim- 
done for him. 

Friend. And to morrow will hollow him to the Gal- 
lows, if it were his chance to come there. 

DulL Tis very likely : Why I am forced to be guarded 
to the Court now, the Rabble fwore they would De- Wit 
me, but I ihall hamper fome of 'enu Wou'd the Go- 
vemour were here to bear the brunt on't, for they call 
us the evil Counfellors. 

Enter Hazard, goes to Friendly. 
Here's the young Rogue that drew upon us too, we have 
Rods in Pifs for him i'faith. 

Enter Timorous with Bailiffs^ whifpers to Dullman, 
after which to the Bailiffs, 

Tim, Godzoors that's he, do your Office. 

BmL We arrefl you. Sir, in the King's Name, at the 
fuit of the honourable Juflice Timorous, 

Has. Justice Timorous I who the Devil's he ? 

Tim. I am the Man, Sir, d'ye fee, for want of a bet- 
ter ; you (hall repent, Guds zoors, your putting of tricks 
upon Perfons of my Rank and Quality. 

[After he has /poke, he runs back as afraid of him. 

Haz. Your Rank and Quality ! 

Tim. Ay, Sir, my Rank and Quality ; firfl I am one 
of the honourable Council, next, a Juflice of Peace in 
Quorum, Comet of a Troop of Horfe, d'ye fee, and 
Church-warden. 

Friend. From whence proceeds this, Mr. Juflice ? you 
faid nothing of this at Madam Ranter's veflerday ; you 
faw him there, then you were good Friends. 

Tim. Ay, however I have carried my Body fwimming- 
ly before my Miflrefs, d'ye fee, I had Rancour in my 
Heart, Gads zoors. 

Friend. Why, this Gentleman's a Stranger, and but 
lately come afhore. 

Has. At my firfl landing I was in company with this 
Fellow and two or three of his cruel Brethren, where I 
was affironted by them, fome Words pafs'd, and I drew — 

~ Vol. IV. G Tim 
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Tim, Ay, ay, Sir, you fhall pay £01*1, why 

what. Sir, cannot a civil Magidrate affront a Man, but 
he mud be drawn upon prefently ? 

Friend. Well, Sir, the Gentleman (hall anfwer your 
Suit, and I hope you'll take my Bail for him. 

Tim, 'Tis enough — I know you to be a civil Perfon. 

Timorous and Dullman take their Places on a long Bench 
placed behind the Table ^ to them Whimfey and Whifi^ 
they feat them/elves, then Boozer and two or three 
more ; who feat them/elves: Then enter two, bearing a 
Bowl of Punch and a great Ladle or two in it ; the 
reft of the Stage being ft IP d with People, 

Whiff, Brothers, it hath been often mov'd at the Bench, 
that a new Punch-3owl shou'd be provided, and one of 
a larger Circumference ; when the Bench fits late about 
weighty Affairs, oftentimes the Bowl is emptied before 
we end 

Whim, A good Motion ; Clerk, fet it down. 

Clerk, Mr. Juftice Booser, the Council has ordered you 
a Writ of Eafe, and difmifs your Worfhip from the 
Bench. 

Boos. Me from the Bench, for what ? 

Whim, The Complaint is. Brother Bfiozer, for drink- 
ing too much Punch in the time of hearing Tryals. 

Whiff, And that you can neither write nor read, nor 
fay the Lord's Prayer. 

Tim, That your Warrants are like a Brewer's Tally, a 
Notch on a Stick ; if a fpecial Warrant, then a couple. 
Gods zoors, when his Excellency comes he will have no 
fuch Juflices. 

Boos. Why, Brother, tho I can't read my felf, I have 
had Dcdton^s Country-Juflice read over to me two or 
three times, and underfland the Law. This is your Ma- 
lice, Brother Whiff, becaufe my Wife does not come to 

your Warehoufe to buy her Commodities, ^but no 

matter, to ihow I have no Malice in my Heart, I drink 
your Health. — I care not this, I can turn Lawyer, and 
plead at the Board. [Drinks, all pledge him^ and hum. 

Dull, 
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DulL Mr. Clerk, come to the Tryals on the Dockett 

\Clerk reads. 

Clerk. The firft is between his Worfhip Juftice Whiff 
and one Grubb, 

DulL Ay, that Grubi^s a common Difturber, Brother, 
your Caufe is a good Caufe if well manag'd, here's to't. 

[Drinks, 

Whiff, I thank you, Brother Dullman read my 

Petition. [Drinks. 

Cler. The Petition of Captain Thomas Whiffy flieweth, 
That whereas Gilbert Grubb calls his Worfhip's Wife 
Ann Whtff'Whoref and faith he will prove it ; your Pe- 
titioner defires the Worfhipful Bench to take it into Con- 

iideration, and your Petitioner fhall ever pray, 6r*c. 

Here's two Witneffes have made Affidavit viva voce, an*t 
like your Worfhips. 

Dull. Call Grubb, 

Cler. Gilbert Grubby come into the Court. 

Grub, Here. 

Whim, Well, what can you fay for your felf, Mr. 
Grubb. 

Grub. Why, an't like your Worfhip, my Wife invited 
fome Neighbours Wives to drink a Cagg of Syder ; now 
your Worftiip's Wife, Madam Whiffy being there fuddled, 
would have thrud me out of doors, and bid me go to my 
old Whore Madam Whim/ey, meaning your Worfhip's 
Wife. [7V?Whimfey. 

Whim, Hah ! My Wife called Whore, fhe's a Jade, and 
111 arrefl her Husband here — in an A6lion of Debts. 

Tim. Gad zoors, (he's no better than (he (hould be, 
111 warrant her. 

Whiff. Look ye. Brother Whimfeyy be patient ; you 
know the humour of my Nancy ^ when (he's drunk ; but 
when (he's fober, (he's a civil Perfon, and (hall ask your 
pardon. 

Whim. Let this be done, and I am fatisfied. And fo 
here's to you. [Drinks, 

Dull. Go on to the Trial. 

Grub. I being very angry, faid indeed, I would prove 
her a greater Whore than Madam Whim/ey. 

G 2 Cler. 
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Cler, An't like your Worfhips, he confefles the Words 
in open Court. 

Grub, Why, an't like your Worfhips, Ihe has had two 
Baftards, 111 prove it. 

Whiff, Sirrah, Sirrah, that was when ihe was a Maid, 
not (ince I marr/d her; my marrying her made her 
honed. 

Dull. Let there be an order of Court to fue him for 
Scandalum magnatum, 

Tim, Mr. Clerk, let my Caufe come next. 

Cler. The Defendant's ready. Sir. [Hazard comes 

to the Board, 

Tim. Brothers of the Bench take notice, that this He<5lor 
here coming into Mrs. FlirVs Ordinary, where I was with 
my Brother Dullman and Lieutenant Boozer \ we gave 
him good Counfel to fall to work : Now my Gentleman 
here was affronted at this forfooth, and makes no more 
to do but calls us Scoundrels, and drew his Sword on us ; 
and had not I defended my felf by running away, he had 
murdered me, and affaffmated my two Brothers. 

Whiff, What Witnefs have you, Brother ? 

Tim. Here's Mrs. Flirt and her Maid Nell, — ^befides, 
we may be Witnefs for one another, I hope, our Words 
may be taken. 

Cler, Mrs. Flirt and Nell are fwom. [ They ftand forth. 

Whim, By the Oaths that you have taken, fpe^ no- 
thing but the truth. 

Flirt, An't pleafe your Worfhips, your Honours came 
to my Houfe, where you found diis young Gentleman : 
and your Honours invited him to drink with your Ho- 
nours ; Where after fome opprobrious Words given him, 
Juflice Dullman, and Juflice Boozer flruck him over the 
Head ; and after that indeed the Gentleman drew. 

Tim, Mark that, Brother, he drew. 

Haz, If I did, it was/e defendendo, 

Tim, Do you hear that. Brothers, he did it in defiance. 

Haz. Sir, you ought not to fit Judge and Accufer too. 

Whiff. The Gentleman's i'th' right. Brother, you can- 
not do't according to Law. 

Tim, Gads zoors, what new tricks, new querks ? 

Haz, 
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Has. Gentlemen take notice, he Twears in Court. 

Tim. Gads loors, what's that to you. Sir P 

Hae. This is the fecond time of his fwearing. 

Whim. What, do you think we are deaf, Sir? Come, 
come, proceed. 

Tim. I defire he may be bound to his Good Behaviour, 
fin'd, and deliver up his Sword, what fay you. Brother? 
\yogs Dull, wko nods. 

Whim. He's aHeep, drink to him and waken him, 

you have mifs'd the Caufe by fleeping, Brother. [Drinii, 

Dull, Judice may nod, but never deeps. Brother ■ 

you were at — ^Deliver his Sword — ^ good Motion, let 
It be done. ^Drinks. 

Hai. No, Gentlemen, I wear a Sword to right my 
relf. 

Tim. That's fine, i'faith. Gads lOors I've worn a 
Sword this dozen Years, and never cou'd write my felf. 

Wkiff. Ay, 'twou'd be a fine World if Men fhould wear 
Swords to right themfelves ; he that's bound to the Peace 
Ihall wear no Sword. 

Wkim. I fay, he that's bound to the Peace ought to 
wear no Peruke, they may change 'em for black or white, 
and then who can know them. 

Haz. I hope, Gentlemen, I may be allowed to fpeak 
for my felf. 

Whi_f. Ay, what can you fay for your felf, did you not 
draw your Sword, Sirrah ? 

Hat. 1 did. 

Tim. 'Tis fufiGcient, he confeffes the Fafl, and we'll 
hear no more. 

Hoi, You will not hear the Provocation given. 

Dull. Tis enough, Sir, you drew 

Wkim. Ay, ay, 'tis enough, he drew let him be 

fin'd 

Friend. The Gentleman fhould be heard, he's Kinfman 
too to Colonel yoAit Surtlovt. 

Tim. Hum Colonel Surelovf% Kinfman. 

Whiff. Is he fo ? nay then all the reafon in the World 
he fhould be heard, Brothers. 

G 3 Whim- 
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Whim, Come, come, Comet, you fhall be Friends 
with the Gentleman ; this was fome drunken bout, 111 
warrant you. 

Tim, Ha, ha, ha, fo it was. Gads zoors. 

Whiff, Come, drink to the Gentleman, and put it up. 

Tim, Sir, my fervice to you, I am heartily forry for 
what's pafs'd, but it was in my drink. \Drinks, 

Whim, You hear his Acknowledgment, Sir, and when 
he's fober he never quarrels. Come, Sir, fit down, my 
Service to you. 

Haz, I beg your excufe, Gentlemen — I have earned 
budnefs. 

Dull, Let us adjourn the Court, and prepare to meet 
the Regfiments on the Sevana, [All goes but Friend. 

and Hazard. 

Has, Is this the bed Coiut of Judicature your Country 
affords? 

Friend, To give it its due it is not But how does thy 
Amour thrive } 

Haz, As well as I can wifh in fo Ihort a time. 

Friend. I fee (he regards thee with kind Eyes, Sighs 
and Blufhes. 

Haz, Yes, and tells me I am fo like a Brother flie 

had to excufe her kind concern, then blufhes fo 

prettily, that Gad I cou'd not forbear making a difcovery 
of my Heart. 

Friettd, Have a care of that, come upon her by flow 

degrees, for I know flie is virtuous ; ^but come, let's 

to the Sevana, where I'll prefent you to the two Colonels, 
Wellman and Dowright, the Men that manage all tiU 
the arrival of the Govemour. \Exeunt, 

SCENE II. The Sevana or Heath. 

Enter Wellman, Downright, Boozer, and Officers, 
Well, Have you difpatch'd the Scouts, to watch the Mo- 
tions of the Enemies t I know that Bacon is violent and 
haughty, and will refent our vain Attempts upon him ; 
therefore we mufl be fpeedy in prevention. 

Down. 
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Down. What Forces have you raifed (ince our lad 
order? 

Boos, Here's a Lift of 'em, they came but flowly in, 
till we promifed every one a Bottle of Brandy. 

Enter Officer atid Dunce. 

Offi, We have brought Mr. Dunce here, as your Honour 
commanded us; after ftri6l fearch we found him this 
Morning in bed with Madam Flirt, 

Down. No matter, hell exclaim no lefs againft the 
Vices of the Flefti the next Sunday. 

Dunce, I hope, Sir, you will not credit the MaUce of 
my Enemies. 

Well, No more, you are free, and what you counfell'd 
about the Ambufh, was both prudent and feafonable, and 
perhaps I now wifh it had taken effe<fL 

Enter Friend and Hazard. 

Friend. I have brought an Englijk Gentleman to kifs 
your Hands, Sir, and offer you his Service, he is young 
and brave, and Kinfman to Colonel Surelove, 

Well, Sir you are welcome ; and to let you fee you are 
fo, we will give you your Kinfman's Command, Captain 
of a Troop of Horfe-Guards, and which I'm fure will 
be continued to you when the Govemour arrives. 

HcLz. I (hall endeavour to deferve the Honour, Sir. 

Enter DuU. Tim. Whim, and Whiff, all in Buff, Scarf 

and Feather, 

Down, So, Gentlemen, I fee you're in a readinefs. 

Tim, Readinefs ! What means he, I hope we are not 
to be drawn out to go againft the Enemy, Major. 

Dull, If we are, they ftiall look a new Major for me. 

Well, We were debating, Gentlemen, what courfe were 
beft to purfue againft this powerful Rebel. 

Friend. Why, Sir, we have Forces enough, let's charge 
hun inftantly. Delays are dangerous. 

Tim, \\Tiy, what a damn'd fiery Fellow is this ? 

Down. But if we drive him to extremities, we fear 
his fiding with the Indians. 

Dull. Colonel Downright has hit it ; why ftiould we 
endanger our Men againft a defperate Termagant ? If he 
love Wounds and Scars fo well, let him exercife on our 

G 4 Ene- 
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Enemies but if he will needs fall upon us, 'tis then 

time enough for us to venture our Lives and Fortunes. 

Tim. How, we go to Bacon ! under favour, 1 think 
'tis his duty to come to us, an you go to that, Gads 
zoors. 

Friend. If he do, 'twill cod you dear, I doubt. Comet 
1 find by our Lift, Sir, we are four thoufand Men. 

Tim. Gad zoors, not enough for a Breakfaft for that 
infatiate Bacon^ and his two Lieutenant Generals Fearlefs 
and Daring. [Whiff y?/j on the Ground with a 

Bottle of Brandy. 

Whim. A Morfel, a Morfel. 

Well. I am for an attack, what fay you. Gentlemen, to 
an attack ? — What, filent all 1 What fay you. Major ? 

Dull. I fay. Sir, 1 hope my Courage was never in dif- 
pute. But Sir, I am going to marry Colonel Downrighfs 
Daughter here — and (hould I be flain in this Battle 'twould 
break her Heart; — befides, Sir, I ftiould lofe her For- 
tune. [Speaks big. 

Well. I'm fure here's a Captain will never flinch. 

[To Whim. 

Whim. Who I, an't like your Honour? 

Well. Ay, you. 

Whim. Who I } ha, ha, ha : Why, did your Honour 
think that 1 would fight ? 

Well. Fight ! yes ; >vhy elfe do you take Commiflions ? 

Whim. CommilTions ! Oh Lord, O Lord, take Com- 
miffions to fight ! ha, ha, ha ; that's a jeft, if all that 
take CommilTions (hould fight 

Well. Why do you bear Arms then ? 

Whim. Why, for the Pay ; to be called Captain, no- 
ble Captain, to (how, to cock and look big, and bluff as 
I do : to be bow'd to thus as we pafs, to domineer and 
beat our Soldiers : Fight quoth a, ha, ha, ha. 

Friend. But what makes you look fo fimply, Comet ? 

Tim. Why a thing that I have quite forgot, all my Ac- 
counts for England are to be made up, and I'm undone 

if they be negTe(5led elfe I wou'd not flinch for the 

ilouteft he that wears a Sword— [Looking big. 

Down. 
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Down, What fay you, Captain Whiff? 

[Whiff (dmoft drunk. 

Whiff, I am trying. Colonel, what Mettle I'm made 
on ; I think I am valiant, I fuppofe I have Courage, but 

I confefs 'tis little of the D breed, but a little Infpi- 

ration from the Bottle, and the leave of my Nancy ^ may 
do wonders. 

Enter a Seaman in hafte. 

Sea, An't pleafe your Honours, FrightalVs Officers 
have feiz'd all the Ships in the River, and rid now round 
the Shore, and had by this time fecur'd the fandy Beach, 
and landed Men to fire the Town, but that they are high 
in drink aboard the Ship call'd the Good-Subjecfl ; the 
Mailer of her fent me to let your Honours know, that a 
few Men fent to his afliflance will furprize them and re- 
take the Ships. 

Well, Now, Gentlemen, here is a brave occafion for 
Emulation ^why writ not the Mailer ? 

Dull, Ay, had ne writ, I had foon been amongd them 
i'faith ; but this is fome Plot to betray us. 

Sea, Keep me here, and kill me if it be not true. 

Down, He fays well — there's a Brigantine and a Shal- 
lop ready. 111 embark immediately. 

Friend, No, Sir, your Prefence is here more necefTary, 
let me have the Honour of this Expedition. 

Haz, 111 go your Volunteer, Charles, 

Well, Who-elfe offers to go ? 

Whim, A mere Trick to kidnap us, by Bacon, — if the 
Captain had writ. 

Tim, Ay, ay, if he had writ 

Well, I fee you're all bafe Cowards, and here cafhier 
ye from all Commands and Offices. 

Whim, Look ye, Colonel, you may do what you 
pleafe^ but you lofe one of the bed drefs'd Officers in 
your whole Camp, Sir. 

Tim. And in me, fuch a Head-piece. 

Whiff, 111 fay nothing, but let the State want me. 

Dull. For my part I am weary of weighty Affairs. 

[In this while Well. Down. Friend and Haz. talk, 

G s IVell. 
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WelL Command what Men you pleafe, but Expedition 
makes you half a Conqueror. \Ex, Friend, and Haz. 

Enter another Seaman with a Letter y gives it to Down- 
right, he and Wellman read it, 

Dow, Look ye now, Gentlemen, the M after has writ 

Dull, Has he— he might have writ fooner, while I was 
in Command, — if he had — 

Whim, Ay, Major — if he had — but let them mifs us. 

WelL Colonel, hafte with your Men, and reinforce the 
Beach, while I follow with the Horfe ; — Mr. Dunce, pray 
let that Proclamation be read concerning Btuon, to the 
Soldiers. [Ex, Dow. and WelL 

Dun, It fhall be done, Sir. Gentlemen, how (imply 
you look now. 

The Scene opens and dif covers a Body of Soldiers, 

Tim, Why, Mr. Parfon, I have a fcruple of Con- 
fcience upon me, I am confidering whether it be lawful 
to kill, tho it be in War ; I have a great averfion to't, 
and hope it proceeds from Religion. 

Whiff, I remember the Fit took you juft fo when the 
Dutch befieged us, for you cou'd not then be perfuaded 
to ftrike a ftroke. 

Tim. Ay, that was becaufe they were Proteftants as 
we are ; but Gads zoors, had they been Dutch Papifts I 
had maul'd them : but Confcience — : 

Whim, I have been a Juftice of Peace this fix Years, 
and never had a Confcience in my Life. 

Tim, Nor I neither, but in this damn'd thing of fight- 
ing. 

Dun, Gentlemen, I am commanded to read the De- 
claration of the honourable Council to you. 

[To the Soldiers. 

All, Hum, hum, hum 

Booz. Silence — filence [Dunce reads. 

Dun. By an order of Council, dated May the loth 
1670. To all Gentlemen Soldiers, Merchants, Planters, 
and whom elfe it may concern. Whereas Bacon, con- 
trary to Law and Equity, has to fatisfy his own Ambi- 
tion, taken up Arms with a pretence to fight the Indians, 
but indeed to moleft and enflave the whole Colony, and 

to 
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to take away their Liberties and Properties ; this is to de- 
clare, that whoever ftiall bring this Traitor dead or alive 
to the Council, Ihall have three hundred pounds Reward. 
And fo God fave the King. 

All. A Council, a Council ! Hah [Hollow. 

Enter a SoldUr kajlily. 

Sold. Stand to your Arms, Gentlemen, Hand to your 
Anns, Bacon is marching this way. 

Dun. Hah— what Numbers has he ? 

Sold. About a hundred Horfe, in his march he has fur- 
piiz'd Colonel Downright^ and taken him Prifoner. 

All. Lef s fall on Bacon let's faU on Bacon, hay. 

[Hollow. 

Book. We'll hear him fpeak firfl and fee what he 

can fay for bimfelf. 

All. Ay, ay, we^l hear Bacon Ipealc 

fO\aux pleads •wilk ikem. 
, , Dund a Stratagem Ihall 

make us Four the greated Men in the Colony, we^ fur- 
render our felves to Bacon, and fay we disbanded on 
purpofe. 

Dull. Good 

Wkif. Why, I had no other defign in the World, in 
refufing to tight. 

Wkim. Nor I, d'ye think I wou'd have excus'd it with 
the fear of difordering my Cravat-String elfe. 

Dun. Why, Gentlemen, he dcfigns to fire Jamti Town, 
murder you all, and then lie with your Wives ; and will 
you flip this opptortunity of feiiing him ? 

Booz. Her^s 3 termagant Rogue, Neighbours— well 
hang the Dog. 

All. Ay, ay, hang Bacon, hang Bacon. 
Enter Bacon and Fearlefs,yb»w Soldiers leading in Down- 
right bound; "B^con. Jlands a vikili and /lores on Ike 

Regiments, who are/ilent all. 

Bac. Well, Gentlemen, in order to your fine Declara- 
tion, you fee I come to lendcr my felf. 

Dun. How came he to know of our Declaration ? 



156 The Widow Ranter, 6-^. 

Whiff, Rogues, Rogues among our felves, that in- 
form. 

Bac. What, are ye filent all, not a Man lift his 

Hand in Obedience to the Council, to murder this Tray- 
tor that has expofed his Life fo often for you ? Hah, 

what not for three hundred Pounds ? You fee Tve 

left my Troops behind, and come all wearied with the 
Toils of War, worn out by Summers heats, and Winters 
cold, marched tedious Days and Nights thro Bogs and 
Fens as dangerous as your Clamours, and as faithlefs, — 
what tho 'twas to preferve you all in Safety, no matter, 
you (hou'd obey the grateful Council, and kill this honed 
Man that has defended you. 

AIL Hum, hum, hum. 

Whiff, The General fpeaks like a Gorgon. 

Tim, Like a Cherubin, Man. 

Bac, All filent yet — where's that mighty Courage, that 
cried fo loud but now, A Council, a Council ? where is 
your Refolution ? cannot three hundred Pounds excite 
your Valour to feize that Traitor Bacon who has bled for 
you? 

AIL A Bacon, a Bacon, a Bacon. [Hollow, 

Dow, Oh villainous Cowards ! — Oh the faithlefs Mul- 
titude ! 

Bac. What fay you, Parfon? — you have a forward 
ZeaL 

Dun. I wifh my Coat, Sir, did not hinder me from 
ailing as becomes my Zeal and Duty. 

Whim, A plaguy rugged Dog, — that Parfon 

Bac, Fearlefs, leize me that canting Knave from out 
the Herd, and next thofe honourable Officers. 

{Points to Dull. Whim. Whiff, and Tim. 
Fearlefs feizes them, and ^ives them to 
the Soldiers, and takes the Proclama- 
tion from Dunce, and Jhews Bacon ; 
they read it. 

Dull. Seize us. Sir, you fhall not need, we laid down 
our Commiffions on purpofe to come over to your Ho- 
nour. 

Whiff. We ever lov'd and honour'd your Honour. 

Tim. 
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Tim, So intirely, Sir — that I wifh I were fafe in yames 
Town for your fake, and your Honour were hang'd. 

{Afide. 

Bac, This fine Piece is of your penning, Parfon, — ^tho 
it be countenanced by the Council's Names. — Oh Ingra- 
titude ! Bum, bum the treacherous Town, fire it imme- 
diately. 

Whim, We'll obey you, Sir. 

Whiff, Ay, ay, we'll make a Bonfire on't, and drink 
your Honour's health round about it. [ They offer to go, 

Bac, Yet hold, my Revenge fhall be more merciful, I 
ordered that all the Women of Rank ihall be feiz'd and 
brought to my Camp. Ill make their Husbands pay their 
Ranfoms dearly ; they'd rather have their Hearts bleed 
than their Purfes. 

Fear, Dear General, let me have the feizing of Qo\o- 
n€i. Downright s Daughter; I would fain be plundering 
for a Trifle call'd a Maiden-head, 

Bac, On pain of Death treat them with all refpedl ; 
ailure them of the Safety of their Honour. Now, all that 
will follow me, (hall find a welcome, and thofe that will 
not, may depart in Peace. 

All, Ha, a General, a General, a General 
[Some Soldiers go off: Some go to the fide of Bacon. 

Enter Daring and Soldiers^ with Chrifante, Surelove, 
Mrs, Whim, and Mrs, Whiff, and feveral other 
Women, 

Bac, Succefsjful Darings welcome, what Prizes have ye ? 

Dar. The fairefl in the World, Sir ; I'm not for com- 
mon Plunder. 

Dow, Hah, my Daughter and my Kinfwoman ! 

Bac. 'Tis not with Women, Sir, nor honeft Men like 
you, that I intend to combat ; not their own Parents 
fhall be more indulgent, nor better Safe-guard to their 
Honours, Sir : But 'tis to fave the expence of Blood I 
feize on their mod valued Prizes. 

Dow, But, Sir, I know your wild Lieutenant General 
has long lov'd my Chrifante^ and perhaps, will take this 
time to force her to confent. 

Dar, 
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Dar, I own I have a PafTion for Ckri/ante, yet by my 
General's Life, or her fair felf, what now I a£l is on the 
fcore of War, I fcom to force the Maid I do adore. 

Bac, Believe, me. Ladies, you fhall have honourable 
Treatment here. 

Chri/, We do not doubt it. Sir, either from you or 
Daring ; if he love me, that will fecure my Honour ; or 
if he do not, he's too brave to injure me. 

Dar, I think you for your jufl opinion of me, Ma- 
dam. 

Chrif, But, Sir, 'tis for my Father I mufl plead ; to 
fee his reverend Hands in fervile Chains ; and then per- 
haps, if (lubbom to your Will, his Head mufl fall a Vic- 
tim to your Anger. 

Dow, No, my good pious Girl, I cannot fear ignoble 
ufage from the General : and if thy Beauty can preferve 
thy Fame, I fhall not mourn in my Captivity. 

Bac, ril ne'er deceive your kind Opinion of me 

Ladies, I hope you're all of that Opinion too. 

Sure, If feizing us can advance your Honour, or be 
of any ufe confiderable to you, I fhall be proud of fuch a 
Slavery. 

Mrs. JVkt'm, I hope. Sir, we fhan't be ravifh'd in your 
Camp. 

Dar. Fie, Mrs. Whimfey, do Soldiers ufe to ravifh ? 

Mrs. Whiff. Ravifh ! marry, I fear 'em not, I'd have 
'em know, I fcom to be ravifh'd by any Man. 

Fear. Ay, o' my Confcience, Mrs. Whiffy you are too 
good-natUr'd. 

Dar. Madam, I hope you'll give me leave to name 
Love to you, and try by all fubmifHve ways to win your 
Heart. 

Chrif. Do your worfl. Sir ; I give you leave, if you 
afTail me only with yoiu* Tongue. 

Dar. That's generous and brave, and 111 requite it. 

Enter Soldiir in hafte. 

Sol. The Truce being ended, Sir, the Indians grow fo 
infolent as to attack us even in our Camp, and have 
killed feveral of our Men. 

Bac. 
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Bac, Tis time to check their Boldnefs ; Daring, haile, 
draw up otir Men in order to give 'em Battel, I rather had 
expelled their fubmiffion. 

The Country now may fee what tht/re to fear, 
Since we thai are in Arms are notfecure. 

[Exeunt, leading the Ladies. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

A Temple, with an Indian God placed upon it, 
Priejls and Priejleffes attending: Enter In- 
dian King on one fide attended by Indian Men ; 
the Queen on the other with Women, All bow 
to the Idol, and divide on each fide of tlte 
Stage. Then the Mufick playing louder, tlte 
Priefland Priefleffes dance about the Idol with 
ridiculous Poflures, and crying (as for In- 
cantations) thrice repeated, Agah Yerkin, 
Agah Boah, Sulen Tawarapah, Sulen Ta- 
waraph. 

After this foft Mufick plays again : then they fing fame- 
thing fine: after which the Priefls lead the King to the 
Altar, and the Prieftejfes the Qneen; they take off 
little Crowns from their Heads, and offer them at the 
Altar, 

King, T Nvoke the God of our Quio<flo to declare what 

X the Event (hall be of this our lafl War againft 

the Englifh GeneraL {.Soft Mufick ceafes. 

The Mufick changes to confufed Tunes, to which the Priefls 
and Priefleffes dance, antickly'fingi$tg between, the fame 
Incantation as before \ and then dance again, and fo 

invoke 
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invoke again alternately : Which Dance ended, a Voice 

behind the Altar cries ^ while f oft Mufick plays. 
The Englijh General fhall be 
A Captive to his Enemy ; 
And you from all your Toils be freed, 
When by your Hand the Foe (hall bleed : 
Aud e'er the Sun's fwift Courfe be run, 
This mighty Conquefl fhall be won. 

King, I thai3c the Gods for taking care of us ; prepare 
new Sacrifice againfl the Evening when I return a Con- 
queror, I will my felf perform the Office of a Prieft. 

Queen. Oh, Sir, I fear youll fall a Vidlim firft. 

King, What means Sememia f why are thy Looks fo 
pale? 

Queen, Alas, the Oracles have double meanings, their 
Senfe is doubtRil, and their Words Enigmas : I fear, Sir, 
I cou'd make a truer Interpretation. 

King, How, SemerniaJ by all thy Love I charge thee, 
as you refpe<5l my Life, to let me know your Thoughts. 

Queen, Lafl Night I dream'd a Lyon fell with himger, 
fpite of your Guards, flew you, and bore you hence. 

King, This is thy Sex's fear, and no Interpretation of 
the Oracle. 

Queen, I cou'd convince you farther. 

King, Had thou a Secret thou canil keep from me ? 
thy Soul a Thought that I mufl be a Stranger to ? This 
is not like the JuRice of Semernia : Come unriddle me 
the Oracle. 

Queen, The Englijh General (hall be a Captive to his 
Enemy ; he is fo. Sir, already, to my Beauty, he fays he 
langui(hes for Love of me. 

King, Hah ! the General my Rival ^but go on 

Queen, And you from all your War be freed : Oh, let 
me not explain that fatal Line, for fear it mean, you 
(hall be freed by Death. 

King, What, when by my Hand the Foe (hall bleed ? 
away it cannot be 

Qjueen, No doubt, my Lord, you'll bravely fell your 
Life, and deal fome Wounds where youll receive fo 
many. 

King, 
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King. Tis Love, Senumia^ makes thee dream while 
^xrakine : 

111 truii the Gods, and am refolv'd for Battel. 

Enter an Indian. 

Ind, Hafle, hade, great Sir, to Arms ; Bacon with all 
his Forces is prepared, and both the Armies ready to 
engage, 

King. Hafle to my General, bid him charge 'em in- 
ftantly ; Pll bring up the Supplies of ftout Teroomians, 
thofe fo well skiU'd m the envenom'd Arrow, Ex. Indian. 
— Setnemia — Words but poorly do exprefs the Griefs of 
parting Lovers — ^is with dying Eyes, and a Heart tremb- 
ling thus {Puts her Hand on his Heart. 

they take a heavy leave ; — one parting Kifs, and one 
Love prefling figh, and then farewel : — ^but not a lone 
ferewel ; 1 (hall return victorious to thy Arms — commend 
me to the Gods, and flill remember me. [Exit. 

Queen. Alas ! What pity 'tis I faw the General, oefore 
my Fate had given me to the King — But now — like thofe 
that change their Gods, my faithlefs Mind betwixt my two 
Opinions wavers : while to the Gods my Monarch I com- 
mend ; my wandring Thoughts in pity of the General 
makes that Zeal cold, declined — ineffectual — If for the 
General I implore the Deities, methinks my Prayers (hould 
not afcend the Skies, fince Honour tells me 'tis an im- 
pious Zeal. 



IVhich wayfoever my Devotions move^ 
I am too wretched to be heard above. 



[Exeunt. 



SCENE 
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SCENE II. Shows a Field of Tents, feen 
at fome dijlance thro the Trees of a Wood^ 
Drums, Trumpets and the noife of Battel, with 
hollowing. The Indians are feen with Battel- 
Axes to retreat fighting from ttu Englifh, and 
all go off\ when they re-enter immediately, beat- 
ing back the Englifli, tlie Indian King at the 
head of his Men, with Bows and Arrows \ 
Daring at the head of the Englifh : They 
fight off] tlie Noife continues lefs loud as more 
at diftance. 

Enter Bacon with his Sword drawn, meets Fearlefs with , 

his Sword drawn, 

Fedr, Hade, hade, Sir, to the Entrance of the Wood, 
Daring's engaged pail hope of a Retreat, venturing too 
far, purfuing of the Foe ; the King in Ambufli, with his 

Soifon'd Archers, fell on, and now we are dangeroufly 
iftreft. 

Bac, Daring is brave, but he's withal too ra(h, come 
on and follow me to his Afliilance [Goes out, 

A hollowing within, the Fight renews ; enter the In- 
dians beaten back by Bacon, Daring and Fearlefs ; 
they fight off\ the noife of Fighting continues a while, 
thisftill behind the Wood, 

Enter Indians^/«^ over the Stage, purft^d by the King, 

King, Turn, turn ye fugitive Slaves, and face the Ene- 
my ; Oh Villains, Cowards, deaf to all Command : by 
Heaven I had my Rival in my view, and aim'd at nothing 
but my conquering him — now like a Coward I muft fly 
with Cowards, or like a defperate Madman fall, thus 
fmgly, midft the numbers. {Follows the Indians. 

Enter Bacon inraged with his Sword drawn, Fearlefs and 

'Dzxmg following him. 

Bac. — Where is the King, oh ye perfidious Slaves ? 
how, have you hid him from my jufl Revenge ? — fearch 

aU 
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all the Bralccs, and Furzes and the Trees, and let him not 
«fcape on pain of Death. 

Dar. We cannot do wonders, Sir. 

Mac But you can run away. 

Dar. Yes, when we fee occafion yet Ihou'd 

«ny but my General tell me fo by Heaven he 

Ihould find I were no darter. 

Bac. Forgive me, I'm mad^the King's efcaped, hid 
Mce a trembling Slave in fome clofe Ditch, where he will 
fboner ftarve x&ji fight it out. 
Jte-tn/er Indians running over the Stage, pur/utd by^ Ike 

King, lehojkoots Ikttn as they Jly ; fame follow him. 

King. All's loft— the Day is loft— and I'm betray-d ;— 
Oh Slaves, that even Wounds can't animate, \Ih Rage. 

Ba£. The King ! 
• King. The General here ! by all the ' Powers betray'd 
by my own Men ! 

Bac. Abandoned as thou art, I fcom to take thee bafe- 
hr ; you fhall have Soldiers chance. Sir, for your Life, 
mice Chance fo luckily has brought us hither ; without 
more Aids we will difpute the Day : This Spot of Earth 
bears both our Armies Fates ; 111 give you back the Vif\o- 
ly I have won, and thus begin a-new on equal Terms, 

King. That's nobly faid !— the Powers have heard my 
Wilh. You, Sir, firil taught me how to «fe a Sword, 
which heretofore has ferved me with Succefs : But now — 
'tis for Senumia that it draws, a Prize more valued than 
my Kingdom, Sir 

Bae. Yiaii, Sememia / 

King. Your Bluftics do betray your Paflion for her. 

Dar. 'Sdeath, have we fought for this, to expoTe the 
Viilory to the conquer'd Foe .' 

Fear. What fight a fingle Man our Prize already. 

King. Not fo, young Man, while I command a Dart. 

Bac. Fight him I by Heaven no reafon (hall diffuade 
me, and he that interrupts me is a Coward ; whatever be 
my Fate, I do command ye to let the King pafs freely to 
his Tents. 

Dar. The Devil's in the General. 
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Fear. S'death his Romantic Humour will undo us. 

[ They fight and pau/e. 
King, You fight as if you meant to outdo me this way, 
as you have done in Generofity. 

Bac, You're not behind-hand with mc, Sir, in courtefy : 
Come, here's to fet us even — [Fight again. 

King. You bleed apace. 

Bac, You've only breath'd a Vein, and given me new 

Health and Vigour by it. \ They fight again, IVounds 

on doth fides y the Kingftaggers ; Bacon takes 

him in his Arms ; tlu King drops his Sword. 

How do you, Sir 1 

King. Like one ^that's hovering between Heaven 

and Earth ; I'm amounting fomewhere up- 
wards but giddy with my flight, — I know not where. 

Bac. Command my Surgeons, inftantly ^make 

hafle ; Honour returns, and Love all bleeding's fled. 

\Ex. Fearlefs 
King. Oh Sememiay how much more Truth had thy 
Divinity than the Predidlions of the flattering Oracles ! 
Commend me to her — I know you'll — vifit — your fair 
'Captive, Sir, and tell her oh but Death pre- 
vents the reft. [uia. 

'Enter Fearlefs. 

Bac. He's gone and now, hke Casar, I could 

weep over the Hero I my felf deftroyed. 

Fear, I'm glad for your repofe I fee him there — ^'twas a 
mad hot-brain'd Youth, and fo he died. 

Bac, Come bear him on vour Shoulders to my Tent, 
from whence with all the folemn State we can, we will 
convey him to his own Pavilion. 

Enter a Soldier, 
Sol, Some of our Troops purfuing of the Enemy even 
to their Temples, which they made the Sandluary, finding 
the Queen at her Devotion there with all her Indian Ladies, 
I'd much ado to ftop their violent I^e from fetting fire 
to the holy Pile. 

Bac, Hang 'em immediately that durft attempt it, while 
I my Iclf will fly to refcue her. 

[Goes out, they bear off the King's Body ; Ex, all. 

Enter 
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Enter Whimfey, pulling in Whiff, with a Halter about 

his Neck, 
Whim, Nay Tm refolved to keep thee here till his 
Honour the Gfeneral comes. — What, to call him Traitor, 
and run away after he had fo generoufly given us our free- 
dom, and lided us Cadees for the next Command that 
fell in his Army — I'm refolved to hang thee 

Whiff. Wilt thou betray and peach thy Friend ? thy 
Friend that kept thee Company all the while thou wert a 
Prifoner drinking at my own charge 

Whim, No matter for that, I fcom Ingratitude, and 

therefore will hang thee but as for thy drinking with 

me — I fcom to be behind- hand with thee in Civility, and 
therefore here's to thee. 

{Takes a Bottle of Brandy out of his Pockety Drinks, 

Whiff, I can't drink. 

Whim, A certain fign thou wo't be hang'd. 

Whiff, You us'd to be o' my fide when a Juftice. let the 
Caufe be how it wou'd. [Weeps, 

Whim, Ay — when I was a Juftice I never minded 
Honefty, but now I'll be true to my General, and hang 
thee to be a great Man. — 

Whiff, If I might but have ^ fair Trial for my Life — 

Whim. A fair Trial I — come I'll be thy Judge and 

if thou canft clear thy felf by Law, I'll acquit thee : Sir- 
rah, Sirrah, what canft thou fay for thy felt for calling his 
Honour Rebel ? [Sits on a Drum-head, 

Whiff, 'Twas when I was drunk, an't like your Honour. 

Whim, Thaf s no Plea ; for if you kill a Man when 
you are fober, you muft be hanged when you are drunk. 
Haft thou any thing elfe to fay for thy felf, why Sentence 
may not pafs upon thee ? 

Whiff I deUre the Benefit of the Clergy. 

Whim, The Clergy ! I never knew any body that ever 
did benefit by 'em ; why thou canft not read a word. 

Whiff. Tranfportation then 

Whim. It ftiall be to England thtn but hold 

who's this ? [DuSman creeping from a Bufh, 

Dull, So the Danger's over, I may venture out 

Pox on't I wou'd not be in this fear agaih, to be Lord 

Chief 
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Oiief Juflice of our Court. Why how now, Comet ? 

what, in dreadful Equipage ? Your Battle-Ax bloody, 

with Bow and Arrows. 

Enter Timorous with BattU-Axy Bow and Arrows^ and 

Feathers on his Head, 

Tim, Tm in the poflure of the times, Major — I cou'd 
not be idle where fo much Adlion was ; I'm going to 
prefent my felf to the General, with thefe Trophies of 
my Vi61ory here 

Dull, Victory what Victory — did not I fee thee 

creeping out of vonder Bufh, where thou wert hid all the 

Fight (lumble on a dead Indian^ and take away his 

Airns? 

Tim, Why, didft thou fee me 1 

Dull, See thee, ay and what a fright thou wert in, 

till thou wert fure he was dead. 

Tim, Well, well, that's all one Gad zoors if every 

Man that paffes for valiant in a Battel, were to give an ac- 
count how he gained his Reputation, the World wou'd 
be but thinly flock'd with Heroes ; Til fay he was a great 
War-Captain, and that I kilFd him hand to hand, and 
who can difprove me ? 

Dull, Difprove thee why that pale Face of thine, 

that has fo much of the Coward in't. 

Tim, Shaw, that's with lofs of Blood Hah I am 

overheard I doubt — who's yonder {Sees Whim, and 

Whiff.] how, Brother Whiff \n a Hempen Crevat-flrin^. 

Whim, He call'd the General Traitor, and was runnmg 
away, and I'm rcfolv'd to peach. 

Dull, Hum— and one Witnefs will (land good in Law, 
in cafe of Treafon 

Tim, Gad zoors, in cafe of Treafon, he'll be hang'd 

if it be proved againfl him, were there ne'er a Witnefs 

at all ; but he mufl be tried by a Council of War, Man — 

Come, come, let's difarm him — \T^^y ^^^^ away his 

Arms J and pull a Bottle of Brandy out of his Pocket, 

Whiff, What, I hope you will not take away my 
Brandy, Gentlemen, my lafl comfort. 

Tim, Gads zoors, it's come in good time we^l 

drink it off, here Major— [prinks. Whiff tak€s him afid^. 

Whiff. 
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Whiff, Hark ye Comet — you are my good Friend, get 
this matter made up before it comes to the GeneraL 

Tim, But this is Treafon, Neighbour. 

Whiff, If I hang — I'll declare on the Ladder how you 
kiird your War-Captain. 

Tim, Come Brother Whimfey — ^we have been all Friends 
and loving Magiflrates together, let's drink about, and 
think no more of this Bufmefs. 

Dull, Ay, ay, if every fober Man in the Nation (hould 
be called to account of the Treafon he fpeaks in's Drink, 
the Lord have mercy upon us alL — Put it up — and let us, 
like loving Brothers, take an honeft Refolution to run 
away together ; for this fame Frightall minds nothing but 
Fighting. 

Whim, I'm content, provided we go all to the Council, 
and tell them (to make our Peace) we went in obedience 
to the Proclamation, to kill Bacotiy but the Traitor was fo 
ftrongly guarded we could not effe<5l it : but mum 

who's here ? 

Enter Ranter /z«^ Jenny, as Man and Footman, 

Rant, Hah our four reverend Juflices 1 hope the 

Blockheads will not know me — Gentlemen, can you di 
redl me to Lieutenant General Daring^s Tents ? 

Whiff, Hum, who the Devil's this? that's he you 

fee coming this way. 'S death, yonder's Daring let's 

flip away before he advances. [Exeunt all dutKsn. and Jen, 

yen, I am fcar'd with thofe dead Bodies we have pafs'd 
over ; for God's fake, Madam, let me know your defign 
in coming. 

Rant. Why, now I tell thee — my damn'd mad Fellow 
Darings who has my Heart and Soul, loves Chri/ante, 
has (lolen her, and carried her away to his Tents ; (he 
hates him, while I am dying for him. 

yen. Dying, Madam ! I never faw you melancholy. 

Rant, Pox on't no ; why fhould I figh and whine, and 
make my felf an Afs, and him conceited ? no, inflead of 
fnivelling I am refolved 

yen. What, Madam ? 

Rant, Gad to beat the Rafcal, and bring off Chri/ante, 

yen. 
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yen. Beat him^ Madam ! what, a Woman beat a Lieu« 
tenant-General ? 

Rant, Hang 'em, they get a name in War from Com- 
mand, not Courage ; but how know I but I may fight ? 
Gad I have known a Fellow Idck'd from one end of the 
Town to t'other, believing himfelf a Coward ; at lall forced 
to fight, found he could ; got a Reputation, and bullied 
all he met with ; and got a Name, and a great Commif- 
fion. 

Jen, But if he (hould kill you, Madam. 

Ran, ril take care to make it as comical a Duel as the 
beil of 'em ; as much in love as I am, I do not intend 
to die its Martyr. 

Enter Daring and Fearlefs. 

Fear, Have you feen Chri/ante fmce the Fight ? 

Dar. Yes, but (he is flill the fame, as nice and coy as 
Fortune, when fhe's courted by the wretched ; yet (he 
denies me fo obligingly, (he keeps my Love ftill in its 
humble Calm. 

Ran, Can you diredl me. Sir, to one Daring's Tent ? 

[Sullenly, 

Dar, One Daring/ he has another Epithet to his 

Name. 

Ran, What's that, Rafcal, or Coward ? 

Dar, Hah, which of thy Stars, young Man, has fent 
thee hither, to find that certain Fate they have decreed ? 

Ran, I know not what my Stars have decreed, but I 
(hall be glad if they have ordain'd me to fight with Da- 
ring : — by thy concern thou (hou'dft be he. 

Dar, I am, prithee who art thou ? 

Ran, Thy Rival, tho newly arrived from England^ 
and came to marry fair Chri/ante^ whom thou hafl ra- 
vi(h'd, for whom I hear another Lady dies. 

Dar, Dies for me ? 

Ran, Therefore refign her fairly — or fight me fairly — 

Dar, Come on Sir but hold ^before I kill thee, 

prithee inform me who this dying Lady is ? 

Ran, Sir I owe ye no Courtefy, and therefore will do 

you none by telling you come Sir, for Chri/ante 

draw. [T^^y ^ff^ lo fight y Ytacs\Asfteps in. 

Fear, 
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Fear. Hold ^what mad Frolick's this? Sir, you 

fight for one you never faw \to Ranter.] and you for one 
that loves you not. [ To Dar. 

Dor, Perhaps (he'll love him as little. 

Ran, Gad put it to the Trial, if you dare — if thou be'ft 
eenerous, bring me to her, and whom (he does negle^ 
mall give the other place. 

Dar, That's fair, put up thy Sword — 111 bring thee to 
her inflantly. \Exeunt* 

SCENE, A Tent. 

Enter Chrifante and Surelove. 

Chrif, I'm not so much afHidled for my Confinement, 
as I am that I cannot hear of Friendly, 

Sure. Art not perfecuted with Daring f 

Chrif. Not at all ; tho he tells me daily of his Paflion, 

I rally him, and give him neither Hope nor Defpair, 

he's here. 

Enter Daring. Fear, Rant and Jenny. 

Dar. Madam, the Complaifance I (how in bringing 
you my Rival, will let you fee how glad I am to oblige 
you every way. 

Ran. I hope the Danger I have expofed my felf to for 
the Honour of ki(Ting your Hand, Madam, will render me 

fomething acceptable here are my Credentials 

[Gives her a Letter. 

Chrifante reads. 
Dear Creaiure^ I have taken this Habit to free you 
from an impertinent Lover ^ and to fecure the damfid 
Rogue Daring to my felf : receive me as fent by Colonel 

Surelove from Englandf /<? marry you favour me - 

no more 

Yours^ Ranter. 

— Hah Ranter f \Afide^ — Sir, you have too good a 
Chantdler from my Couun Colonel Surelove^ not to re- 
ceive my Welcome. {Gives Surelove the Letter. 

H Ran. 
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Ran, Stand by General — [Pujkes away Daring, looks 
big, and takes Chrifante by the Handy and kUfes it, 
Dar. ^Sdeath, Sir, there's room enough — at firil fight 
fo kind ! Oh Youth, Youth and Impudence, what Temp- 
tations are you to Viilanous Woman ? 

Chrif, I confefs, Sir, we Women do not love thefe 
rough fighting Fellows, the/re always fearing us with one 
Broil or other. 

Dar, Much good may it do you with your tame Cox- 
comb. 

Ran. Well, Sir, then you yield the Prize ? 

Dar, Pcj Gad, were fhe an Angel, that can prefer fuch 
a callow Fop as thou before a Man — take her and do- 
mineer. \T^y ^^^ laugh. 
^'Sdeath am I grown ridiculous ? 

Fear, Why haft thou not found the Jeft ? by Heaven *tis 
Ranter y 'tis (he that loves you ; carry on the humour. [A tide. 
Faith, Sir, if I were you, I wou'd divorce my felf to 
Madam Ranter, 

Chrif, Ay, (he's a fit Wife for you, (hell fit your Hu- 
mour. 

Dar, Ranter — Gad HI fooner marry a (he-Bear, un- 
lefs for a Penance for fome horrid Sin ; we (hould be eter- 
nally challenging one another to the Field, and ten to one 
(he beats me there; or if I (hould efcape there, (he 
wou'd kill me with drinking. 

Ran. Here's a Rogue — does your Couutry abound with 
fuch Ladies ? 

Dar, The Lord forbid, half a dozen wou'd ruin the 
Land, debauch all the Men, and fcandalize all the Wo- 
men. 

Fear, No matter, (he's rich. 

Dar, Ay, that will make her infolent. 

Fear, Nay, (he's generous too. 

Dar, Yes, when (he's drunk, and then (he'll lavi(h alL 

Ran, A pox on him how he vexes me. 

Dar, Then fuch a Tongue — (he'll rail and fmoke till 
(he choke again ; then fix Gallons of Punch hardly re- 
covers her, and never but then is (he good-natur'd. 

Ran, I muft lay him on 

Dar, 
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Dar. There's not a Blockhead in the Country that has 
not 



Ran. What- 



Dar, Been drunk with her. 

Ran, I thought you had meant fomething elfe, Sir. 

\In huff, 

Dar. Nay — as for that — I fuppofe there is no great 
difficulty. 

Ran, 'Sdeath, Sir, you lye — and you are a Son of a 
Whore. \Draws and fences with him, and 

he runs back round the Stage, 

Dar, Hold ^hold Virago— dear Widow hold, and 

give me thy hand. 

Ran, Widow J 

Dar, 'Sdeath I knew thee by inilin£l. Widow, tho I 
feemed not to do fo, in Revenge for the Trick put on me 
in telling me a Lady dy'd for me. 

Ran, Why fuch a one there is, perhaps fhe may 
dwindle forty or fiftjr years — or fo— tfut will never be 
her own Woman agam, that's certain. 

Sure, This we are all ready to teftify, we know her. 

Ckrif, Upon my Life, 'tis true. 

Dar, Widow, I have a ftireud Sufpicion, that you your 
felf may be this dying Lady. 

Ran, Why fo. Coxcomb } 

Dar, Becaufe you took fuch Pains to put your felf into 
my hands. 

Ran, Gad if your Heart were but half fo true as your 
Guefs, we ihould conclude a Peace before Bacon ana the 
Council will — befides, this thing whines for Friendly, and 
there's no hopes. [ To Chrilante. 

Dar, Give me thy Hand, Widow, I am thine — and fo 
entirely, I will never — be drunk out of thy Company : — 

Dunce is in my Tent, prithee let's in and bind the 

Bargain. 

Ran, Nay, faith, let's fee the Wars at an end firiL 

Dar, Nay, prithee take me in the humour, while thy 
Breeches are on — for I never lik'd thee half fo well in 
Petticoats. 

Ran, Lead on General, you give me good incourage- 
ment to wear them. [Exeunt, 

H2 ACT 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 

The Sevana in Jight of the Camp ; the 

Moon fifes. 

Enter Friendly, Hazard and Boozer, and a Party of Men. 

Friend.'X'XJ'E are now in fight of the Tents. 

*VV Booz, Is not this a rafh Attempt, Gentle- 
men, with fo fmall Force to fet upon Bacof^s whole 
Army? 

Has:, Oh, they are drunk with Vidlory and Wine ; 
there will be nought but revelling to night 

Friend, Would we could learn in what Quarter the 
Ladies are lodg'd, for we have no other buflnefs but to 
releafe them But hark who comes here ? 

Booz, Some Scouts, I fear, from the Enemy. 

Enter Dull. Tinu Whim, and Whiff, creeping as in 

the dark. 

Friend, Let's (helter ourfelves behind yonder Trees — 
left we be furpriz'd. 

Tim, Wou'd I were well at home Gad zoors, if 

e'er you catch me a Cadeeing again, 111 be content to be 
fet in the fore-front of the Battle for Hawks-Meat. 

Whim, Thou'rt afraid of every Bufti. 

Tim, Ay, and good reafon too : Gad zoors, there may 
be Rogues hid prithee. Major, do thou advance. 

Dull, No, no, go on ^no matter of Ceremony in 

thefe cafes of running away. \T^y ^vance. 

Friend, They approach diredlly to us, we cannot efcape 

them ^their numbers are not great let us advance. 

[They come up to them, 

Tim, Oh ! I am annihilated. 

Whiff, Some of FrightalPs Scouts, we are loft Men. 

[They pu/h each other foremoft. 

Friend, Who goes there ? 

Whim 
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Wkim. Oh, the/11 give us no Quarter ; 'twas long of 
you, Comet, diat we ran away from our Colours. 

Tim. Me — ^'twas the Major's Ambition here— to make 
himfelf a great Man with the Council again. 

Dull, Pox o' this Ambition, it has been the ruin of 
many a gallant Fellow. 

Whiff. If I get home again, the height of mine (hall 
be to top Tobacco ; would Tad fome Brandy. 

Tim. Gad zoors, would we had, 'tis the beft Armour 
againft Fear — hum — I hear no body now prithee ad- 
vance a little. 

Whim. What, before a Horfe-Officer? 

Friend, Stand, on your Lives 

Tim, Oh, 'tis impoffible I'm dead already. 

Friend, What are ye ? — fpeak — or I'll (hoot. 

Whim, Friends to thee, ^who the Devil are we 

Friends to ? 

Tim. E'en who pleafe you, Gad zoors. 

Friend, Hah — Gads zoors — who's there. Timorous f 

Tim, Hum — I know no fuch Scoundrel — [Gets behind. 

Dull, Hah that's Friendly s Voice. 

Friend, Right thine's that of Dullman 

who's with you ? 

Dull. Only Timorous^ Whim/eyand Whiff, all valiantly 
running away from the Arch- Rebel that took us Prifoners. 

Has. Can you inform us where the Ladies are lodged ? 

Dull. In the hither Quarter, in Daring's Tent ; you'll 

know them by Lanthorns on every comer there 

was never better time to furprize them ^for this day 

Darin^^s married, and there's nothing but Dancing and 
Drinking. 

Haz, Married ! to whom ? 

Dull, That I ne'er enquir'd. 

Friend. 'TIS to Chri/ante, Friend and the Re- 
ward of my Attempt is loft. Oh, I am mad, I'll fight 
away my Life, and my Defpair (hail yet do greater Won- 
ders, than even mv Love could animate me to. Let's 
part our Men, and befet his Tents on both fides. 

[Friendly goes out with a Party, 

Haz, Come, Gentlemen, let's on 

H 3 Whiff. 
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Whiff, On, Sir, ^we on, Sir ?- 



Haz, Ay, you on, Sir to redeem the Ladies. 

Whiff, 01^ Sir, I am going home for Money to redeem 
my Nancy, 

Whim, So am I, Sir. 

Tim, I thank my Stars I am a Batchelor. — ^Why, what 
a Plague is a Wife ? 

Ha2, Will you march forward ? 

Dull. We nave atchiev'd Honour enough already, in 
having made our Campaign here {Looking big. 

Has, 'Sdeath, but you (hall go put them m the 

front, and prick them on if they offer to- turn back, 

run them thro. 

Tim, Oh, horrid \The Soldiers prick them on 

with their Swords, 

Whiff, Oh Nancy, thy Dream will yet come to pais. 

Haz, Will you advance, Sir ? [Pricks Whiff 

Whiff, Why fo we do. Sir ; the Devil's in thefe fight- 
ing Fellows. [JExU, 

An Alarm at a dijiance. 

Within, To Arms, to Arms, the Enemy's upon us. 

A Noife of Fighting, after which enters Friendly with 
his Party, retreating and fighting from Daring and 
fame Soldiers, ^jasii^r fighting liks a Fury by his fide, 
he putting her back in vain ; they fight out, Re-enUr 
Daring and Friendly all bloody. Severed Soldiers enter 
with Flambeaux, 

Dor, Now, Sir ^what Injury have I ever done you, 

that you (hould ufe this Treachery againft me ? 

Friend, To take advantage any way in War, was 

never counted Treachery and had I murder'd thee, I 

had not paid thee half the Debt I owe thee. 

Dar, You bleed too much to hold too long a Parley — 
come to my Tent, 111 take a charitable care of thee. 

Friend, I fcom thy Courtefy, who againft all the Laws 
of Honour and of Juftice, haft ravifti'd innocent Ladies. 

Dar, Sir, your upbraiding of my Honour fliaJl never 
make me forfeit it, or efteem you l« s - ■ Is there a Lady 
here you have a Paftion for ? 

Frieftd, 
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FriefuL Yes, on a nobler fcore than you dared own. 

Dar. To let you fee how you're miflaken, Sir, who- 
e'er that Lady be whom you affe^, I will refign, and 
give you both your Freedoms. 

, Friend. Why, for this Courtefy, which (hows thee 
brave, in the next fight I'll fave thy Life to quit the Obli- 
gation. 

Dar. I thank you. Sir ; come to my Tent, 

and when we've drefs'd your Wounds, and yielded up the 
Ladies, I'll give you my Pafs-port for your Safe-Condu^ 
back, and tell your Friends i'th' Town, we'll vifit them 
i'th' Morning. 

Friend, They'll meet you on your way. Sir 

Dar, Come my young Soldier, now thou'il won my 
SouL 

An Alarm beats : Enter at atwther Pajfage Boozer with 
all the Ladies ; they pafs over the Stage, while Hazard 
and Downright beat back a party of Soldiers. Dull. 
Tim. Whim, and Whiff, prick'd on by their Party to 
Jight, lay about them like Madmen. Bacon, Fearlefs 
and Daring come in, re/cue their Men, and fight out 
the other Party, fome Jailing dead. Bacon, Fearlefs 
and Daring return tired, with their Swords drawn. 
Enter Soldier running. 

Sol. Return, Sir, where your Sword will be more ufc- 
fiil — ^a Party of Indians, taking advantage of the Night, 
have fet fire on your Tents, and borne away the Queen. 

Btu. Hah, the Queen ! By Heaven this Vicflory (hall 
cod them dear ; come, let us fly to refcue her. [Goes out. 

SCENE changes to Wellman'^ Tent. 

Enter Wellman, Bragg, Grubb, and Officers. 
Well. I cannot (leep, my Impatience if fo great to en- 
gage this haughty Enemy, before they have repofed their 

weary Limbs Is not yon ruddy Light the Morning's 

dawn? 

Brag. 'Tis, and pleafe your Honour. 
Well. Is there no News of Friendly yet, and Hazard? 

H 4 Brag. 
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Brag, Not yet ^'tis thought they left the Camp to 

nighty with fome defign againfl the Enemy. 

Well, What Men have they ? 

Bragg, Only Boozer's Party, Sir. 

Well, I know they are brave, and mean to furprize 
me with fome handfome Adlion. 

Enter Friendly. 

Friend, I ask a thoufand Pardons, Sir, for quitting 
the Camp without your leave. 

Well, Your conduct and your Courage cannot err ; I 
fee thou'ft been in adlion by thy Blood. 

Friend, Sir, I'm afhamed to own thefe (lender Wounds, 
fmce without more my luck was to be taken, while Ha- 
zard did alone e€fe<5l the Bufmefs, the refcuing of the La- 
dies. 

Well, How got ye Liberty ? 

Friend. By Daring's Generofity, who fends ye word 
hell vifit you this Morning. 

Well, We are prepared to meet him. 

Enter Down. Hazard, Ladies, Whim. Whiff, Dullman, 
Tim. looking big. Well, embraces Down. 

Well. My worthy Friend, how am I joyed to fee you ? 

Down, We owe our Liberties to thefe brave Youths, 
who can do Wonders when they fight for Ladies. 

Tim, With our affiflance. Ladies. 

Whim, For my part 111 not take it as I have done ; 
Gad I find, when I am damnable angry, I can beat both 
Friend and Foe. 

Whiff, When I fight for my Nancy here — adsfifh Vm 
a Dragon. 

Mrs. Whiff, Lord, you need not have been fo hafty. 

Friend, Do not upbraid me with your Eyes, Chrifante ; 
but let thefe Wounds aflure you I endeavour'd to ferve 
you, tho Hazard had the Honour on't. 

Well. But, Ladies, we'll not expofe you in the Camp, 

a Party of our Men (hall fee you fafely condufled to 

Madam Surelov^s ; 'tis but a little Mile from our Camp. 

Friend, Let me have that honour, Sir. 

Chri/, 
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Chrif, No, I conjure you let your Wounds be drefs'd ; 
obey me if you love me, and Hazard (hall condu<5l us 
home. 

WelL He had the Toil, 'tis fit he have the Recom- 
pence. 

Whiff: He the Toil, Sir ! what, did we ftand for Cy- 
phers? 

Whim, The very appearance I made in the front of 
the Battel, aw'd the Enemy. 

Tim, Ay, ay, let the Enemy fay how I maul'd 'em — 
but Gads zoors, I fcom to brag. 

WelL Since you've regained your Honour fo glorioufly, 
I reftore you to your Conmiands, you loft by your feem- 
ing Cowardice. 

DulL Valour is not always in humour. Sir. 

WelL Come, Gentlemen, fmce they've refolv'd to en- 
gage us, let's fet our Men in order to receive 'em. 

\Exeunt all but the four Jujiices, 

Tim, Our Commiflions again — you muft be bragging, 
and fee what comes on't ; I was modeft ye fee, and (kid 
nothing of my Prowefs. 

Whiff, What a Devil does the Colonel think we are 
made of Iron, continually to be beat on the Anvil .^ 

Whim, Look, Gentlemen, here's two Evils if we 

go we are dead Men ; if we ftay we are hang'd ^and 

that will diforder my Crevat-ftring : ^therefore the leaft 

Evil is to go and fet a good Face on the Matter, as 

I do {Goes outftnging, 

S C E N E, y4 Ihick Wood. 

Enter Queen dref^d like an Indian Man^ with a Bow in 
her Hand^ and Quiver at her Back ; Anaria her Con- 
fident difgui^dfo too ; and about a dozen Indians led 
by Cavaro. 

Q^een, I tremble yet, doft think we're fafe, Cavaro t 
Cav, Madam, theie Woods are intricate and vail, and 
•twiU be difficult to find us out — or if they do, this Habit 
will fecure you from the fear of being taken. 
" Vol, IV. H 5 Queen. 
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Queen. Doft think if Bacon find us, he will not know 
me ? Alas, my Fears and Bluflies will betray me. 

Ana. Tis certain. Madam, if we flay we perifh ; for 
all the Wood's furrounded by the Conqueror. 

Queen. Al2is, ^tis better we fhould perifh here, than 
flay to expedl the Violence of his Paffion, to which my 
Heart's too fenfibly inclin'd. 

Ana. Why do you not obey its Dictates then ? why 
do you fly the Conqueror ? 

Queen. Not fly not fly the Murderer of my Lord ? 

Ana. What World, what Refolution can preferve you? 
and what he cannot gain by foft AdmifTion, Force will at 
lafl o'ercome. 

Queen. I wifh there were in Nature one excufe, either 
by Force or Reafon to compel me : — For Oh Anaria — 

I adore this General ; — take from my Soul a Truth 

till now conceal'd at twelve Years old at the PaO' 

womungian Court, I faw this Conqueror. 1 faw him 
young and gay as new-bom Spring, glorious and charm- 
mg as the Mid-day's Sun ; I watch'd his Looks, and 
liflncd when he fpoke, and thought him more than 
mortal. 

Ana. He has a graceful Form. 

Queen. At lafl a fatal Match concluded was between 
my Lord and me ; I gave my Hand, but oh how far my 
Heart was from confenting, the angry Gods are Witnefs. 

Ana, Twaspity. 

Queen. Twelve tedious Moons I pafs*d in filent Lan- 
guifhment ; Honour endeavouring to deflroy my Love, 
but all in vain ; for flill my Pain returned whenever 1 be- 
held my Conqueror ; but now when 1 confider him as 

Murderer of my Lord — \^Fiercelyi\ 1 figh and wifh 

fome other fatal Hand had given him his Death. 

But now there's a neceffity, I mufl be brave and over- 
come my Heart : What if I do ? ah, whither fhall I 
fly .'* I have no Amazonian Fire about me, all my Artil- 
lery is Sighs and Tears, the Earth my Bed, and Heaven 
my Canopy. [ Weeps. [Noi/e of Fighting, 

Hah, we are furpriz'd ; Oh, whither fhall I fly r And 
yet methiiJcs a certain trembling Joy, fpite of my Soul, 

fpite 
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fpite of my boalled Honour, runs (hivering round my 
Heart. 

Enter an Indian. 

Ind, Madam, your Out-guards are furpriz'd by Bacon^ 
who hews down all before him, and demands the Queen 
with fuch a Voice, and Eyes fo fierce and angry, he lulls 
us with his Looks. 

Cav, Draw up your poifon'd Arrows to the head, and 
aim them at his Heart, fure fome will hit. 

Queen, Cruel Cavaro, wou'd 'twere fit for me 

to contradidl thy Juflice. \AfnU, 

Bac, within. The Queen, ye Slaves, give me the Queen, 
and hve ! 

He enters furioujlyy beating back fome Indians ; Cavaro'j 
Party going tojkoot, the Queen runs in. 
Queen, Hold, hold, I do command ye. 

[Bacon^/>j on *em as they/hoot and mi/s him^ 
fights like a Fury, and wounds the Queen 
in the Dif order ; beats them all out, 
— ^hold thy commanding Hand, and do not kill me, who 

wou'd not hurt thee to regain my Kingdom 

[Hefnatches her in his Arms,fhe reels, 
Bac, Hah — a Woman's Voice, — ^what art thou? Oh 
my Fears ! 

Queen, Thy Hand has been too cruel to a Heart — 
whofe Crime was only tender Thoughts for thee. 

Bac, The Queen ! What is't my (acrilegious Hand has 
done? 

Queen, The noblefl Office of a gallant Friend, thou'ft 
fav'd my Honour, and had given me Death. 

Bac. Is't poffible ! ye unregarding Gods, is't poffible ? 
Queen, Now I may love you without Infamy, and 
pleafe niy dying Heart by gazing on you. 

Bac, Oh I am loft — ^for ever loft — I find my Brain 
turn with the wild confiifion. 

Queen, I faint — oh lay me gently on the Earth. 

[Lays her down, 

Bac. Who waits [Turns in Rage to his Men, 

Make of the Trophies of the War a Pile, and fet it all or, 

fine 
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fire, that I may leap into confuming Flames ^while all 

my Tents are bummg round about me. [ Wildly, 

Oh thou dear Prize, for which alone I toil'd ! 

[ Weeps y and lies down by her. 
Enter Fearlefs with his Sword drawn. 

Fear, Hah, on the Earth — ^how do you. Sir? 

Bac, What wou'dfl thou ? 

Fear, Wellman with all the Forces he can gather, at- 
tacks us even in our very Camp ; aflifl us, Sir, or all is 
loft. 

Bac, Why, prithee let him make the World his Prize, 
I have no bufmefs with the Trifle now ; it contains no- 
thing that's worth my care, fince my fair Queen — is dead 
— and by my hand. 

Queen. So charming and obliging is thy Moan, that I 
cou'd wilh for Life to recompenle it ; but oh. Death 
falls — all cold upon my Heart, like Mildews on the 
Bloftbms. 

Fear. By Heaven, Sir, this Love will ruin all — rife, 
rife, and fave us yet 

Bac. Leave me, what e'er becomes of me— lofc 
not thy ftiare of Glory prithee leave me. 

Queen, Alas, I fear thy Fate is drawing on, and I (hall 
(hortly meet thee in the Clouds ; till then — farewel — 
even Death is pleafmg to me, while thus I find it in thy 
Arms \Dies, 

Bac, There ends my Race of Glory* and of Life. 

\An Alarm at diftance — continues a while, 

Bac, Hah — Why (hould I idly whine away my Life, 
fince there are nobler ways to meet with Death ? Up, up, 

and face him then Hark there's the Soldiers 

Knell and all the Joys of Life ^with thee I bid 

farewel — {Goes out. The Indians bear off 

the Body of the Queen, 

The Alarm continues : Enter Downright, Wellman, and 

otherSy Swords drawn. 
Well They fight like Men poflcft— I did not think to 
have found them fo prepared. 

Dow, 
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Daw, They've good Intelligence ^but where's the 

Rebel? 

Well, Sure's he's not in the Fight ; Oh that it were my 

happy chance to meet him, that while our Men look on, 

we might difpatch the bufmefs of the War — Come, let's 

fall in again, now we have taken breath. {They go out. 

Enter Daring and Fearlefs haftily, with their Swords 

drawn ; meet Whim. Whiff, with their Swords 

drawn, running away, 

Dar. How now, whither away ? [/« anger. 

Whim, Hah, Daring here we are purfuing of 

the Enemy, Sir ; flop us not in the purfuit of Glory. 

[Offers to go, 

Dar, Stay ! 1 have not feen you in my Ranks 

to day. 

Whiff, Lord, does your Honour take us for Starters 1 
Fear, Yes, Sirrah, and believe you are now rubbing 
off — confefs, or I'll run you thro. 

Whiff. Oh mercy, Sir, mercy, we^l confefs. 
Whim, What will you confefs .? we were only going 
behind yon Hedge to untrufs a point ; that's all. 

Whiff, Ay, your Honours will fmell out the truth, if 
you keep us here long. 
Dar, Here, carry them Prifoners to my Tent. 

\Ex. Soldiers with Whim, and Whiff. 
Enter Ranter without a Hat, and Sword drawn. 
Daring angrily goes the other way. 
Ran, A Pox of all ill luck, how came I to lofe Daring 
in the fight.? Ha — who's here? Dullman and Timorous 
dead — the Rogues are Counterfeits. — 111 fee what Move- 
ables they have about them, all's lawful Prize in War. 

[Takes their Money, Watches and Rings ; goes out, 

Tim, What rob the dead 1 — why, what will this villan- 

ous World come to ? [Clajhing of Swords, jujl as 

they were going to rife. 
Enter Hazard bringing in Ranter. 
Has. Thou cou'dA expedl no other Fate, young Man ; 
thy Hands are yet too tender for a Sword. 

Ran, Thou look*fl like a good-natur'd Fellow, ufe me 
civilly, and Daring fhall ranK>m me. 

Has. 
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Haa, Doubt not a generous Treatment. \Goes out 

Dull. So, the Coafl is clear, I defire to move my 

Quarters to fome place of more fafety 

^They rife and go off. 
Enter Wellman and Soldiers najlily. 
Well. *Twas this way Bacon fled. 
Five hundred Pound for him who finds the Rebel. \Go out. 

SCENE changes to a Wood. 

Enter Bacon and Fearlefs, with their Swords drawn, all 

bloody. 

Bac. 'Tis juft, ye Gods ! that when ye took the Prize 
for which I fought. Fortune and you fhould all abandon 
me. 

Fear. Oh fly. Sir, to fome place of fafe retreat, for 
there^s no mercy to be hop^d if taken. What will you 
do ? I know we are purfu'a, by Heaven I will not die a 
fliameful Death. 

Bac. Oh, the/11 have pity on thy Youth and Bravery, 
but Tm above their Pardon. \A noi/e is heard. 

Within. This way — this way — ^hay halloo. 

Fear. Alas, Sir, we're undone — I'll fee which way 
they take. \Exit. 

Bac. So near ! Nay, then to my lad (hift. 

{Undoes the Pomel of his Sword. 
Come, my good Poifon, like that of Hannibal \ long I 
have bom a noble Remedy for all the Ills of Life. 

\Takes Poifon. 
I have too long furviv'd my Queen and Glory, thofe two 
bright Stars that influenced my Life are fet to all Eternity. 

iUes down, 
lis Sword 
Fear. — Hah — what have ye done ? 
Bac. Secured my felf from being a publick Spe<5lacle up- 
on the common Theatre of Death. 

Enter Daring and Soldiers. 
Dar. Vidlory, Vidlory ! they fly, they fly, where's the 
vi<5lorious General ? 
Fear. Here, taking his laft Adieu. 

Dar. 
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Dar, Dying ! Then wither all the Laurels on my 
Brows, for I (hall never triumph more in War ; where 
are the Wounds ? 

Fear, From his own Hand, by what he carried here, 
believing we had lofl the Vidlory. 

Bac. And is the Enemy put to flight, my Hero ? 

[Grafps his Neck, 

Dar, All routed Horfe and Foot ; 1 plac'd an Ambufh, 
and while they were purfuing you, my Men fell on be- 
hind, and won the day. 

Bac. Thou almoft makefl me wi(h to live again, if I 

cou'd live now fair SemernicCs dead. But oh ^the 

baneful Drug is jufl and kind, and haflens me away 

Now while you are Vi(fiors, make a Peace with the 
Englijh Council, and never let Ambition, Love, or In- 
terefl, make you forget, as I have done, your Duty 

and Allegiance Farewel a long Farewel 

\Dies embracing their Necks, 

Dar. So fell the Roman CaJJius, by miflake 

Enter Soldiers with Dunce, Tim. and Dullman. 

Sol, An't pleafe your Honour, we took thefe Men 
running away. 

Dar. Let 'em loofe the Wars are at an end, fee 

where the General lies the great-foul'd Man, no pri- 
vate Body e'er contain'd a nobler ; and he that cou'd have 
conquered all America, finds only here his fcanty length 

of Earth. Go, bear the Body to his own Pavilion 

{Soldiers go out with the Body. 
tho we are Conquerors we fubmit to treat, and yield upon 
Condition : You, Mr. Dunce y (hall bear our Articles to 
the Council. 

Dun. With Joy I will obey you. 

Tim. Good General, let us be put in the Agreement. 

Dar, You fhall be obliged 

\Ex, Dar. Dune. Dull, and Tim. as 
Fear, goes out a Soldier meets him, 

Sol, What does your Honour intend to do with 
Whim and Whiff, who are condemned by a Council of 
War.? 

Enter 



184 The Widow Ranter, 6*^. 

Enter Daring, Dullman, Tim. Fearlefs, and Officers. 

Dar. You come too late, Gentlemen, to be put into 
the Articles ; nor am I fatisf/d you're worthy of it. 

DulL Why, did not you, Sir, fee us lie dead in the 
Field ? 

Dar. Yes, but I fee no Wound about you. 

Tim. We were ftun'd with being knocked down ; Gad 
zoors, a Man may be kiird with the but-end of a Muf- 
quet, as foon as with the point of a Sword. 

Enter Dunce. 

Dun. The Council, Sir, wilhes you Health and Hap- 

pinefs, and fends you thefe fign'd by their Hands 

\Gi7/es Papers, 

Dar, reads. 

That you Jhall have a general Pardon for your feif and 
Friends \ that you Jhall Have all new Commijfions^ and 
Daring to command as General ; that you Jhall have free 
leave to inter your dead General in James Town. And 
to ratify this, we will meet you at Madam Surelove's 
Houfe, which fiands between the Armies , attended only 
by our Officers. 

The Council's noble, and I'll wait upon them. 

{Exit Dunce. 

SCENE, a Grove near Madam Surelove'^. 

Enter Surelove weepings Well. Chrifante, Mrs. Flirt, 
Ranter as before, Down. Haz. Friend. Booz. Brag. 
Well. How long, Madam, have you heard the News 
of Col. Surelove's Death ? 
Sure. By a Veffel lafl Night arrivU 
Well. You (hou'd not grieve when Men fo old pay their 
debt to Nature ; you are too fair, not to have been re- 
ferved for fome young Lover's Arms. 

Haz. I dare not fpeak, — but give me leave to hope. 
Sure. The way to oblige me to't, is never to fpeak to 

me of Love till 1 fhall think it fit 

[Wellman^^^/Jrj to Down. 
Well. Come, you (han't grant it— 'tis a hopeful Youth. 

Dow. 
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Dow, You are too much my Friend to be denied 

Chri/ante, do you love Friendly ? nay, do not blulh — 
till you have done a fault, your loving him is none — 
Here, take her young Man, and with her all my Fortune 
— when 1 am dead, Sirrah — not a Groat before — unlefs 
to buy ye Baby-Clouts. 

Friend. He merits not this Treafure, Sir, can wifh for 
more. 

Enter Daring, Fearlefs, Dunce, and Officers^ they meet 
Well, and Down, who embrace *em. DuU. and 
TixxLjiand, 

Dar, Can you forgive us. Sir, our Difobedience ? 

Well. Your offering Peace while yet you might com- 
mand it, has made fuch kind impreffions on us, that now 
you may conunand your Propofitions ; your Pardons are 
all feaPd and new Conuniflions. 

Dar. Pm not ambitious of that Honour, Sir, but in 
obedience will accept your Goodnefs : but, Sir, I hear I 
have a young Friend taken Prifoner by Captain Hazard^ 
whom I intreat you will render me. 

Haz. Sir — here 1 refign him to you. {Gives him Rant. 

Ran. Faith General, you left me but fcurvily in Battle. 

Dar. That was to fee how well you cou'd fhift for your 
felf ; now 1 find you can bear the brunt of a Campaign, 
you are a fit Wife for a Soldier. 

All. A Woman Rante r 

Haz. Faith, Madam, I (hould have given you kinder 
Quarter, if I had known my happinefs. 

Flirt. I have au humble Petition to you. Sir. 

Sure. In which we all join. 

Flirt. An't pleafe you. Sir, Mr, Dunce has long made 
Love to me, and on promife of Marriage has — [Simpers. 

Dow. What has he, Miflrefs ? What has he Mrs. Flirtt 

Flirt. Only been a little familiar with my Perfon, Sir — 

IVell. Do you hear Parfon — you mufl marry Mrs. Flirt. 

Dun. How, Sir, a Man of my Coat, Sir, marry a 
Brandy-nwnger ? 

Well. Of your Calling you mean, a Farrier and no 

Parfon [AJide to him. 

Shell leave her Trade, and fpark it above all the Ladies at 

Church : 
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Church : No more ^take her, and make her honed. 

Enter Whim and Whifi Jirtpt 

Chrif. Blefs me, what have we here ? 

Whim, Why, an't hke your Honours, we were taken 
by the Enemy hah, Daring here, and Fearlefs f 

Fear. How now, Gentlemen, were not you two con- 
demn'd to be (hot for running from your Colours. 

Dow, From your Colours ! 

Fear, Yes, Sir, they were both lifted in my Regiment 

Dow, Then we muft hang them for deferting us. 

Whim, So, out of the Frying Pan — you know where, 
Brother 

Whiff, Ay, he that's bom to be hanged you know 

the reft ; a Pox of thefe Proverbs. 

Well, I know ye well you're all rank Cowards ; 

but once more we forgive ye ; your Places in the Council 
fhall be suppHed by thefe Gentlemen of Senfe and Honour. 
The Governor when he comes, ftiall find the Country in 
better hands than he expe6ls to find it. 

Whim, A very fair Difcharge. 

Whiff. Tm glad 'tis no worle, 111 home to my Nancy, 

Dull, Have we exposed our Lives and Fortunes for 
this? 

Tim, Gad zoors, I never thrived fince I was a States- 
man, left Planting, and fell to promifing and lying ; 111 
to my old Trade again, bask under the (hade of my own 
Tobacco, and drink my Punch in Peace. 

Well. Come, my brave Youths, let all our Forces meet, 
To make this Country happy, rich and great ; 
Let /canted Europe yi?^r that we enjoy 
Safer Repo/e, and larger Worlds, than they. 
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GAllants^you havefo long been ab/ent hence ^ 
That you have almojl cooVdyour Diligence : 
For while wefludy or revive a Play^ 
You like good Husbands in the Country Jlay, 
Th^re frugally wear out your Summer-Suity 
And in Prize ferkin after Beagles toot. 
Or in Mountero Caps at Fel-fares fhoot : 
Nayyfome arefo obdurate in their Sin, 
That theyfwear never to come up again ; 
But all their charge of Clothes and Treat retrench. 
To Gloves and Stockings for fome Country- Wench, 
Even they who in the Summer had Mifhaps, 
Send up to Town for Phyfukfor their Claps, 
The Ladies too, are as refoli/d as they. 
And having Debts unknown to them they flay, 
And with the gain of Cheefe and Poultry Pay, 
Even in their Vifits, they from Banquets fall, 
To entertain with Nuts and Bottle- Ale ; 
And in Difcourfe withfecrecy report 
Stale News that pafl a Twelve-month flnce at Court, 
Thofe of them who are mofl refitUd and gay. 
Now learn the Songs of the lafl Summer's Play : 
While the young Daughter does in private mourn 
Her Lov^s in Town, and hopes not to return, 
Thefe Country-Grievances too great appear ; 
But, cruel Ladies, we have greater here : 
You come notfharp, as you were wont, to Plays ; 
But only on thtfirfl andfecond Days : 
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This made our Poet in his Vifits look 

What newjlrange Courfes for your Time you took ; 

And to his great regret he found toofoon^ 

Baffet and Ombre f^ent the Afternoon : 

So that we cannot hope to fee you here 

Before the little Net-work Purfe be clear, 

Suppofe you fhould have luck : 

Yet fitting upfo late as I am told, 

You* II lofe in Beauty what you win in Gold; 

And what each Lady of another fays, 

Will make you new Lampoons, and us new Plays, 
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PROLOGUE, 

Spoken by Mr. Jevem. 

Mpng, and at vaft Expenee, th' induftrious Stage 

B HiuJiTovt to pUafe a dull UHgraltful Age : 

\ With Heroit and with Gods iiitjirfl btgan. 



And thunder' d to you in keroick Strain : 

Somt dying Lmie'fick Queen each Night you injoyd. 

And with Magnijicenee at lajl wire clt^d: 

Our Drums and Trumpets frighted all the Women ; 

Our Fighting Jcar'd the Beaux and Billet-Doux Men. 
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So spark in an Intrigue of Quality^ 

Grows weary of hisfplendid Drudge^ ; 

Hates the Fatigue, and cries a Pox upon her^ 

What a damn'd Bufllis here with Love and Honour t 

In humbler Comedy we next appear. 
No Fop or Cuckold, butflap-dafli we had him here ; 
lVefhow*dyou all, but you malicious grown, 
Friends Vices to expofe, and hide your own ; 

Cry, damn it This isfuch, orfuch a one. 

Yet nettled, Plague what does the Scribler mean t 
With his damr^d Characters, and Plot obfcene. 
No Woman without Vizard in the Nation 
Can fee it twice, and keep her reputation 

Thafs certain, Forgetting 

That he himfelf, in every grofs Lampoon, 
Her leuder Secrets fprecui about the Town ; 
Whilfl their feigned Nicenefs is but cautious Fear, 
Their own Intrigues fhould be unravePd here. 

Our next Recourfe was dwindling down to Farce, 

Then — Zounds, what Stuff *s here f *tis all der my 

Well, Gentlemen, fince notie of ihefe hasfped. 
Gad, we have bought a Share Vth^ f peaking Head, 
So there youHl fave a Sice, 
You love good Husbandry in all but Vice ; 
Whoring and drinking only bears a Price, 

The Head rifes upon a twifled Pofl, on a Bench from 
under the Stage. After Jevem fpeaks to its Mouth. 

Oh f—Oh /—Oh / 
Stentor. OhI—Ohl—Oh! 

After this it fings Sawny, laughs, crys God blefs the 

King in order. 

Stentor anfwers. 
Speak louder Jevem, if yot^d have me repeat ; 
Plague of this Rogue, he will betray the Cheat. 

He fpeaks louder, it anfwers indire^y. 

— Hum. 
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— Hum There His again^ 

Pox of your Eccho with a Northern Strain, 
Well — This will be but a nine days Wonder too \ 
Therms nothing lofting but the Puppets Show, 
What Lady's Hearfs/o hardy but it would move. 
To hear Philander and Irene'j Love f 
Ihofe Sijlers toOy thefcandalous Wits do fay y 
Two namelefs keeping Beaux have madefo gay ; 
But thofe Amours are perfect Sympathy ^ 
Their Gallants being as mere Machines as they. 
Oh / how the City Wife, with ker nown Ninny, 

Is charmed with come into my Coach, Mifs Jenhy, 

Mifs Jenny. 

But overturning Frible crys Adzigs, 

The jogling Rogue has murdered all his Kids, 

The Men of War cry^ Pox on*t, this is dull. 

We are for rough Sports, — Dog He6lor, and the Bull, 

Thus each in his degree, Diverfion finds. 

Your Sports are fuited to your mighty Minds ; 

Whilflfo much Judgment in your Choice you fhow. 

The Puppets have more Senfe thanfome of you. 



Dra- 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



MEN. 

Do6lor Baliardo, Mr. UnderhilL 

Scaramouch, his Man, Mr. Lee, 

Pedro, his Boy, 

Don Cinthio, Don Charmante, both\ ^ ^ j^^ d.^.^f 

Nephews to the Vice-Roy, and\ ^""^^""ZT''- 
iZers ^/Elaria and Bell^nteJ ^^- ^'""M^ 

Harlequin, CinthioV Man, Mr. yevem. 

Officer and Clerk, 

WOMEN. 

Elaria, Daughter to the Do^or, Mrs. Cooke, 

Bellemante, Niece to the Do^or, Mrs. Mum/ord, 

Mop(ophii, Govemant to the young \ ^^ /^m-o 

Ladies, { ^^' ^^^' 

The Perfons in the Moon, are Don Cinthio, Emperor ; 

Don Charmante, Prince of Thunderland. 
Their Attendants, Perfons that reprefentthe Court Cards ^ 
Keplair and Galileus, two Philofophers, 
Twelve Perfons, reprefenting the Figures of the twelve 

Signs of the Zodiack, 
Negroes, and Perfons that dance, 
Mufick, Kettle-Drums, and Trumpets, 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
A Chamber. 

Enter Elaha and Mopfophil. 

I. 
Curfe upon that faithlefs Maid, 
Whx>firjl her Sex*s Liberty betray d ; 
Bam free as Man to love and range. 
Till nobler Nature did to Cuftom change, 
Cujlom, that dull excu/efor Fools, 
Who think all Virtue to confift in Rules* 

II. 
From Love our Fetters never fprung \ 
That/milin^ God, all wanton, gay and young, 
Shows by his Wings he cannot be 
Confined to a rejilefs Slavery ; 
But here and there at random roves. 
Not fix* d to glittering Courts, orfluidy Groves, 

III. 
Thenjhe that Cbnftancy frofef^d. 
Was but a well Dijfembler at the beft \ 
And that imaginary Sway 
She feigf^d to give, in/eeming to obey. 
Was but the Juighi of prudent Art, 
To deal with greater liberty her Heart, 
[After the Song Elaria gives her Lute to MoPfophiL 

Ela, This does not divert me ; 
Nor nothing will, till Scaramouch return^ 
And bring me News of Cinthio. 

Mop, Truly I was fo fleepy laft Night, I know no- 
thing of the Adventure, for which you are kept fo clofe. 
a Pnfoner to day, and more (Iridlly guarded than ufual. 

»»VoL. IV. I Ela. 
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Ela. Cinthio came with Mufick lad Night under my 
Window, which my Father hearing, falhed out vdth his 
Mirmidons upon him ; and clafhing of Swords I heard, 
but what hurt was done, or whether Cinthio were dif- 
covered to him, I know not ; but the Billet I fent him 
now by Scaramouch^ will occafion me foon Intelligence. 

Mop. And fee, Madam, where your trufty Roger comes. 
Enter Scaramouch, /^?^'//«^^« all fides before he enters. 
You may advance, and fear none but your Friends. 

Scar. Away and keep the door. 

Ela. Oh dear Scaramouch / haft thou been at the Vice- 
Roy's ? 

Scar. Yes, yes. [In heat. 

Ela. And haft thou delivered my Letter to his Nephew, 
Don Cinthio f 

Scar. Yes, yes, what ftiould I deliver elfe ? 

Ela. Well ^and how does he } 

[Fanning himf elf with his Cap. 

Scar. Lord, how ftiould he do } Why, what a labo- 
rious thing it is to be a Pimp ? 

Ela. Why, well he ftiould do. 

Scar. So he is, as well as a Night-adventuring Lover 
can be, he has got but one Wound, Madam. 

Ela. How ! wounded fay you ? Oh Heavens ! 'tis not 
mortal. 

Scar. Why, I have no great skill ; but they (ay it 
may be dangerous. 

Ela. I die with Fear, where is he wounded ? 

Scar. Why, Madam, he is run quite thro the 
Heart, but the Man may live, if I pleale. 

Ela. Thou pleafe ! torment me not with Riddles. 

Scar, Why, Madam, there is a certain cordial Balfam, 
call'd a fair Lady ; which outwardly apphed to his Bofom, 
will prove a better cure than all your Weapon or fympa- 
thetick Pouder, meaning your Ladyftiip. 

Ela. Is Cinthio then not wounded } 

Scar. No otherways than by your fair Eyes, Madam ; 
he got away unfeen and unknown. 

Ela. Doft know how precious time is, and doft thou 
fool it away thus ? What faid he to my Letter 1 

Scar. 
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Scar. What fhould he fay ? 

Ela. Why a hundred dear foft things of Love, Icifs it 
a* often, and blefs me for my Goodnds. 

Sear. Why fo he did. 

Ela. Ask thee a thoufand Quellions of my Health after 
my lafl night's fright. 

ScWt So he did. 

Ela. Eipreffing all the Icind concern Love cou'd in- 
fpire, for the Punilhment my Father has inflifled on me, 
for entertaining him at my Window laft night 

Scar. All this he did. 

Ela. And for my being confin'd a Prifoner to my Apart- 
ment, without the hope or almod pofTibility of feeing 
him any more. 

Scar. There I think you are a little miflaken ; for be- 
fidea the Plot that I have laid to bring you together all 

this Night, there are fuch Stratagems a brewing, not 

only to bring you together, but with your Father's confent 
too ; fuch a Plot, Madam - — - 

Ela. Ay, that would be worthy of thy Brain ; prithee 
what? 

Scar. Such a Device 

Ela. I'm impatient. 

Sear. Such a Conundrum, Well, if there be wife 

Men and Conjurers in the World, they are intriguing 

Ela. Out with iL 

Scar. You muA know, Madam, your Father (my 
MaRer, the Do<?ior) is a little whimfical, romantick, or 
Don-Quick-folrilh, or fo. 

Ela. Or rather mad. 

Scar. That were uncivil to be fuppofed by me ; but 
lunatic we may call him, without breaking the Decorum 
of good Manners ; for he is always travelling to the 

Ela. And fo rehgiouily believes there is a World there, 
that he Difcourfes as gravely of the People, their Govern- 
ment, Inftitutions, Laws, Manners, Ruigion, and Con- 
nitution, as if he had been bred a Machiavel there. 

Scar. How came he thus infe^led tirfl? 

I 2 Ela. 
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Ela, With reading foolifh Books, iMcian^s Dialogue 
of the Lofty Traveller^ who flew up to the Moon, and 
thence to Heaven ; an heroick Bufmefs, cali'd The Man 
in the MooUy if you'll believe a Spaniard^ who was car- 
ried thither, upon an Engine drawn by wild Gccfe ; with 
another philofophical Piece, A Difcourfe of the World in 
the Moon ; with a thoufand other ridiculous VQlumes, 
too hard to name. 

Scar, Ay, this reading of Books is a pernicious thing. 
I was like to have run mad once, reading Sir yohn Man-' 

devil ; but to the bufmefs, 1 went, as you know, 

to Don Cinthi<f% Lodgings, where I found him with his 
dear Friend Charmante^ laying thei r Heads together for a 
Farce. 

Ela, Farce ! 

Scar, Ay, a Farce, which fhall be call'd, — The World 
in the Moon : Wherein your Father fhall be fo impos'd on, 
as (hall bring matters mod magnificently about. 

Ela. I cannot conceive thee, but the Defign mufl be 
good, fmce Cinthio and Charmante own it. 

Scar, In order to this, Charmante is drefling himfelf 
like one of the Caballifts of the Rofycrufian Order, and 
is coming to prepare my credulous Mafler for the greater 
Impofition. I have his Trinkets here to play upon him, 
which (hall be ready. 

Ela, But the Farce, where is it to be adled ? 

Scar, Here, here, in this very Houfe ; I am to order 
the Decorations, adorn a Stage, and place Scenes proper. 

Ela, How can this be done without my Father's Know- 
ledge ? 

Scar, You know the old Apartment next the great Or- 
chard, and the Worm-eaten Gallery that opens to the 
River ; which place for feveral Years no body has fre- 
quented ; there all things fhall be atf^ed proper for our 
purpofe. 

Enter Mopfophil running. 

Mop, Run, run Scaramouch^ my Mafler's conjuring for 
vou like mad below, he calls up all his little Devils with 
horrid Names, his Microfcope, his Horofcope, his Telef- 
cope, and all his Scopes. , 

Scar. 
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Scar, Here, here, 1 had almoil forgot the Letters ; 

here's one for you, and one for Mrg. Belletnante. 

\Runs out. 
Enter Bellemante with a Book. 

Bell. Here, take my Prayer-Book, Oh Ma tres chere. 

{Embraces hir. 

Ela. Thy Eyes are always laughing, Bellemante. 

Bell. And fo would yours, had they been fo well em- 
ployed as mine, this morning. I have been at the Chappel, 
and feen fo many Beaus, fuch a number of Plumeys, I 
cou'd not tell which I ftiould look on moft ; fometimes 
my Heart was charmed with the gay Blonding, then with 
the melancholy Noire, anon the amiable Brunet ; fome- 
times the bafhful, then again the bold ; the little now, 
anon the lovely tall : In fine, my Dear, I was emba- 
rafs'd on all fides, I did nothing but deal my Heart tout 
autour. 

Ela. Oh, there was then no danger, Coufin. 

Bell, No, but abundance of pleafure. 

Ela. Why, this is better than fighting for Charmante. 

Bell, That's when he's prefent only, and makes his 
Court to me ; I can figh to a Lover, but will never figh 

after him : but Oh the Beaus, the Beaus, Coufin 

that I faw at Church. 

Ela. Oh you had great devotion to Heaven then ! 

Bell, Ana fo I had ; for I did nothing but admire its 
Handy-work, but I cou'd not have pra/d heartily, if 1 
had been dying ; but a duce on't, who ihou'd come in 
and fpoil all but my Lover Charmante, fo drefs'd, fo 
gallant, that he drew together all the fcatter^d fragments 
of my Heart, confin'd my wandering Thoughts, and fixt 
'em all on him : Oh how he look'd, how he was 
drefs^d. 

SINGS. 

Chevalier a Cheveux blonds. 
Plus de Mouche, plus de Poudre, 
Plus de Ribons et Cannous. 

I 3 - Oh. 
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— Oh what a dear ravifhing thing is the beginning of 
an Amour ! 

Ela, Thou*rt ftill in Tune, when wilt thou be tame, 
Bellemante f 

BelL When I am weary of loving, Eiaria. 

Ela, To keep up your Humour, here's a Letter from 
your Charmante, 

Bellemante reads. 

MAlicious Creature, when wilt thou cea/e to torment 
me, and either appear le/s charming, or more 
kind? I languijh when from you, and am wounded 
when 1 fee you, and yet I am eternally courting my Pain, 
Cinthio and I, are contriving how we fhall fee you to 
Night. Let us not toil in vain ; we ask but your con- 
fent ; the Pleafure will be all ours, *tis therefore fit we 
fuffer all the Fatigue, Grant this, and love me, if you 
willfave the Life of 

Your Charmante, 

Live then Charmante / Live as long as Love can 

lail! 

Ela, Well, Coufm, Scaramouch tells me of a rare de- 
fign's a hatching, to relieve us from this Captivity ; here 
are we mew'd up to be efpous'd to two Moon-calfs for 
ought I know ; for the Devil of any hiunan thing is 
fuffer'd to come near us without our Govern ante and 
Keeper, Mr. Scaramouch, 

Bell, Who, if he had no more Honefly and Con- 
fcience than my Uncle, wou'd let us pine for want of 
Lovers ; but thanks be prais'd, the Generofity of our 
Cavaliers has opened their obdurate Hearts with a Golden 
Key, that lets 'em in at all Opportunities. Come, come, 
let's in, and anfwer their Billet-Doux. [Exeunt, 
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SCEN E II. A Garden. 

Enter Doflor, with all manner of Mathematical In- 
Jlrufnents hanging at his Girdle ; Scaramouch bear' 
ing a Tell/cope twenty {or mere) Foot long. 

DoH. Set down the Telefcope, Let me fee, what 

Scar. About fix a Clock, Sir, 

Do{l. Then 'tis about the Hourthat the great Monarch 
of the Upper World enters into his Clofet ; Mount, mount 
the Telefcope. 

Scar. What to do. Sir? 

Do{l. I undciftand, at certain moments critical, one 
may be fnatch'd of fuch a mighty confequence, to lei the 
Sight into the fecrel Clofet. 

Scar. How, Sir, peep into the King's Qofet ! under 
(avour. Sir, that will be fomething uncivil. 

Doff. Uncivil! it were flat Treafon if it fhould be 
known ; but thus unfeen, and as wife Politicians ihou'd, 
I take Survey of all : This is the Statefman's Peeping-hole, 
thorow which he fleals the Secrets of his King, and 
fecms to wink at di fiance. 

Scar. The very Key-hole, Sir, thorow which, with half 
KD Eye, he fees him even at his Devotion, Sir. 

\A knocking at the Garden-gate. 

Doll. Take care none enter. fScar. goes to the Door. 

Scar. Oh, Sir, Sir, here's fome firange great Man come 
to wait on you. 

DoH. Great Man i from whence ? 

Scar. Nay, from the Moon-World, for ought I know, 
for he looks not like the People of the lower Orb. 

Doll. Ha I and that may be; wait on him in. 

\Exit Scar. 

Enter Scaramouch bare, bowing before Charmante, 
dref^d in a Jlraii^e/anla/lical Habit, with Harle- 
quin ; falutes the t)oaor. 

Char. Doflor Baliardo, mod learned Sir, all Hail ! 
Hail from the great Caballa of Eutopia. 

I 4 DoQ. 
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Do{i, Moft reverend Bard, thrice welcome. 

[Salutes him low. 

Char, The Fame of your great Learnings Sir, and Vir- 
tue is known with Joy to the renown'd Society. 

Do^, Fame, Sir, has done me too much Honour, to 
bear my Name to the renown'd Caballa, 

Char, You mud not attribute it all to Fame, Sir, they 
are too learned and wife to take up things from Fame, 
Sir ; our Intelligence is by ways more fecret and fublime, 
the Stars, and little Daemons of the Air inform us all 
things, pad, prefent, and to come. 

Do^, I mud confefs the Count of Gabalis renders it 
plain, from Writ divine and humane, there are fuch 
friendly and intelligent Dsemons. 

Char, I hope you do not doubt that Dodlrine, Sir, 
which holds that Uie Four Elements are peopled with Per- 
fons of a Form and Species more divine thaji vulgar Mor- 
tals ^thofe of the nery Regions we call the Salamafi" 

</^r J, they beget Kings and Heroes, with Spirits like their 
Deietical Sires ; the lovely Inhabitants of the Water, we 
call Nymphs ; thofe of the Earth are Gnomes or Fairies ; 
thofe of tne Air are Sylphs. Thefe, Sir, when in Con- 
jundlion with Mortals, beget immortal Races ; fuch as 
the fird-bom Man, which had continued fo, had the firil 
Man ne'er doated on a Woman. 

Do^, I am of that opinion, Sir ; Man was not made 
for Woman. 

Char, Mod certain, Sir, Man was to have been im- 
mortalized by the Love and Converfatlon of thefe charm- 
ing Sylphs and Nymphs, and Women by the Gnomes 
and Salamanders, and to have docked tne World with 
Demi-Gods, fuch as at this Day inhabit the Empire of the 
Moon. 

Do^, Mod admirable Philofophy and Reafon ! But 

do thefe Sylphs and Nyniphs appear in Shapes ? 

Char, The mod beautiful of all the Sons and Daugh- 
ters of the Univerfe : Fancy, Imagination is not half fo 
charming : And then fo foft, fo kind ! but none but the 
Caballa and their Families are bled with their divine 

Addreffes. 
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AddrefTes. Were you but once admitted to that So- 
ciety 

D06I, Ay, Sir, what Virtues or what Merits can accom- 
plifh mc for that great Honour ? 

Char, An abfolute abftinence from carnal thought, 
devout and pure of Spirit ; free from Sin. 

Do^i, I dare not boafl my Virtues, Sir; Is there no 
way to try my Purity ? 
Char. Are you very fecret ? 
D06I, Tis my firft Principle, Sir. 
Char, And one, the mod material in our Rofycrufian 
order. — Pleafe you to make a Tryal ? 
Do6i, As how, Sir, I befeech you ? 
Char, If you be thorowly purg'd from Vice, the Op- 
ticles of your Sight will be fo illuminated, that glancing 
thro this Telefcope, you may behold one of thefe lovely 
Creatures, that people the vaft Region of the Air. 
D06I, Sir, you oblige profoundly. 
Char, Kneel then, and try your flrength of Virtue; 
Sir , ■ Keep your Eye fix*d and open. 

\He looks in the Telefcope, 
[IVhtle he is looking^ Charmante^^w to the Door 
to Scaramouch, who waited on purpo/e with^ 
out, and takes a Glafs with a Picture of a 
Nymph on it, and a Light behind it ; that as 
he brings it, it fhews to the Audience, Goes 
to the end of the Telefcope, 
■ Can you difcem. Sir ? 

DoG, Methinks, I fee a kind of glorious Qoud drawn 
up— and now, 'tis gone again. 
Char, Saw you no Fuger ? 
Dod, None. 

Char, Then make a (hort Prayer to Alikin^ the Spirit 
of the Eafl ; Ihake off all earthly Thoughts, and look 
again. [He prays, Charmante/«/!r the Glafs 

into the Mouth of the Telefcope, 

Doa, Aftonifh'd, ravifli'd with Delight, I fee a 

Beauty young and Angel-like, leaning upon a Qoud. 

Char, Seems fhe on a Bed ? then (he's repoiing, and 
you mufl not gaze. 

I 5 Doa, 
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Dofl. Now a Cloud veils her from me. 

Char. She faw you peeping then, and drew the Cur- 
tain of the Air between. 

Do^. I am all Rapture, Sir, at this rare Vifion — is't 
poffible, Sir, that I may ever hope the Converfation of 
lb divine a Beauty .** 

Char. Mofl poffible, Sir ; they will court you, their 

whole delight is to immortalize Alexander was begot 

by a Salamander, that vifited his Mother in the form of 
a Serpent, becaufe he would not make King Philip jea- 
lous ; and that famous Philofophcr Merlin was begotten 
on a Veftal Nun, a certain King's Daughter, by a mod 
beautiful young Salamander ; as indeed all the Heroes, 
and Men of mighty Minds are. 

Dod. Mofl excellent ! 

Char, The Nymph Egeria, inamour^d on Numa Pont" 
filius, came to him invitible to all Eyes elfe, and gave 
him all his Wifdom and Philofophy. Zoroajler^ Trif- 
tnegiJluSyAduleius, Aguiuius, Albertus Magnus, Socrates 
and K/r^7had their Zilphid, which the FooTifh call'd their 
Daemon or Devil. But you are wife, Sir. 

Do^, But do you imagine Sir, they will fall in love 
with an old Mortal ? 

Char, They love not like the Vulgar, 'tis the im- 
mortal Part they doat upon. 

Do^. But Sir, I have a Niece and Daughter which I 
love equally, were it not pofiible they might be immor- 
talized ? 

Char, No doubt on*t, Sir, if they be pure and chafle. 

Do^. I think they are, and Til take care to keep *em 
fo ; for I confefs, Sir, I wou'd fain have a Hero to my 
Grandfon. 

Char. You never faw the Emperor of the Moon, Sir, 
the mighty Irodonozar? 

DoCl, Never, Sir ; his Court I have, but 'twas confuf- 
edly too. 

Char, Refine your Thoughts Sir, by a Moment's Prayer, 
and try again. \He prays. Char, claps the Glafs 

with the Emperor on it, he 
looks in and fees it. 

Doa, 
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Doil. It is too much; too much for mortal Eyes ! I fee 
a Monarch feated on a Throne — but feems mod fad and 
penfive. 

Char, Forbear then, Sir ; for now his Love-Fit's on, 
and then he wou'd be private. 

Doil, His Love-Fit, Sir ! 

Char, Pcjy Sir, the Emperor's in love with fome fair 
Mortal. 

D06I. And can he not conmiand her ? 

Char, Yes, but her Quality being too mean, he drug- 
gies, tho a King, 'twixt Love and Honour. 

DoG. It were too much to know the Mortal, Sir ? 

Char, Tis yet unknown, Sir, to the Caballifts, who 
now are ufmg all their Arts to find her, and ferve his 
Majefty ; but now my great Affair deprives me of you : 
To morrow, Sir, 111 wait on you again ; and now IVe 
tr/d your Virtue, tell you Wonders. 

Do^, I humbly kifs your Hands, mofl learned Sir. 

[Charmante goes out, Do<5lor waits on him to 
the Door, and returns : to him Scaramouch. 
All this while Harlequin was hid in the 
Hedges^ peeping now and then, and when 
his Majler went out he was left behind. 

Sea, So, fo, Don Charmante has plaid his Part mofl 
exquifitely ; Til in and fee how it works in his Pericra- 
nium. Did you call, Sir ? 

DoG. Scaramouch, I have, for thy fmgular Wit and 
Honefly, always had a Tendemefs for thee above that of 
a MaAer to a Servant. 

Sea. I mufl confefs it. Sir. 

Dod, Thou hafl Virtue and Merit that deferves much. 

Sea, Oh Lord, Sir ! 

Do^, And I may make thee great ; — all I require, 
is, that thou wilt double thy diligent Care of my Daugh- 
ter and my Niece ; for there are mighty things defign'd for 
them, if we can keep 'em from the fight of Man. 

Sea, The fight of Man, Sir ! 

D06I, Ay, and the veiy Thoughts of Man. 

Sea, Wnat Antidote is there to be given to a young 
Wench, againfl the Difeafe of Love and Longing ? 

Do^l. 
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Do6l, Do you your Part, and becaufe I know thee 
difcreet and very fecret, I will hereafter difcover Wonders 
to thee. On pain of Life, look to the Girls ; that's your 
Charge. 

Sea, Doubt me not, Sir, and I hope your Reverence 
will reward my faithful Service with ifopfophil^ your 
Daughter's Govemante, who is rich, and has long had 
my AfTe^lion, Sir. 

Harlequin /^//m^, crUs Oh Traitor! 
Do6l, Set not thy Heart on tranfitory Mortal, there's 
better things in ftore — befides, I have promised her to a 

Farmer for his Son. Come in with me, and bring 

the Telefcope. \Ex, Do^or and Scaramouch. 

Harlequin comes out on the Stage. 
Hot. My Miftrefs Moffaphil to marry a Farmer's Son ! 
What, am I then forfaken, abandon'd by the falfe fair 

One? 
If I have Honour, I mud die with Rage ; 
Reproaching gently, and complaining madly. 

It is refolv'd. Til hang my felf No, when did I ever 

hear of a Hero that hang'd himfelf ? — No, 'tis the Death 
of Rogues. What if I drown my felf? — No, Ufdefs 
Dogs and Puppies are drown'd ; a Piftol or a Caper on 
my own Sword wou'd look more nobly, but that I have 
a natural Averfion to Pain. Befides, it is as vulgar as 
Rats-bane, or the flicing of the Weafand. No, 111 die 
a Death unconmion, and leave behind me an eternal 
Fame. I have fomewhere read an Author, either antient 
or modem, of a Man that laugh'd to death. — I am very 
ticklifh, and am refolv'd to die that Death. — Oh Mop/o- 
phiif my cruel MoPfophill 

[Pulls off his Hat^ Sword and Shoes. 
And now, farewel the World, fond Love, and mortal 
Cares. [He falls to tickle himfelf y his Headj his Ears, 
his Arm-pits, Hcmds, Sides , and Soles of his 
Feet ; making ridiculous Cries and Noifes of 
Laughing feveral ways, with Antick Leaps 
and Skips, at lafi falls down as dead. 

Enter 
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Enter Scaramouch. 

Scar, Harlequin was left in the Garden, PU tell him the 
News of Mopfophil, [Going forward^ tumbles over him. 

Ha, what's here ? Harlequin dead ! 

{Heaving him up^ he flies into a Rage, 

Har. Who is't that thus wou'd rob me of my Ho- 
nour? 

Sea, Honour, why I thought thou'dft been dead. 

Har. Why fo I was, and the mod agreeably dead. 

Sea, I came to bemoan with thee the mutual lofs of 
our Millrefs. 

Har, I know it. Sir, I know it, and that thou art as 
falfe as (he : Was't not a Covenant between us, that 
neither fhou'd take advantage of the other, but both 
(hou'd have fair play, and yet you bafely went to under- 
mine me, and ask her of the Dodlor ; but (ince (he's 
gone, 1 (com to quarrel for her — But let's like loving 
Brothers, hand in hand, leap from fome Precipice into 
the Sea. 

Sea, What, and fpoil all my Clothes ? I thank you for 
that ; no, I have a newer way : you know I lodge four 
pair of Stairs high, let's afcend hither, and after faying 
our Prayers 

Har, Prayers ! I never heard of a dying Hero that 
ever pra/d. 

Sea, Well, I'll not (land with you for a Trifle — Being 
come up, I'll open the Cafement, take you by the Heels, 
and (ling you out into the Street ; after which, you have no 
more to do, but to come up and throw me down in my 
turn. 

Har, The Atchievemcnt's great and new ; but now I 
think on't, I'm refolv'd to hear my Sentence from the 
Mouth of the perfidious Trollop, for yet I cannot credit 
it. 

Ill to the Gipfy, tho I venture banging. 

To be undeceiv'd, 'tis hardly worth the hanging. 

\Exeunt. 



SCENE 
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SCENE II. The Chamber of Bellemante. 

Enter Scaramouch groping. 
Sea. So, I have got rid of my Rival, and fhall here get 
an Opportunity to fpeak with Mopfophil ; for hither (he 
muft come anon, to lay the young Lady's Night-things in 
order ; Til hide my felf in fome Comer till (he come. 

\Goes on to the further fide of the Stage. 

Enter Harlequin groping. 

Hot, So, I made my Rival believe I was gone, and 

hid my felf till I got this Opportunity to ileal to Mopfo- 

phiVs Apartment, which mult be hereabouts ; for from 

thefe Windows (he us'd to entertain my Love. 

{Advances, 

Scar, Ha, I hear a foft Tread, if it were Mopfth 

phiVs^ (he wou'd not come by dark. 

[Harlequin advancing runs againft a Table, 

and almofl firikes himfelf backwards. 

Har. What was that ? — a Table, there I may obfcure 

my felf \Groping for the Table. 

What a Devil, is it vanifh*d ? 

Sea. Devil, — vani(h'd ! What can this mean ? Tis a 

Man's Voice. If it (hou'd be my Mafter the Dodlor 

now, I were a dead Man ; — he can't fee me ; and I'll put 
my felf into fuch a Pofture, that if he feel me, he (hall 
as foon take me for a Church Spout as a Man. 

\f{e puts hitnfclf into a Pofture ridiculous, his 
Arms a-kimbo, his Knees wide open, his 
Backfide almojl touching the Grouftd, his 
Mouth flretched wide, and Eyes flaring. 
Har. groping thrufls his Hand into his 
Mouth, he bites him, the other dares not 
cry out, 
Har, Ha, what's this ? all Mouth, with twenty rows 

of Teeth. Now dare not I cry out, led the Doctor 

fhou'd come, find me here, and kill me — 111 try if it be 
mortal. {Making damnable Faces andfigns of Pain, 

he draws a Dagger. Scar. Jeels the 
Point of it, and jkrinks back, letting go 
his Hand. Scar. 
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Scar, Who the Devil can this be ? I felt a Poniard, and 
am glad I fav'd my Skin fron\ pinking. [Steals out. 

[Harlequin groping about^ finds the TabUy 
on which there ts a Carpet^ and creeps 
under ity liftning. 
Enter Bellemante, with a Candle in one Handy and a 

Book in the other, 
Bel, I am in a Belle Humor for Poetry to night ; 
ril make fome Boremes on Love. 

[She writes andftudies. 
Out of a great Curiofity^ — A Shepherd did demand of 

me, 

No, no, A Shepherd this implored of me, 

[Scratches out, and writes a-new. 

Ay, ay, fo it (hall go. — Tell me, f aid he, can you refign f 

— Refign, ay, what (hall rhyme to Refign f — Tell me, f aid 

he. — [^S*^ lays down the Tablet, and walks about. 

\^3x\^Q^\Vi peeps from under the Table, takes 

the Book, writes in it, and lays it up 

before fhe can turn. 

[Reads!\ Ay, ay, fo it (hall be, — Tell me, faid he, my 

Bellemante ; Will you be kind to your Charmante .»* 

[Reads thofe two lines, and is amas^d. 
Ha, Heavens ! What's this ? I am amaz'd ! 
— ^And yet Pll venture once more. [ Writes andfiudies. 
— I bluflCd and veiPd my wifhing Eyes. 

[Lays down the Book, and walks as before, 

WiflUng Eyes / [Har. writes as be/ore. 

[She turns and takes the Tablet, 

Bell, And anfwer'd only with my Sighs, 

Ha ! What is this ? Witchcraft, or fome Divinity of Love ? 

Some Cupid fure invifible. 

Once more 111 try the Charm. [ Writes, 

Coi^d I a better way my Love impart f 

[Studies and walks, 

Impart [He writes as before. 

Bell, — And without fpeaking, tell him all my Heart. 

'Tis here again, but Where's the Hand that writ it ? 

[Looks about, 

The 
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^The little Deity that will be feen 

But only in his Miracles. It cannot be a Devil, 
For here^s no Sin nor Mifchief in all this. 
Enter Charmante. She hides the Tablet^ hejieps Uf 
her, and /Hatches it from her and reads. 

Char, reads. 

Out of a great Curiojity, 

A ShepJurd this impior'd of me. 

Tell mey/aid he, my Bellemante, 

Will you be kind to your Charmante? 

/ bluflCdy and veiVd m^ wi/hin^ Eyes^ 

And an/wer'd only with my Sighs, 

Cot^d I a better way my Love impart t 

And without /peaking, tell him all my Heart, 

Char, Whofe is this different Chara^er } [Looks angry. 

Bell. 'Tis yours for ought I know. 

Char. Away, my Name was put here for a bUnd« 
What Rhiming Fop have you been clubbing Wit withal ? 

Bell. Ah ! mon Dieu / — Charmante jealous .^ 

Char. Have I not caufe ? — Who writ thefe Boremes ? 

Bell. Some kind aflilling Deity, for ought I know. 

Char. Some kind affifling Coxcomb, that I know. 
The Ink's yet wet, the Spark is near I find. 

Bell. Ah, Malheureu/el How was I miflaken in this 
Man? 

Char. Miflaken ! What, did you take me for an eafy 

Fool to be imposed upon ? One that wou'd be 

cuckolded by every feather'd Fool; that you'd call a 
Beau un Gallant Homme. 'Sdeath ! Who wou'd doat 
upon a fond She- Fop ? — a vain conceited amorous Co- 
quette. [Goes out, /he pulls him back. 
Enter Scaramouch running. 

Sea, Oh Madam ! hide your Lover, or we are all un- 
done. 

Char. I will not hide, till I know the thing that made 
the Verfes. [The Doctor calling as on the Stairs. 

Do{l. Bellemante, Niece, — Bellemante. 

Scar, 
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Scar, She's coining, Sir. — Where, where (hall I hide 

him ? Oh, the Clofet's open ! 

[Thru/is him into the Clo/et by force. 

DoR. Oh Niece ! Ill Luck, 111 Luck, I muft leave 
you to night ; my Brother the Advocate is fick, and has 
fent for me ; 'tis three long Leagues, and dark as 'tis, I 
muft go. — They fay he is dying. Here, take my Keys, 

[Pulls out his Keys J one falls down' 
and go into my Study, and look over all my Papers, and 
bring me all thofe mark'd with a Crofs and figure of 
Three, they concern my Brother and I. 

[^S*^^ looks on Scaramouch, and makes 
pitiful Signs, and goes out, 

Come Scaramouch, and get me ready for my 

Journey ; and on your Life, let not a Door be open'd 
till my Return. [Exit, 

Enter Mopfophil. Har. peeps from under the Table. 

Har, Ha ! Mopfophil, and alone ! 

Mop, Well, 'tis a delicious thing to be rich ; what a 
world of Lovers it invites : I have one for every Hand, 
and the Favorite for my Lips. 

Har. Ay, him wou'd I be glad to know. {Peeping. 

Mop, But of all my Lovers, I am for the Farmer's Son, 

becaufe he keeps a Calafh ^and I'll fwear a Coach is 

the moft agreeable thing about a Man. 

Har, Ho, ho ! 

Mop, Ah, me, —What's that 1 

He anfwers in afhrill Voice, 

Har. The Ghoft of a poor Lover, dwindled into a 
Heyho. 

\He rifesfrom under the Table, and falls at her Feet. 
Scaramouch enters. She runs offfqueaking. 

Sea. Ha, my Rival and my Miftrefs ! 

Is this done like a Man of Honour, Monfieur Harlequin^ 
to take advantages to injure me ? 

Har, Advantages are lawful in Love and War. 

Scar. 'Twas contrary to our League and Covenant ; 
therefore I defy thee as a Traytor. 

Har, I fcom to fight with thee, becaufe I once call'd 
thee Brother. 

»*VoL IV. Scar. 
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Scar. Then thou art a Poltroon, that's to fay, a 
Coward. 
Har, Coward ! nay, then I am provok'd, come on. 
Scar, Pardon me, Sir, I gave the Coward, and you 
ought to ftrike. [ They go to fight ridiculou/ly, and ever 

as Scaramouch pajfesy Harlequin 
leaps aJUle, and skips fo nimbly 
about y he cannot touch him for his 
Life ; which after a while endea- 
vouring in vain, he lays dawn his 
Sword, 

If you be for dancing, Sir, I have my Weapons for 

all occafions. [Scar, pulls out a Flute Doux, and falls 

to playing, Har. throws down 
his, and falls a dancing ; after 
the Dance, they /hake hands, 
Har, Ha mon bon ami, — I s not this better than duelling? 
Scar, But not altogether fo heroick. Sir. Well, for 
the future, let us have fair play ; no Tricks to undermine 
each other, but which of us is chofen to be the happy 
Man, the other (hall be content. 
£la, within, Coufm Bellemante, Coufm. 
Scar, 'Slife, let's be gone, left we be feen in the Ladies 
Apartment \^z^s, flips Harlequin behind the Door, 

Enter Elaria. 

Ela, How now, how came you here ? 

{Signs to Har. to go out. 
Scar, I came to tell you. Madam, my Mafters juft 
taking Mule to ^o his Tourney to Night, and that Don 
Cinthio is in the Street, for a lucky moment to enter in. 

Ela, But what if any one by my Father's Order, or he 
himfelf (hould by fome chance furprize us ? 

Scar, If we be, I have taken order againft a Difcovcry. 

m go fee if the old Gentleman be gone, and return with 

your Lover. {Goes out, 

Ela, I tremble, but know not whether 'tis with Fear 

or Joy. 

Enter Cinthio. 
Cin, My dear Elaria — {Runs to imbrace her. 

She flarts from him, 
Ha, 
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— Ha, — ^fliun my Anns, Elaria / 

Ela, Heavens ! Why did you come fa foon ? 
Cin. Is it too foon, when'er 'tis fafe, Elaria f 
Ela. I die with Fear — Met you not Scaramouch f 

He went to bid you wait a while ; what fhall I do ? 
Cin, Why this Concern ? none of the Houfe has feen 

me. I faw your Father taking Horfe. 
Ela, Sure you miflake, methinks I hear his Voice. 
Do^, below] — My Key The Key of my Labora- 

tonr. Why, Knave Scaramouch, where are you ? 
Ela, Do you hear that, Sir ? — Oh, I'm undone ! 

Where fhall I hide you ? He approaches. 

[She fcarchcs where to hide him. 

Ha I my Coufin's Clofet's open, (lep in a little. 

[He goes in, flu puts out the Candle, 

Enter the Do^or, She gets round the Chamber to the 
Door, and as he advances in,flufleals out, 
D06I, Here I mufl have dropt it ; a Light, a Light 

there. 

Enter Cinthio^^^m the Closet, pulls Charmante out, they 

not knowing each other, 
Cin, Oh this perfidious Woman ! No marvel fhe was 

fo furpriz'd and ang^ at my Approach to Night. 

Cha, Who can this be ? ^but 111 be prepared. 

[Lays his Hand on his Sword, 
D06I, Why Scaramouch, Knave, a Light ! 

[Turns to the Door to call. 

Enter Scaramouch with a Light, and feeing the tyfo Lovers 
there^ runs againft his M after, puts out the Candle, 
and flings him down and fiills over him. At the en- 
trance of the Candle, Charmante fUpt from Cinthio 
into the Clofet, Cinthio gropes to find him ; when 
Mopfophil and Elaria, hearing a great Noife, enter with 
a Light, Cmihioflnding he was difcover'd falls to 
a£lin^ a Mad-man, Scaramouch helps up the Doctor, 
and Sows, 

Ha, a Man, and in my Houfe, Oh dire Mif- 

fortune ! ^WTio are you. Sir ? 

Cin, Men call me G09 Magog, the Spirit of Power ; 

My Right-hand Riches holds, my Left-hand Honour. 

Is 
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Is there a City Wife wou'd be a Lady ?— Bring her to me. 
Her eafy Cuckold fhall be dubb'd a Knight 

Ela, Oh Heavens ! a Mad-man, Sir. 

Cin, Is there a tawdry Fop wou'd have a Title ? 
A rich Mechanick that wou'a be an Alderman ? 
Bring 'em to me, 

And I'll convert that Coxcomb, and that Blockhead, into 
Your Honour and Right- Worfliipiul. 

Doct, Mad, ftark mad ! Why Sirrah, Rogue — S caret- 

moMch — How got this Mad-man in ? \\VhiU the Doctor 

turns to Scaramouch, CinXbio /peaks fo/tfy to Elaria. 

Cin. Oh, thou perfidious Maid ! Who YiaSi thou hid in 
yonder confcious Clofet ? \Afide to her. 

Scar, Why, Sir, he was brought in a Chair for your Ad- 
vice ; but how he rambled from the Parlour to this Cham- 
ber, I know not. 

Cin, Upon a winged Horfe, ycleped Pegafus^ 
Swift as the fiery Racers of the Sun, 

I fly I fly 

See how I mount, and cut the liquid Sky. \Runs out, 

Doct, Alas poor Gentleman, he's pad all Cure. 

But Sirrah, for the future, take you care that no young 
mad Patients be brought into my Houfe. 

Scar, I fhall, Sir, and fee, — here's your Key you 

look'd for. 

Doct. That's well ; I mufl be gone — Bar up the Doors, 
and upon Life or Death let no man enter. 

{Exit Do^iory and ail with him^ with the Light. 

Charmante peeps out — and by degees comes all outy 

lijlning every Jlep, 

Char, Who the Devil cou'd that be that pull'd me from 

the Clofet ? but at laft I'm free, and the Dodlor's gone ; 

111 to CinthiOy and bring him to pafs this Night with 

our MiftrefTes. [Exit. 

As he is gone off, enter Cinthio groping, 

Cin, Now for this lucky Rival, if his Stars will make 
this lafl part of his Adventure fuch. I hid my felf in the 
next Chamber, till I heard the Dodlor go, only to return 
to be reveng'd. \He gropes his way into the Clofet^ 

with his Sword drawn. 

Enter 
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Enter Elaria with a Light. 
Ela, Scaramouch tells me Charmante is conceal'd in the 
Clofet, whom Cinthio furely has miflaken for fome Lover 
of mine, and is jealous ; but 111 fend C^rm/z/f// after him, 
to make my peace and undeceive him. {Goes to the Dopr, 
— Sir, Sir, where are you ? they are all gone, you may 
adventure out. [Cinthio comes out. 

Ha, Cinthio here ? 

Cin. Yes, Madam, to your (hame : 
Now your Perfidioufnefs is plain, falfe Woman, 
'Tis well your Lover had the Dexterity of efcaping, Pad 
fpoil'd his making Love elfe. [Goes from her^Jhe holds him. 
Ela. Prithee hear me. 

Cin. But fmce my Ignorance of his Perfon faves his 
Life, live and poffefs him, till I can difcover him. 

\Goes out. 
Ela. Go peevifli Fool — 

Whofe Jealoufy believes me given to change, 

Let thy own Torments be my juft Revenge. [Exit. 



ACT II. SCENE L 
An Antick Dance ^ 

After the Mufick hasplaid^ enter Elaria ; to her Bel- 

lemante. 
Ela, T T Eavens Bellemantel Where have you been ? 

jn BelL Fatigu'd with the mod difagreeable Af- 
fair, for a Perfon of my Humour, in the World. Oh, 
how I hate Bufmefs, which I do no more mind, than 
a Spark does the Sermon, who is ogling his Miflrefs at 
Church all the while : I have been ruffling over twenty 
Reams of Paper for my Uncle's Writings. 

Enter Scaramouch. 
Scar. So, fo, the old Gentleman is departed this wicked 
World, and the Houfe is our own for this Night. — Where 
are the Sparks ? where are the Sparks ? 

Ela. 
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Ela, Nay, Heaven knows. 

BelL How ! I hope not fo ; I left Charmanie confin'd 
to my Clofet, when my Uncle had like to have furpriz'd 
us together : Is he not here? 

Ela. No, he's efcap'd, but he has made fweet doings. 

BelL Heavens Coufm ! What ? 

Ela, My Father was coming into the Chamber, and 
had like to have taken Cinthio with me, when, to con- 
ceal him, I put him into your Clofet, not knowing of 
Charmant^s being there, and which, in the dark, he 
took for a Gallant of mine ; had not my Father's Pre- 
fence hindered, I believe there had been Murder com- 
mitted ; however they both efcap'd unknown. 

Scar, Pfhaw, is that all ? Lovers Quarrels are foon Ad- 
jufled ; ril to 'em, unfold the Riddle, and bring 'em 
back — ^take no care, but go in and drefs you for the Ball ; 
Mofi/ophil has Habits which your Lovers fent to put on : 
the Fiddles, Treat, and all are prepar'd. [Exit, 

Enter MopfopniL 

Mop. Madam, your Coufm Florinda^ with a Lady, are 
come to vifit you. 

BelL I'm glad on't, 'tis a good Wench, and well 
truft her with our Mirth and Secret. \They go out, 

SCENE changes to a Street, 

Enter Page with a Flambeau^ follott/d by Cinthio ; 
pajfes over the Stage, Scaramouch follows Cinthio 
in a Campaign Coat, 

Scar. 'Tis Cinthio— Don Cinthio. [CallSj he turns. 

Well, what's the Quarrel ? — How fell ye out ? 

Cin. You may inform your felf I believe, for thefe 
clofe Intrigues cannot be carried on without your Know- 
ledge. 

Scar. What Intrigues, Sir ? be quick, for I'm in hafte. 

Cin. Who was the Lover I furpriz'd i'th' Qofet ? 

Scar. Deceptio idfus^ Sir ; the Error of the Eyes. 

Cin. Thou Dog, I felt him too ; but (ince the Rafcal 
'fcaped me, I'll be reveng'd on thee. 

Goes 
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{Goes to beat him ; he running away, runs againft 
Harlequin, who is entering with Charmante, and 
like to have thrown ^em both dawn. 

Char. Ha, What's the matter here ? 

Scar, Seignior Don Charmante, [ Then heftruts cou- 

rageoujly in with *em. 

Char, What, Cinthio in a Rage ! 
Who's the unlucky Obje<5l ? 

Cin, All Man and Woman Kind : Elarids falfe. 

Char. Elaria falfe ! take heed, fure her nice Virtue is 
proof againft the Vices of her Sex. 
Say rather Bellemante, 
She who by Nature's light and wavering. 
The Town contains not fuch a falfe Impertinent 
This Evening I furpriz'd her in her Chamber, 
Writing of Verfes, and between her Lines 
Some Spark had newly pen'd his proper Stuff. 
Curfe of the Jilt, 111 be her Fool no more. 

Har. I doubt you are miflaken in that, Sir, for 'twas 
I was the Spark that writ the proper Stuff to do you fer- 
vice. 

Char. Thou ! 

Scar, Ay, we that fpend our Lives and Fortunes here 
to ferve you, — to be us'd like Pimps and Scoundrels. 
Come, Sir, fatisfy him who 'twas was hid i'th* Clofet, 
when he came in and found you. 

Cin, Ha, — is't poflible } Was it Charmante f 

Char. Was it you, Cinthio f Pox on't, what Fools 
are we, we cou'd not know one another by Inftindl ? 

Scar, Well, well, difpute no more this clear Cafe, but 
let's haflen to your Miftreffes. 

Cin, I'm afhamed to appear before Elaria, 

Char, And I to Bellemante, 

Scar, Come, come, take Heart of Grace; pull your 
Hats down over your Eyes ; put your Arms acrofs ; ligh 
and look fcurvily ; your funple Looks are ever a Token 
of Repentance : come come along. \Exeunt, 
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SCENE clianges to the Injide of the Hoii/e. 
The Front of the Scene is only a Curtain or 
Hangings to be drawn up at Pleafure, 

Enter Elaria, Bellemante, Mopfophil, and Ladies^ drefid 

in Masking Habits, 

Ela, I am extremely oleas'd with thefe Habits, Coufin. 

BelL They arc h la uoihic and Uncommune, 

Lady, Your Lovers have a very good Fancy, Coufiny 
I long to fee 'em. 

Ela, And fo do I. I wonder Scaramouch (lays fo, and 
what Succefs he has. 

Bell, You have no caufe to doubt, you can fo eafily 
acquit your felf ; but I, what (hall I do? who can no 
more imagine who (hou'd write thofe Boremes, than who 
I (hall love next, if I break off with Charmante, 

Lady. If he be a Man of honour, Coufm, when a 
Maid protefts her Innocence 

Bell, Ay, but he's a Man of Wit too, Cou(in, and 
knows when Women proted mo(l, they likely lye mod. 

Ela, Mod conwnonly, for Truth needs no adeveration. 

Bell, That's according to the Difpofition of your Lovers 
for fome believe you mod, when you mod abufe and 
cheat 'em ; fome are fo obdinate, they wou'd damn a 
Woman with Proteding, before (he can convince 'em. 

Ela, Such a one is not worth convincing, I wou'd not 
make the World wife at the expence of a Virtue. 

Bell, Nay, he (hall e'en remain as Heaven made him 
for me, fmce there are Men enough for all ufes. 

Enter Charmante and Cinthio, dref^d in their Gothic 
Habits, Scaramouch, Harlequin and Mufick, Char- 
mante and Cinthio kntel, 

Cin, Can you forgive us ? [Elaria takes him up. 

Bell, That, Cinthio^ you're convinced, I do not won- 
der ; but how Charmante is infpir'd, I know not, 

! Takes him up, 
, ^ , , Umante, 

Ela, 
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Ela. Pray know my Coufin Florinda, 

[Thsy/alute the Lady, 

BelL Come, let us not lofe time, unce we are all 
Friends. 

Char, The bed ufe we can make of it, is to talk of 
Love. 

Bell, Oh ! we (hall have time enough for that here- 
after ; beddeSy you may make Love in Dancing as well 
as in Sitting ; >ou may gaze, figh, and prefs the Hand, 
and now and then receive a Kifs, what wou'd you 
more? 

Char, Yes, wi(h a little more. 

Bell, We were unreafonable to forbid you that cold 
Joy, nor fliall you wilh long in vain, if you bring Mat- 
ters fo about, to get us with my Uncle's Confent. 

Ela, Our Fortunes depending folely on his* Pleafure» 
which are too confiderable to lofe. 

Cin, All things are ordered as I have written you at 
large ; our Scenes and all our Properties are ready ; we 
have no more to do but to banter the old Gentleman into 
a little more Faith, which the next Vifit of our new Ca- 
balift Charmante will complete. \The Mufuk plays. 

Enter fome Anticks, and dance. They all Jit the while. 

Ela. Your Dancers have performed well, but 'twere fit 
we knew who we have truiled with this Evening's In- 
trigue. 

Cin. Thofe, Madam, who are to afTift us in carrying 
on a greater Intrigue, the gaining of you. They are our 
Kinsmen. 

Ela. Then they are doubly welcome. 
[Here is a Song in Dialogue ^ with Flute Doux and 
Harpjicords, between a^hipherd and Shepherdefs ; 
which endedy they all dance a Figure Dance, 

Cin, Haric, what Noife is that ? fure 'tis in the next 
Room. 

Doct, within] Scaramouch, Scaramouch/ 

[Scaramouch runs to the Door, and holds itfaft. 
la, the Devil* in the likendfs of my old Maf- 

ter's Voice, for it is impoffible it (hould be h^ himfelf. 

K Char. 
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Char, If it be he, how got he in ? did you not fe- 
cure the Doors ? 

Ela, He always has a Key to open 'em. Oh ! what 
fhall we do ? there's no efcaping him ; he's in the next 
Room, thro which you are to pals. 

Doct. ScaraTnouch^ Knave, where are you ? 

Scar. Tis he, 'tis he, follow me all 

[He goes with all the Company behind 
the Front Curtain, 
Doct. within.'] I tell you, Sirrah, I heard the noife 
of Fiddles. 

Peter within.'] No furely, Sir, 'twas a Miftake. 

[Knocking at the Door. 
Scaramouch having plcu^d them all in the Hangings 
in which they make the Figures, where they /land 
without Motion in Pojiures, he comes out. He 
opens the Door with a Candle in his Hand. 
Enter the Doctor, and Peter with a Light. 
Scar, Blefs me, Sir ! Is it you — or your Ghoft ? 
Doct, 'Twere good for you. Sir, if I were a thing of 
Air ; but as I am a fubflantial Mortal, I will lay it on as 

fubftantially [Caftes him. He cries. 

Scar, What d'ye mean, Sir ? what d'ye mean ? 
Doct, Sirrah, mud I (land waiting your Leifure, while 
you are roguing here ? I will reward ye. [Beats him. 

Scar, Ay, and I (hall deferve it richly, Sir, when you 
know all. 

Doct, I guefs all. Sirrah, and I heard all, and you 
(hall be rewarded for alL Where have you hid the Fid- 
dles, you Rogue 1 
Scar, Fiddles, Sir ! 
Doct, Ay, Fiddles, Knave. 

Scar, Fiddles, Sir ! Where ? 

Doct, Here, here I heard 'em, thou falfe Steward of 
thy Mailer's Treafure. 

Scar, Fiddles, Sir ! Sure 'twas Wind got into your 
Head, and whiflled in your Ears, riding fo late, Sir. 

Doct, Ay, thou falfe Varlet, there's another debt I 
owe thee, for bringing me fo damnable a Lye : My Bro* 

ther's 
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thcr's well 1 met his Valet but a League from Town, 

and found thy Roguery out. {Beats him. He cries. 

Scar, Is this the Reward I have for being fo diligent 
fince you went ? 

Doct, In what, thou Villain ? in what? 

\The Curtain is drawn nPy anddifcovers the 
Hangings where all of themftand. 

Scar, Why look you, Sir, I have, to iurprize you with 
Pleafure, againd you came home, been putting up this 
Piece of Tapeftry, the beft in Italy^ for the Rsurenefs of 
the Figures, Sir. 

Doct, Ha ! hum — It is indeed a ilately Piece of Work ; 
how came I by 'em ? 

Scar, 'Twas fent your Reverence from the Virtuofo, or 
fome of the CabalifU. 

Doct, I mud confefs, the Workmanftiip is excellent ; — 
but dill I do infift I heard the Mufick. 

Scar, .'Twas then the tuning of the Spheres, fome Se- 
renade, Sir, from the Inhabitants of the Moon. 

Doct. Hum, from the Moon, and that may be. 

Scar, Lord, d'ye think I wou'd deceive your Reve- 
rence? 

Doct. From the Moon, a Serenade, 1 fee no (igns 

on't here, indeed it muft be fo I'll think on't more 

at leifure. [AJids, 
Prithee what Story's this ? [Looks on the Hangings. 

Scar, Why, Sir, — 'Tis 

[Peter and Scaramouch held Candles near. He takes 
a Per/pective, and looks thro it ; and coming nearer , 
Harlequin, who is placed on a Tree in the Hang- 
ingSf hits him on the Head with his Trunchion. 
HejflartSf and looks about, Hailequin Jits Jiill, 

Doct, Hold up the Candles higher, and nearer. 

Scar, Sir 

Doct, What was that (Iruck me ? 

Scar, Struck you. Sir ! Imagination. 

Doct, Can my Imagination feel, Sirrah ? 

Scar, Oh the moil tenderly of any part about one, 
Sir! 

Doct, Hum that may be. 

K 2 Scar. 
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Scar, Are you a great Philofopher, and know not that, 
Sir? 
Doci, This Fellow has a glimpfe of Profundity. 

[AJide. Looks agcdn, 

I like the Figures well. 

Scar, You will, when you fee 'em by Day-light, Sir. 

[Har. hits him again. The Doctor fees him, 
Don. Ha, — Is that Imagination too? — Betra/d, be- 
tra/d, undone ! run for my Piftols, call up my Servants 
Peter y a Plot upon my Daughter and my Niece ! 

{Runs out with Peter. Scaramouch ^t^/f out the 
Candle, they come out of the Hangings which 
is drawn away. He places *em in a Rowjufi 
at the Entrance, 
Scar, Here, here, fear nothing, hold by each other, 
that when I go out, all may go ; that is, flip out, when 
you hear the Do<5lor is come in again, which he will cer- 
tainly do, and all depart to your refpe6live Lodgings. 
Cin, And leave thee to bear the Brunt ? 
Scar, Take you no care for that. 111 put it into my 
Bill of Charges, and be paid all together. 

Enter the Dodor with Piflols, and Peter. 
Don, What, by dark? that fhall not fave you, Vil- 
lains, Traitors to my Glory and Repofe. Peter, hold 

faft the Door, let none 'fcape. \T^y ^l^f^ip out. 

Pet, 111 warrant you. Sir. [Do^or gropes ahout, 

ftamps and calls, 
Don, Lights there — Lights — I'm fure they cou'd not 
'fcape. 

Pet, Impoffible, Sir. 
Enter Scaramouch undref^d in his Shirt, with a Light; 

heflarts. 

Scar, Blefs me ! what's here ? 

Doct, Ha— Who art thou ? [Ami^d to fee him 

' enter so. 
Scar, I, who the Devil are you, and you eo to that ? 

[Ruds his Eyes, and drinks the Candle nearer, 
looks on him, 
Mercy upon us ! Why what is't you, Sir, re- 

turn'd fo foon ? 

Doct. 
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Do£l, Retum'd I [Looking fometimes on him, 

fometimes about. 

Scar. Ay, Sir, did you not go out of Town lail night, 
to your Brother the Advocate ? 

bo^. Thou Villain, thou quefUon'ft me, as if thou 
knew'il not that I was retum'd. 

Scar. I know, Sir ! how (hou'd I know ? I'm fure 
I am but jufl awaked from the fweeteft Dream. 

Do^. You dream (lill, Sirrah, but I (hall wake your 
Ro^eQiip. — ^Were you not here but now, (hewing me 
a piece of Tapeftry, you Villain ? 

Scar. Tapeftry ! [Mopfophil liflning all the while. 

D06I. Yes Rogue, yes, for which Til have thy Life. 

{Offering a PiJloL 

Scar. Are you (lark mad, Sir ? or do 1 dream ftill ? 

DoH. Tell me, and tell me quickly. Rogue, who were 
thofe Traitors that were hid but now in the Difguife of 
a piece of Hangings. [Holds the Piftol to his Breaft. 

Scar, Blefs me ! you amaze me. Sir. What confor- 
mity has every Word you fay, to my rare Dream ! Pray 
let me feel you, Sir, Are you human ? 

Dod. You (hall feel I am, Sirrah, if thou confefs not. 

Scar. Confefs, Sir! What (hall I confefs? 1 un- 

derftand not your Cabaliftical Language ; but in mine, I 

confefs that you wak'd me from the rarefl Dream 

Where methought the Emperor of the Moon- World was 
in our Houfe, dancing and revelling ; and methoughts 
his Grace was fallen defperately in love with Mrs. El aria, 
and that his Brother, the Prince, Sir, of Thunderland, 
was alfo in love with Mrs. Bellemante ; and methoughts 

they defcended to court 'em in your Abfencc 

And that at laft you furpriz'd 'em, and that they tranf- 
form'd themfelves into a Suit of Hangings to deceive you. 
But at laft, methought you grew angry at fomething, and 
they all fled to Heaven again ; and after a deal of Thun- 
der and Lightning, I wak'd, Sir, and hearing human 
Voices here, came to fee what the Matter was. 

\This while the Do^lor leffens hisjigns of Rage by di- 
grees, and at lajlftands in deep Contemplation. 

Doct, May I credit this ? 

K 3 Scar, 
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Scar, Credit it ! By all the Honour of your Houfe, by 
my unfeparable Veneration for the Mathematicks, 'tis 
true, Sir. 

Doci. That famous Rofycrufean, who yeflerday vifited 
me, told me the Emperor of the Moon was in love with 
a fair Mortal This Dream is Infpiration in this Fel- 
low He mufl have wondrous Virtue in him, to be 

worthy of thefe divine Intelligences. \Aftde, 

But if that Mortal (hou'd be Elaria / but no more. 

I dare not yet fuppofe it — perhaps the thing was real and 
no Dream, for oftentimes the grofler part is hurried away 
in Sleep by the force of Imagination, and is wonder- 
fully agitated This Fellow might be prefent in his 

Sleep, of this we've frequent Inftances 111 to my 

Daughter and my Niece, and hear what Knowledge they 
may have of this. 

Afop. Will you fo ? I'll fecure you, the Frolick (hall 
go round. [AJide, 

Doct, Scaramouchy if you have not deceived me in 
this Matter, time will convince me farther ; if it reft here, 
I fhall believe you falfe. 

Scar. Good Sir, fufpend your Judgment and your An- 
ger till then. 

Doct. rU do't, go back to bed. {^Ex\ Dodl. and Peter. 

Scar, No, Sir, 'tis Morning now — and I'm up for all 

day. This Madnefs is a pretty fort of pleafant Dif- 

eafe, when it tickles but in one Vein — Why here's my 
Mafler now, as great a Scholar, as grave and wife a Man, 
in all Argument and Difcourfe, as can be met with ; yet 
name but the Moon, and he runs into ridicule, and grows 
as mad as the Wind. 

Well Dodlor, if thou canft be madder yet. 

Well find a Medicine that (hall cure your Fit, 

Better than all Galenicus. \Goes out. 
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SCENE draws off, difcovers Elaria,, Bellc- 
mante and Mopfophil in NighuGoiVns, 

Mop, You have your LelTons, (land to it bravely, and 
the Town's our own, Madam. 

\They put them/elves in Pq/iures of Sleepin^^ lean- 
ing on the Table, Mopfophil lying at thetr Feet. 
Enter Dodlor softly, 
Doct, Ha, not in Bed ! this gives me mortal Fears. 

BelL Ah, Prince \She fpeaks as in her Sleep. 

Doct, Ha, Prince ! \Goes nearer, and liflens, 

BelL How little Faith I give to all your Courtfhip, who 
leaves our Orb fo foon. \In afeipCd Voice, 

Doct. Ha, faid (he Orb ? [(Toes nearer. 

Bell, But fince you are of a celedial Race, 
And eadly can penetrate 
Into the utmod limits of the Thought, 
Why (hou'd I fear to tell you of your Conqueft ? 

And thus implore your Aid. 

[Rifes and runs to the Do^or ; kneels, and 
holds himfafl, Hefhewsfigns of foy, 
Doct. I am ravi(h'd ! 

Bell, Ah, Prince Divine, take pity on a Mortal. 
Doct. 1 am rapt ! 

Bell. And take me with you to the World above \ 
Doct. The Moon, the Moon (he means ; I am tranf- 
ported, over-jo/d, and ecftafyd ! 

[Leaping and jumping from her Hands^ 
fhef cents to wake. 
Bell. Ha, my Uncle come again to interrupt us ! 
Doct. Hide nothing from me, my dear BelUmante 
ftnce all already is difcover'd to me — and more. 

Ela. Oh, why have you wak'd me from the fofteft 
Dream that ever Maid was bleft with ? 
Doct. What — what my be(l Elaria f [With over-joy. 
Ela. Methought I entertained a Demi-God, one of the 
gay Inhabitants of the Moon. 

K 4 Sell. 
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BelL I'm fure mine was no Dream— I wak'd, I heard, 
I faw, I fpoke — and danc'd to the Mufick of the Spheres ; 
and methought my glorious Lover t/d a Diamond Chain 
about my Ann— — and fee 'tis all fubftantial. 

{Shows her Arm. 

Ela, And mine a Ring, of more than mortal Luflre. 

Doct, Heaven keep me moderate ! left excefs of Joy 
fhou'd make my Virtue lefs. ['Siijiing his Joy, 

There is a wondrous Myftery in this, 

A mighty Blefllng does attend your Fates. 
Go in and pray to the chafte Powers above 
To give you Virtue for fuch Rewards. \T^y ^^ '*• 
How this agrees with what the learned Cabahft in- 
formed me of laft Night ! He faid, that great Iredonozor, 
the Emperor of the Moon, was enamour'd on a fair Mor- 
tal. It muft be fo and either he defcended to court 

my Daughter perfonally, which for the rarenefs of the 
Novelty, ftie takes to be a Dream ; or elfe, what thcv 
and I beheld, was vifionary, by way of a fublime Intel- 
ligence : And poflibly — 'tis only thus : the People of 

that World converfe with Mortals. 1 muft be fatisfyd 

in this main Point of deep Philofophy. 

rU to my Study, — for I cannot reft. 

Till I this weighty Myftery have difcufs'd. 

[Ex. very gravely. 

SCENE, T/ie Garden. 

Enter. Scaramouch with a Ladder. 

Scar. Tho I am come off en Cavalier with my Ma- 
fter, I am not with my Miftrefs, whom I promifed to 
confole this Night, and 'tis but juft I ftiou'd make good 
this Morning ; 'twill be rude to furprize her fteeping, and 
more gallant to wake her with a Serenade at her Window. 
[Sets the Ladder to her IVindow, fetches his 
LutCy and goes up the ladder. 
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He plays and fings this Song. 

When Maidens are young and in their Spring 

Of Pleafure, of Pleafurey let 'em take their full Swing 
full Swing,— 'full Swing, 
And love, and dance, and play, andflng. 
For Silvia, believe it, when Youth is done. 

There's nought but hum drum, hum drum, hum drum ; 

Therms nought but hum drum, hum drum, hum drum. 

Then Silvia be wife — be wife — be wife, 

Tho Painting and Dreffmgfor awhile are Supplies, 

And may furprize 

But when the Fir ^s going out in your Eyes, 
It twinkles, it twinkles, it twinkles, and dies. 
And then to hear Love, to hear Love from you. 

Pad as live hear an Owl cry Wit to woo. 

Wit to woo. Wit to woo. 

Enter Mopfophil above. 

Mop, What wofiil Ditty-making Mortars this, 
That e*er the Lark her early Note has fung, 
Does doleful Love beneath my Cafement thrum ? 
— Ah, Seignior Scaramouch, is it you ? 

Scar, Who fhou'd it be that takes fuch pains to fue ! 

Afop, Ah, Lover mofl true blue. 

Enter Harlequin in Woman^s Clothes, 

Hot, If I can now but get admittance, I (hall not on- 
ly deliver the young Ladies their Letters from their 
Lovers, but get fome opportunity, in this Difguife, to 
flip this Billet-Doux into xMopfophiPs Hand, and bob my 
Comrade Scaramouch, — Ha, What do I fee? — My Mi- 
(irefs at the Window, courting my Rival ! Ah Gipfy ! 

Scar. But we lofe precious time, (ince you defign me 
a kind Hour in your Chamber. 

Har, Oh Traitor ! 

Mop, Youll be fure to keep it from Harlequin. 

Har, Ah yes, he, hang him Fool, he takes you for a 
Saint. 

«J Vol. IV. K 5 Scar. 
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Scar. Harlequin ! Hang him, (hotten Herring. 

Har. Ay, a Cully, a Noddy. 

Mop. A meer Zany. 

Har. Ah, hard-hearted Turk. 

Mop. Fit for nothing but a Cuckold. 

Har, Monfler of Ingratitude ! How (hall I be reveng'd ? 

[Scar, going over the Balcony. 
— Hold, hold, thou perjur'd Traitor. 

\Cries out in a Womof^s Voice. 

Mop. Ha, difcover'd ! — a Woman in the Garden ! 

Har. Come down, come down, thou falfe perfidious 
Wretch. 

Scar. Who in the Devil's Name, art thou ? 
And to whom doft thou fpeak ? 

Har. To thee, thou falfe Deceiver, that haft broke 
thy Vows, thy lawful Vows of Wedlock. [Bawling out. 
Oh, oh, that I fhou'd live to fee the Day. [Crying, 

Scar. Who mean you. Woman ? 

Har. Whom fhou'd I mean but thou, — my lawful 
Spoufe ? 

Mop. Oh Villain ! Lawful Spoufe ! — Let me come to 
her. [Scar, comes down, as Mopfophil/?i«^j out 

of the Balcony. 

Scar. The Woman's mad — hark ye Jade, how long 
have you been thus diflra6led ? 

Har. E'er fince I lov'd and trufted thee, falfe Varlet 

See here, the Witnefs of my Love and Shame. 

[Bawls, and points to her Belly, 
yuft then Mopfophil enters. 

Mop. How ! with Child ! Out Villain, was I made a 
Property? 

Scar. Hear me. 

Har. Oh, thou Heathen Chriftian I was not one Wo- 
man enough ? 

Mop. Ay, Sirrah, anfwer to that. 

Scar. I (hall be facrific'd. 

Mop. I am refolv'd to marry to morrow— cither to 
the Apothecary or the Farmer, Men I never faw, to be 
reveng'd on thee, thou termagant Infidel. 

Enter 
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Enter the Dcxflor. 

Doct, What Noife, what Out-cry, what Tumult's 
this? 

Har, Ha, the Dodlor ! What (haU I do ? 

\Gets to the Door, Scar, pulls her in, 

Doct, A Woman ! fome Baud I am fure ; — Woman, 
what's your Bufmefs here ? ha. 

Ifar, I came, an't like your Seigniorfliip, to Madam 
the Govemante here, to ferve her in the Quality of a 
Fille de Chambre to the young Ladies. 

Doct, A Fille de Chambre! 'tis fo, a (he Pimp. 

Har, Ah, Seignior \Makes his little dapper Leg, 

in/lead of a Curffy, 

Doct, How now, what do you mock me ? 

Har. Oh Seignior ! {Gets nearer the Door. 

Mop, Stay, (lay, Miftrefs ; and what Service are you 
able to do the Seignior's Daughters? 

Har, Is this Seignior Dodlor Baliardo, Madam? 

Mop, Yes. 

Har. Oh ! he's a very handfome Gentleman — indeed. 

Doct, Ay, ay, what Service can you do, Miftrefs ? 

Har, Why Seignior, I can tie a Crevat the beft of any 

^Perfon in Naples , and I can comb a Periwig and 

I can 

Doct, Very proper Service for young Ladies ; you, I 
believe, have been Fille de Chambre to fome young Ca- 
valiers. 

Har, Mo(V true. Seignior ; why (hou'd not the Cava- 
liers keep Filles de Chambre^ as well as great Ladies Va- 
lets de Chambre f 

Doct, Indeed 'tis equally reafonable. — 'Tis a Baud. 

{Afide. 
But have you never ferv'd Ladies ? 

Har, Oh yes, I ferv'd a Parfon's Wife. 

Doct. Is that a great Lady ? 

Har, Ay, furely, Sir, what is (he elfe ? for (he wore 
her Mantuas of Brocade d^ or^ Petticoats lac'd up to the 
Gathers, her Points, her Patches, Paints and Perfumes, 
and fat in the uppermoft place in the Church too. 

Mop. 
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Mop. But have you never feiVd Countefles and Dut- 
cheffes ? 

Har. Oh, yes, Madam ; the lafl I feiVd, was an Al- 
derman's Wife in the City. 

Mop, Was that a Countefs or a Dutchefs ? 

Har. Ay, certainly — for they have all the Money ; 
and then for Clothes, Jewels, and rich Furniture, and 
eating, they out-do the very Vice-Rein e her felf. 

Doct. This is a very ignorant running Baud, — there- 
fore firft fearch her for Billets-Doux^ and then have her 
pump'd. 

Har. Ah, Seignior, — Seignior. [Scar. /5?flrrA/j him, 

finds Letters, 

Scar. Ha, to Elaria. — and Dellcmante ! 

{Reads the Outfide^ pops Vw into his Bofom, 
Thefe are from their Lovers. 

— Ha, a Note to Mopfophil. — Oh, Rogue ! have I found 
you.** 

Har. If you have, 'tis but Trick for your Trick, Seig- 
nior Scaramouch^ and you may fpare the Pumping. 

Scar. For once, Sirrah, Til bring you off, and deliver 
your Letters. — Sir, do you not know who this is ? 
Why 'tis a Rival of mine, who put on this Difguife to 
cheat me of Miftrefs Mopfophil. — See here's a Billet to 
her. 

Doct. What is he ? 

Scar. A Mungrel Dancing-Mafter ; therefore, Sir, fince 
all the Injury's mine, I'll pardon him for zr Dance, and 
let the Agility of his Heels fave his Bones, with your Per- 
miflion. Sir. 

Doct. With all my Heart, and am glad he comes off 

fo comically, [Harlequin dances, 

[A knocking at the Gate. Scar, goes and returns. 

Scar. Sir, Sir, here's the rare Philolopher who was 
here yeflerday. 
Doct. Give him Entrance, and all depart. 

Enter Charmante. 
Char, Bleft be thofe Stars that firfl conducted me to fo 
much Worth and Virtue ; you are their Darhng, Sir, for 
whom they wear their brighieft Luftre. 

Your 



i 
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Your Fortune is e(labli(h*d, you are made, Sir. 

Doct, Let me contain my Joy. 

\keeping in an impatient Joy, 
May I be worthy, Sir, to apprehend you ? 

Char. After long fearching, watching, faRing, pray- 
ing, and ufmg all the virtuous means in Nature, whereby 
we folely do attain the higheft Knowledge in Philofophy ; 
it was refolv'd, by flrong Intelligence — you were the 
happy Sire of that bright Nymph, that had infafcinated, 
charmed, and conquered the mighty Emperor Indonosor^ 
the Monarch of the Moon. 

Doct, I am undone with Joy ! ruin'd with TranfporL 

[A/ide. 
— Can it — can it, Sir, — be poflible ? 

* [Stifling his Joy^ which breaks out. 

Char, Receive the BlefTmg, Sir, with Moderation. 

Doct, 1 do, Sir, I do. 

Char, This very Night, by their great Art, they find, 
He will defcend, and fhew himfelf in Glory. 
An Honour, Sir, no Mortal has received 
This lixty hundred years. 

Doct, Hum — fay you fo. Sir ; no Emperor ever de- 
fcend this fixty hundred years ? {Looks fad, 
—Was 1 deceived laft Night ? \Afide, 

Char, Oh ! yes. Sir, often in Difguife, in leveral 
Shapes and Forms, which did of old occafion fo many 
^Eibulous Tales of all the Shapes of yupiter — but never in 
their proper Glory, Sir, as Emperors. This is an Honour 
only defign'd to you. 

boct. And will his Grace — be here in Perfon, Sir } 

[yoy/Ul. 

Char, In Perfon and with him, a Man of mighty 

Quality, Sir, 'tis thought, the Prince of Thunderland— 
but that's but whifpe?d, Sir, in the Cabal, and that he 
loves your Niece. 

Doct. Miraculous ! how this agrees with all Pve feen 
and heard To Night, fay you Sir ? 

Char, So 'tis conjedlur'd, Sir, fome of the Caba- 

liils are of opinion, that lafl Night there was fome Sally 
from the Moon. 

Doct. 
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Doct, About what Hour, Sir ? 

Char. The Meridian of the Night, Sir, about the Hours 
of Twelve or One ; but who defcended, or in what Shape, 
is yet uncertain. 

Doct. This I believe, Sir. 

Char. Why, Sir ? 

Doct. May I communicate a Secret of that nature ? 

Char. To any of the Cabalifts, but none elfe. 

Doct. Then know lafl Night, my Daughter and 

my Niece were entertained by thofe illuflrious Heroes. 

Char. Who, Sir, the Emperor, and Prince his Couiin ? 

Doct. Mofl certain. Sir. 
But whether they appeared in folid Bodies, or Fantomical, 
is yet a Queftion ; for at my unlucky approach, they all 
transform'd themfelves into a Piece of Hangings. 

Char. 'Tis frequent, Sir, their Shapes are numerous ; 
and 'tis alfo in their power to transform all they touch, 
by virtue of a certain Stone they call the Ebula. 

Doct. That wondrous Ebula, which Gonzales had ? 

Char. The fame, by virtue of which, all Weight was 
taken from him, and then with eafe the lofty Traveller 
flew from Parttaffus Hilly and from Hymethus Mount, 
and high Geraniay and Acrocorinthus, thence to TaygetuSy 
fo to Olympus Top, from whence he had but one itep to 
the Moon. Dizzy he grants he was. 

Doct. No wonder, Sir, Oh happy great Gomales / 

Char. Your Virtue, Sir, will render you as happy — ^but 

I muft hafle this Night prepare your Daughter and 

your Niece, and let your Houfe be drefs'd, perfum'd, and 
clean. 

Doct. It (hall be all performed, Sir. 

Char. Be modefl. Sir, and humble in your Elevation ; 
for nothing (hews the Wit fo poor, as Wonder, nor 
Birth fo mean, as Pride. 

Doct. I humbly thank your Admonition, Sir, and (hall, 
in all I can, (Iruggle with human Frailty. 

[Brings Char, to the Door bare. Ex. 
Enter Scaramouch, peeping at the other Door, 

Scar. So, fo, all things go glorioufly forward, but my 
own Amour, and there is no convincing this obdinate 

Woman 
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Woman, that 'twas that Rogue Harlequin in Difguife, 
claim'd me ; fo that I cannot fo much as come to deliver 
the young Ladies their Letters from their Lovers. I mud 
get in with this damn'd Miflrefs of mine, or all our Plot 
will be fpoird for want of Intelligence. 

Hum, the Devil does not ufe to fail me at a dead 

Lift I mufl deliver thefe Letters, and I mufl have this 
Wench — tho but to be reveng'd on her for abufmg me — 
Let me fee — (he is refolv'd for the Apothecary or the 
Farmer. Well, fay no more, honed Scaramouch ; thou 

(halt find a Friend at need of me ^and if I do not fit 

you with a Spoufe, fay that a Woman has out-witted 
me. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

The Streety with the Town^Gate^ where an 
Officer Jlands with a Staff like a London 
Confiable. 

Enter Harlequin riding in a Calafli^ comes through the 
Gate towards the Stage, dref^dlike a Gentlemanjitting 
in it. The Officer lays hold of his Horfe, 

Officer, T T Old, hold. Sir, you I fuppofe know the Cu- 
IJ. floms that are due to this City of Naples^ 
from all Perfons that pafs the Gates in Coach, Chariot, 
Calaih, or Siege Volant, 

Har, I am not ignorant of the Cuflom, Sir, but what's 
that to me ? 

Off, Not to you. Sir ! why, what Privilege have you 
above the reft ? 

Har, Privilege, for what, Sir ? 

Off, Why for palling, Sir, with any of the before-named 
Carriages. 

Har, 
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Hot. Art mad? — Dofl not fee I am a plain Baker, 
and this my Cart, that comes to carry Bread for the Vice- 
Roy's, and the Cit/s Ufe ? ha. 

Off, Are you mad, Sir, to think I cannot fee a Gentle- 
man Farmer and a Calafh, from a Baker and a Cart ? 

Har, Drunk by this Day — and fo early too ? Oh you're 
a fpecial Officer? unhand my Horfe, Sirrah, or you fhall 
pay for all the Damage you do me. 

Off, Hey day ! here's a fine Cheat upon the Vice-Roy : 
Sir, pay me, or Til feize your Horfe. 

[Har.ffriJ^es him. Tkeyfcuffle a little, 

Nay, and you be fo brisk, Til call the Clerk from 

his Office. 

Calls, Mr. Clerk, Mr. Clerk. 

\Goes to the Entrance to call the Clerk, the 
mean time Har. whips a Frock over himf elf ^ 
and puts down the hitid part of the Cha- 
riot j and then *tis a Cart, 
Enter Clerk. 

Cler. What's the matter here ? 

Off. Here's a Fellow, Sir, will perfuade me, his Calafh 
is a Cart, and refufes the Cuftoms for paffing the Gate. 

Cler. A Calafh ^Wherei* 1 fee only a Carter 

and his Cart. [The Officer looks an him. 

Off. Ha, what a Devil was I blind ? 

Har, Mr. Clerk, I am a Baker, that came with Bread 
to fell, and this Fellow here has ftopt me this Hour, and 
made me lofe the fale of my Ware ; and being drunk, 
will out-face me I am a Farmer, and this Cart a Calafh. 

Cler, He's in an Error, Friend, pafs on. 

Har. No Sir, I'll have fatisfaClion firil, or the Vice- 
Roy (hall know how he's ferv'd by drunken Officers, that 
are a Nufance to a Civil Government 

Cler, What do you demand, Friend ? 

Har, Demand, 1 demand a Crown, Sir. 

Off, This is very hard Mr. Clerk If ever I faw 

in my Life, I thought I faw a Gentleman and a Calafh. 

Cler, Come, come, gratify him, and fee better hereafter. 

Off, Here Sir,— if I mud, I mud. \Gives him a Crown, 

Cler, Pafs on. Friend. \Ex, Clerk. 

Har. 
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Har. un/een,puti up the back of Ms Cala/h, and 

•whips off his Frock, and goes to drive on. Tht 

Officer looks on him, andjiops him again. 

Off. Hum, I'll fwear it is a Calalh— Mr. Clerk, Mr. 

Clerk, come back, come back. \Runs out to call him. 

He changes as be/ore. 

Enter Officer and Clerk. 

Come Sir, let your own Eyes convince you, Sir, 

Cler. Convince me, of what, you Sot ? 

Off. This is a Gentleman, and that a ha 

\^Looks about on Har. 
Cler. Stark drunk 1 Sirrah, if you trouble me at every 
MiAake of yours thus, you Ihall quit your Office. 
Off. I beg your Pardon, Sir, I am a little in Drink ! 

corners, a little blind and mad Sir,- — This mud be 

the Devil, that's certain. [The Clerk goes out. 

Hal. puts up his Calajh again, and pulls off hit 
Frock and drives out. 

Well, now to my thinking, 'tis as plain a Calafh 

again as ever I faw in my Life, and yet I'm fatisly'd 'tis 
nothing but a Cart. [Ex. 

S CE N E cltanges to the DoSlof's Houfe. 

The HaU. 

£«/*r Scaramouch in a Chair, which is fet down and 



ti drf/fd in Black, with a /hort black Clok'e, • 

and little Hat. 

Scar. The Devil's int, if either the Doiflor, my Maf- 
ter, or Mop/ophil, know me in this Difguife— And thus 
1 may not only gain my MiArefs, and out-wit Harlequin, 
but deliver the Ladies thofe Letters from their Lovers, 
which I took out of his Pocket this Morning ; and who 
wou'd fufpefl an Apothecary for a Pimp? — Nor can the 
Jade McA/ophil, in Honour, refufe a Perfon of my Gra- 
vity, andfo well fet up.— Pointing to his Shop. 

Hum, the Doflor here firft, this is rot fo well, but 

I'm prepar'd with Impudence iai all Encounters. 

Enter 
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Enter the Do(flor. Scaramouchy?i/»/^j him gravely, 
— Mod Reverend Do^or Baliardo, \Bows^ 

Do6l, Seignior \Bow5, 

Scar, I might thro great Pufillanimity, blulh to give 
you this Anxiety, did not I opine you were as gracious as 
communicative and eminent ; and tho you have no Cog- 
nifance of me, your humble Servant, — yet I have of you, 
— you being fo gravely fam'd for your admirable Skill 
both in Galenical and Paracelfian Phcenonufu^s, and other 
approved Felicities in Vulnerary Emeticks, and purgative 
Experiences. 

Doct, Seignior, — your Opinion honours me — rare 
Man this. 

Sea, And tho I am at prefent bufied in writing 

thofe few Obfervations I have accumulated in my Pere- 
grinations, Sir ; yet the Ambition I afpir'd to, of being 
an ocular and aurial Witnefs of your Singularity, made me 
trefpafs on your fublimer Affairs. 

Do^, Seignior 

Scar. — Befides a violent Inclination, Sir, of being ini- 
tiated into the Denomination of your learned Family, by 
the Conjugal Circumference of a Matrimonial Tye, with 
that fmgularly accomplifh'd Perfon — Madam, the Gover- 
nante of your Hoftel 

Doct. Hum — A Sweet-heart for Mopfophil! [Afide. 

Scar. And if I may obtain your Condefcenfion to my 
Hymenaeal Propofitions, I doubt not my Operation with 
the Fair One. 

Doct. Seignior, (he's much honour'd in the Overture, 
and my Abilities (hall not be wanting to fix the Concord. 
But have you been a Traveller, Sir ? 

Scar. Without Circumlocutions, Sir, I have feen all the 
Regions beneath the Sun and Moon. 

Doct. Moon, Sir ! You never travelled thither. Sir ? 

Scar. Not in Propria Per/ona, Seigniory but by Specu- 
lation, I have, and made mod confiderable Remarks on 
that incomparable Terra Firma, of which I have the 

compleateft Map in Chriftendom ^and which G(mr 

zales himfelf omitted in his Co/mogtaphia of the Lunar 
Mundus. 

Don. 
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DocU A Map of the Lunar Mundus, Sir ! may I crave 
the Honour of feeing it ? 

Scar. You (hall, Sir, together with a Map of Terra In- 
cognita ; a great Rarity, indeed, Sir. 

Enter Bellemante. 

DocL Jewels, Sir, worth a King's Ranfom ! 

BelL Ha, What Figure of a Thing have we here, 

bantering my credulous Uncle ? This mud be fome 

Scout fent from our Forlorn Hope^ to difcoVer the Enemy, 

and bring in frefh Intelligence. Hum, that Wink 

tipt me fome Tidings, ^nd (he deferves not a good Look, 

who underftands not the Language of the Eyes. Sir, 

Dinner's on the Table. 

Doct. Let it wait, I am emplo/d 

\She creeps to the other fide of Scaramouch, 
who makes Signs with his Hand to her. 

Bell. Ha, 'tis fo : — This Fellow has fome Novel for us, 
fome Letter or Inftrucfiions, but how to get it — 

{As Scar, talks to the Doctor^ he takes the Letters by 
degrees out of his Pockety and unfeen, gives ^em 
Bellemante behind him. 

Doct. But this Map, Seignior ; I proteft you have fill'd 
me with Curiofity. Has it fignif/d all things fo exafUy, 
fay you ? 

Scar. Omitted nothing. Seignior, no City, Town, 
Village, or Villa ; no Cadle, River, Bridge, Lake, Spring, 
or Mineral. 

Doct. Are any. Sir, of thofe admirable Mineral Wa- 
ters there, fo frequent in our World ? 

Scar. In abundance. Sir : the Famous Garamanteen, a 
young Italian^ Sir, lately come from thence, gives an 
account of an excellent ScaturigOy that has lately made an 
Ebulation there, in great Reputation with the Lunary 
Ladies. 

Doct. Indeed, Sir ! be pleas'd Seignior, to 'folve me 
fome Queries that may enode fome appearances of the 
Virtue of the Water you fpeak of. 

Scar. Pox upon him, what Queftions he asks — ^but I 
mud on [Afide^ Why Sir, you mud know, — the Tindlure 
of this Water upon Stagnation ceruleates, and the Crocus 

upon 
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upon the Stones flaveces ; this he obferves to be, Sir^ 

the Indication of a generous Water. 

Doct. Hum [Gravely nodding. 

Scar. Now, Sir, be pleas'd to obferve the three Re- 
gions : if they be bright, without doubt Mars is powerful ; 
if the middle Region or Camera be palled, Filia Soli's is 
breeding. 

Docl, Hum. 

Scar, And then the third Region, if the Faeces be vola- 
tile, the Birth will foon come in Balneo, This I obferved 
alfo in the Laboratory of that ingenious Chymill Lyfidono^ 
and with much Pleafure animadverted that Mineral of the 
fame Zenith and Nadir, of that now fo famous Water in 
England^ near that famous Metropolis, called IJlington, 

Doct. Seignior 

Scar. For, Sir, upon the Infufion, the Crows Head 
immediately procures the Seal of Hermes ; and had not 
Lac Virginis been too foon fuck'd up, I believe we 
might have feen the Confummation of Amalgama. 

\^c\\Giaax\tt having got her Letters, goes off. She 
makes Signs to him tojlay a little. He nods. 

Doct. Moa likely, Sir. 

Scar. But, Sir, this Garamanteen relates the ilrangeil 
Operation of a Mineral in the Lunar World, that ever I 
heard of. 

Doct. As how, I pray. Sir ? 

Scar. Why, Sir, a Water impregnated to a Circulation 
wi\^ prima Materia ; upon my Honour, Sir, the (Irongell 
I ever drank of. 

Doct. How, Sir ! did you drink of it ? 

Scar. I only fpeak the words of Garamanteen^ Sir. 
Pox on him, 1 fhall be trapt. \Afide. 

Doct. Cry Mercy, Sir. [Bows, 

Scar. The Lunary Phyficians, Sir, call it Urinam Vul- 
cani, it calybeates every ones Excrements more or lefs ac- 
cording to the Gradus of the natural Calor. To my 

Knowledge, Sir, a Smith of a very fiery Conflitution is 
grown very opulent by drinking thefe Waters. 

Doct. How, Sir, grown rich by drinking the Waters, 
and to your Knowledge ? 

Scar. 
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Scar. The Devil's in my Tongue. To my Knowledge, 
Sir ; for what a Man of Honour relates, 1 may fafely 
affinn. 

Dott. Excufe me, Seignior 

■ \Puts off his Hat again gravely. 

Sear. For, Sir, conceive me how he grew rich ; fmce 
he drank thofe Waters he never buys any Iron, but ham- 
mers it out of Siercus Propriiis. 

Enter Bellemante -u^ith a Billet. 

Bell. Sir, 'tis three a Clock, and Dinner will be cold. 
[Goes behind Scaramouch, and gives him 
the Note and goes out. 

Doct. I come Sweet-heart ; but this is wonderful. 

Scar. Ay, Sir, and if at any time Nature be too in- 
finn, and he prove Coflive, he has no more to do, but 
apply a Load-hone ad Anum. 

Doct. Is'i poffible? 

Scar. Moil true, Sir, and that facilitates the Journey 

per Vi/cera. -But 1 detain you. Sir ; another time 

Sir,^I will now only beg the Honour of a Word or two 
with the Govemanle, before I go. 

Doct. Sir, ihe (hall wait on you, and I fhall be proud 
(tf the Honour of your Converfation. \Ex. Doflor. 

Enter to him Harlequin, drefs'd like a Faritur, as before. 

ffar. Hum Wnat have we here, a Taylor or a 

Tumbler i 

Scar. Ha Who's this?— Hum— What if it Ihou'd 

be the Farmer that the Uoflot has promis'd Mop/ophil to'i 
My Heart mifgives me. [They tool: at each other a while. 
Wno wou'd you fpeak with, Friend ? 

Har. This is, perhaps, my Rival the Apothecary. — 
Speak with. Sir ! why what's that to you ? 

Sear. Have you Aifairs with Seignior Do£ior, Sir? 

Har. It may be I have, it may be 1 have not. What 
then. Sir ? 

iVkile they feem in angry Di/pute, enter Mopfophil, 

Miop. Seignior Doflor tells me I have a Lover waits 

me, fure it muft be the Fanner or the Apothecary. No 

matter which, fo a Lover, that wclcomclt Man alive. I 

am refolv'd to take the firll good Offer, tho but in revenge 

of 
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of Harlequin and Scaramouch^ for putting Tricks upon 
me. Ha, Two of 'em ! 

Scar, My Miflrefs here! [They both bow y and ad' 

vance^ putting each other by. 

Mop, Hold Gentlemen, — do not worry me. 
Which of you wou*d fpeak with me ? 

Both. I, I, I, Madam 

Mop, Both of you 1 

Both. No, Madam, I, I. 

Mop. If both Lovers, you are both welcome ; but let's 
have fair Play, and take your turns to fpeak. 

Har, Ay, Seignior, 'tis mod uncivil to interrupt me. 

Scar, And difmgenuous, Sir, to intrude on me. 

{Putting one another by. 

Mop. Let me then fpeak firfl. 

Har. Pm dumb. 

Scar. I acquiefce. 

Mop. I was informed there was a Perfon here had Pro- 
pofitions of Marriage to make me. 

Har. That's I, that's I — {Shoves Scar. away. 

Scar, And I attend to that confequential Finis. 

\Shoves Har. away. 

Har. I know not what you mean by your Finis, Seig- 
nior ; but I am come to offer my felf this Gentlewoman's 
Servant, her Lover, her Husband, her Dog in a Halter, 
or any thing. 

Scar. Him I pronounce a Paltroon, and an ignominious 
Utenfil, that dares lay claim to the renowned Lady of my 
Primum Mobile ; that is, my beft Affe6lions \In Rage, 

Har. I fear not your hard Words, Sir, but dare aloud 
pronounce, if Donna Mopfophil like me, the Farmer, as 
well as I like her, 'tis a Match, and my Chariot's ready 
at the Gate to bear her off, d'ye fee. 

Mop. Ah, how that Chariot pleads. \Afide, 

Scar. And I pronounce, that being intoxicated with the 
fweet Eyes of this refulgent Lady, I come to tender her 
my nobleft Particulars, being already mod advantage- 
oufly fet up with the circumftantial Implements of my Oc- 
cupation. [Points to the Shop, 

Mop. 
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Mop. A City Apothecary, a moft genteel Calling 

Which fhall I chufef Seignior Apothecary, HI not 

expoftulaie the ciicumflantial Reafons Uiat have occalion'd 
me this Honour. » 

Sear. Incomparable Lady, the Elegancy of your Re- 
partees moll excellently denotes the Profundity of your Ca- 

Har. What the Devil's all this? Good Mr. Conjurer, 
fland by— and don't fright the Gentlewoman with your 
degant Profundities. \Puis him by. 

Scar. How, a Conjurer ! I will chadife thy vulgar Ig- 
norance, that yclepes a Philofopher a Conjurer, [/n Rage. 

Har. Lofaphers ! Prithee, if thou he'll a Man, 

fpeak like a Man then. 

Scar. Why, what do 1 fpeak like? what do I fpeak 
like? 

Har. What do you fpeak like !— why you fpeak like 
a Wheel-Barrow. 
Scar. How ! 
Har. And how. 
\Tkey come up clofe together at half Sword Parry ; 
Jiare on each other for a while, then put up and 
toTv to each other civilly. 
Mop. That's well. Gentlemen, let's have all Peace, 
while I furvey you both, and fee which likes me bell, 

[She goes between 'em, and furveys 'em both, 
they making ridiculous bows on botlt fides, 
and Grimaces the while. 

Ha, now on my Confcience, my two foolifh Lovers, 

Harlequin and Scaramouch ; how arc my Hopes de- 
feated ?— but faith ni fit you both. [She views 'em both. 
Scar. So, Ihe's confidering Hill, I (hall be the happy 
Dog. [Af.de. 

Har. She's taking aim, flie cannot chufe but like mc 
bell. [AJJde. 

Scar. Well, Madam, how does my Perfon propagate ? 

\ Bowing anafmiline. 

Mop. Faith Seignior, now I look better on you, 1 do 

not like your Phifnomy fo well as your Intellei^ls ; you 

dif- 
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difcovering fome circumRantial Symptoms that ever de- 
note a villanous Inconftancy. 

Scar, Ah, are you pleas'd, Madam. 

Mop, You arc miftaken, Signior, I am difpleas'd at 
your Grey-Eyes, and black Eye-brows, and Beard ; I ne- 
ver knew a Man with thofe Signs, true to his Miftrefs or 
his Friend. And 1 wou'd fooner wed that Scoundrel Sea* 
rattiouch, that very civil Pimp, that mere pair of chymical 
Bellows that blow the Uodlor's projecfling Fires, that De- 
puty-urinal Shaker, that very Guzman of Salamanca, than 
a Fellow of your infallible Signum Ma His, 

Har. Ha, ha, ha, you have your Anfwer, Seignior 

Friskin and may (hut up your Shop and be gone. — 

Ha, ha, ha. 

Scar, Hum, fure the Jade knows me. \Aftde, 

Mop. And as for you, Seignior 

Har, Ha, Madam. [Bowing andfmiUng, 

Mop. Thofe Lanthorn Jaws of yours, with that moft 
villanous Sneer and Grin, and a certain fierce Air of your 

Eyes, looks altogether moft fanatically which with 

your notorious Whey Beard, are certain Signs of Knavery 
and Cowardice ; therefore Tad rather wed that Spider 
Harlequin^ that Sceleton Buffoon, that Ape of Man, that 
Tack of Lent, that very Top, that^s of no ufe, but when 
'tis whip'd and laih^d, that piteous Property Pad rather 
wed than thee. 

Har, A very fair Declaration. 

Mop. You underftand me and fo adieu fweet Glif- 

ter-pipe, and Seignior Dirty- Boots, Ha, ha, ha. \Runs out, 

\They Jland looking /Imply on each 
other, without /peaking a while. 

Scar. That I (hou'd not know that Rogue Harlequin, 

[A/ide. 

Har. That I fhou'd take this Fool for a Phyfician. [A/lde, 

How long have you commenced Apothecary, 

Seignior? 

Scar. Ever fmce you turned Farmer. Are not you 

a damned Rogue to put thefe Tricks upon me, and moft 
diftionourably break all Articles between us ? 

Har, 
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Har, And are not you a damn'd Son of a fome- 

thing to break Articles with me ? 

Scar, No more Words, Sir, no more Words, I find 
it mud come to Anions, draw. [Draws. 

Har. Draw ! ^fo I can draw. Sir. \Draw5. 

They make a ridiculous cowardly Eight. Enter the Doc- 

t&r, which they feeing, come on with more Courage. 

He runs between^ and with his Cane beats the Swords 

down, 

Doct. Hold, hold, what mean you. Gentlemen ? 

Scar. Let me go. Sir, I am provok'd beyond meafure, 
Sir. 

Doct. You muft excufe me, Seignior. 

[Parlies with Harlequin. 

Scar. I dare not difcover the Fool for his Mailer's fake, 
and it may fpoil our Intrigue anon ; befides, he'll then 
difcover me, and I fhall be difcarded for bantering the 
Doaor. [AJide. 

— ^A Man of Honour to be fo bafely affronted here. 

SThe Doctor comes to appeafe Scaramouch. 
I difcover this Rafcal, he wou'd tell the 
old Gentleman I was the fame that attempted his Houfe 
to day in Woman's Clothes, and I (hould be kick'd and 
beaten moil infatiably. 

Scar. What Seignior, for a Man of Parts to be im- 
pos'd upon, and whip'd thro the Lungs here — like a 

Mountebank's Zany for fham Cures Mr. Dodlor, I 

muft tell you 'tis not civil. 

Doct. I am extremely forry for it, Sir, — and you fliall 
fee how I will have this Fellow handled for the Affront 

to a Perfon of your Gravity, and in my Houfe.— - 

Here Pedro. 

Enter Pedro. 

Take this Intruder, or bring fome of your Fellows 

hither, and tofs him in a Blanket. \Exit Pedro. 

Har. going to creep away. Scar, holds him. 

Har. Hark ye, bring me off, or I'll difcover all your 
Intrigue. [A/ide to him. 

Scar. Let me alone. 

'•Vol. IV. L Doct^ 
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Doct, ril warrant you fome Rogue that has fome Plot 
on my Niece and Daughter. 

Scar, No, no,. Sir, he comes to impofe the groffeft Lye 
upon you, that ever was heard of. 

Enter Pedro with others, with a Blanket, They put 
Harlequin into it, atid to/s him. 

Hot, Hold, hold, Til confefs all, rather than indure it 

Doct, Holdiy what will you confefs. Sir. 

[He comes out, makes fick Faces, 

Scar, That he's the greatell Impoftor in Nature. 

Wou'd you think it, Sir } he pretends to be no lefs than 
an Ambaflador from the Emperor of the Moon, Sir. 

Doct, Ha, Ambaflador Irom the Emperor of the 
Moon 1 [Pulls off his Hat, 

Scar, Ay, Sir, thereupon I laugh*d, thereupon he grew 
angry— I laugh'd at his Refentment, and thereupon we 
drew, and this was the high Quarrel, Sir. 

Doct, Hum — Ambaflador from the Moon. [Paufes, 

Scar. I have brought you off, manage him as weU as 
you can. 

Har, Brought me off, yes, out of the Frying-pan into 
the Fire. Why, how the Devil (hall I adl an Ambaf- 
fador ? [A/uU. 

Doct, It mud be fo, for how fhou'd either of thefe 
know I expedled that Honour ? [He addrefes him with 

profound Civility to Har. 
Sir, if the Figure you make, approaching fo near ours 
of this World, have made us commit any undecent In- 
dignity to your high Character, you ought to pardon the 
Frailty of our mortal Education and Ignorance, having 
never before been blefs'd with the Defcenfion of any from 
your World. 

Har, What the Devil (hall I fay now ? [AfuU, 

1 confefs I am, as you may fee by my Garb, Sir, 

a little Incognito, becaufe the publick MefTage I bring is 

very private which is, that the mighty Iredonozor, 

Emperor of the Moon, with his mofl worthy Brother, the 
Prince of Thunderland, intend to fup with you to Night 

Therefore be fure you get good Wine. Tho by 

the way let me tell you, 'tis for the fake of your fair 
Daughter. Scar, 
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Scar, m leave the Rogue to his own Management. 
I prefume, by your whifpering, Sir, you wou'd be pri- 
vate, and humbly begging pardon, take my leave. {Exit, 

Har. You have it, Friend. Does your Niece and 
Daughter drink, Sir I 

Doct Drink, Sir ? 

Har, Ay, Sir, drink hard ? 

Doct, Do the Women of your World drink hard, 
Sir? 

Har, According to their Quality, Sir, more or lefs; 
the greater the Quality', the more profufc the Quantity. 

Doct, Why that's jufl as 'tis here ; but your Men of 
Quality, your Statcfmen, Sir, I prefume they are fober, 
learned, and wife. 

Har, Faith, no Sir; but they are, for the moft part, 
what's as good, very proud and promifmg. Sir, mod li- 
beral of their W^ord to every faunmg Suiter, to purchafe 
the (late of long Attendance, and cringing as they pafs ; 
but the Devil of a Performance, without you get the 
Knack of bribing in the right Place and Time ; but yet 
they all defy it. Sir. 

Doct. Juft, jull, as 'tisHiere. — But pray. Sir, how do 
thefe Great men live with their Wives ? 

Har, Mod nobly. Sir, my Lord keeps his Coach, my 
Lady hers ; my Lord his Bed, my Lady hers ; and very 
rarely fee one another, unlefs they chance to meet in a 
Vifit, in the Park, the Mall, the Tour, or at the Baffet- 
Table, where they civilly falute and part, he to his 
Miftrefs, (he to play. 

Doct, Good lack ! juft as 'tis here. 

Har, — Where, if (he chance to lofe her Money, ra- 
ther than give out, (he borrows of the next amorous 
Coxcomb, who, from that Minute, hopes, and is fure 
to be paid again one way or other, the next kind Oppor- 
tunity. 

Doct, — Juft as 'tis here. 

Har, As for the young Fellows that have Money, they 
have no Mercy upon their own Perfons, but wearing 
Nature off as faft as they can, fwear, and whore and 
drink, and borrow as long as any rooking Citizen will lend 

L 2 till, 
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till having dearly purchafed the heroick Title of a Bully 
or a Sharper, they live pitVd of their Friends, and de- 
fpis'd by their Whores, and depart this tranfitory World, 
diverfe and fundry ways. 

Doct. Juft, juft as 'tis here ! 

Hot, As for the Citizen, Sir, the Courtier lies with his 
Wife ; he in revenge, cheats him of his Eilate, till rich 
enough to marry his Daughter to a Courtier, ^ain gives 

him all unlefs his Wife's over-gallantry breaks him ; 

and thus the World runs round. 

Doct. The very fame 'tis here. Is there no prefer- 
ment. Sir, for Men of Parts and Merit ? 

Har, Parts and Merit ! what's that? a Livery, or the 
handfome tying a Cravat ; for the great Men prefer none 
but their Foot-men and Valets. 

Doct, By my Troth juft as 'tis here. 
Sir, I find you are a Perfon of moft profound In- 
telligence under Favour, Sir, are you a Native of the 

Moon, or this World ? 

Har, The Devil's in him for hard Queftions. 
1 am a Neapolitan^ Sir. 

Doct, Sir, I Honour you ; good luck, my Country- 
man ! How got you to the Region of the Moon, Sir."* 

Har, A plaguy inquifitive old Fool ! 
Why, Sir, Pox on't, what fhall I fay.>— I be- 
ing — one day in a mufmg Melancholy, walking by the 
Sea-fide— there arofe. Sir, a great Mift, by the Sim's ex- 
haling of the Vapours of the Earth, Sir. 

Doct, Right, Sir. 

Har, In this Fog, or Mift, Sir, I was exhal'd. 

Doct, The Exhalations of the Sun draw you to the 
Moon, Sir? 

Har, I am condemn'd to the Blanket again. — I fay, 
Sir, I was exhal'd up, but in my way — ^being too heavy, 
was drop'd into the Sea. 

Doct, How, Sir, into the Sea ? 

Har. The Sea, Sir, where the Emperor's Fifherman 
cafting his Nets, drew me up, and took me for a ftxange 
and monftrous Fifti, Sir, —and as fuch, prefented me to 
his Mightinefs, — who going to have me Spitchcock'd for 
his own eating Doct. 



The Emperor of the Moon. 245 

DoSl. HoWy Sir, eating ? 

Har. What did me I, Sir (Life being fwect) but fail 
on my Knees, and befought his Glorioufnefs not to eat 
me, for I was no Fifh, but a Man ; he ask*d me of what 
Country, I told him of Naples ; whereupon the Empe- 
ror overjoy'd ask'd me if I knew that moft reverend and 
learned Do^or BaliardOy and his fair Daughter. I told 
him I did : whereupon he made me his Bed-fellow, and 
the Confident to his Amour to Seigniora Elaria, 

D06I, Blefs me. Sir I how came the Emperor to know 
my Daughter? 

Har, There he is again with his damn'd hard Quef- 

tions. Know her. Sir, — Why — you were walking a- 

broad one day. 

Do^, My Daughter never goes abroad, Sir, farther 
than our Garden. 

Har, Ay, there it was indeed. Sir, — ^and as his High- 
nefs was taking a Survey of this lower World — thro a 
long Perfpedlive, Sir, — he faw you and your Daughter 
and Neice, and from that very moment fell mod defpe- 

rately in love. But hark, the found of Timbrels, Ket- 

tle-Drums and Trumpets. The Emperor, Sir, is on 

his way, prepare for his Reception. 

\A Jlrange Noi/e is heard of Brafs Kettles^ and 
PanSy and Bells y and many tinkling things, 

D06I, Fm in a Rapture How (hall I pay my Gra- 
titude for this great Negotiation? but as I may, I 

humbly offer. Sir. \Prefents him with a rich Ring 

and a Pur/e of Gold, 

Har, Sir, as an Honour done the Emperor, I take 
your Ring and Gold. I muft go meet his Highnefs. 

[Takes leave. 
Enter to him Scaramouch, as him/elf. 

Scar, Oh, Sir ! we are aflonifh'd with the dreadful 
found of the fweeteft Mufick that ever Mortal heard, but 
know not whence it comes. Have you not heard it, Sir ? 

Do^. Heard it, yes. Fool, 'tis the Mufick of the 

Spheres, the Emperor of the Moon- World is defcending. 

Scar, How, Sir, no marvel then, that looking to- 
wards the South, I faw fuch fplendid Glories in the Air. 

L3 DcH, 



246 The Emperor of the Moon. 

Doil, Ha, faw'fl thou ought defcending in the Air? 

Scar, Oh, yes, Sir, Wonders ! hafle to the old Gallery, 
whence, witli the help of your Telefcope, you may dif- 
cover alL 

Do£l. I would not lofe a moment for the lower Uni- 
verfe. 

Enter Elaria, Bellemante, Mopfophil, dref^d in rich 

A ft tick Habits. 

Ela. Sir, we are drefs'd as you commanded us, what 
is your farther Pleafure ? 

Do^. It well becomes the Honour you're defign'd for, 
this Night to wed two Princes — come with me and know 
your happy Fate. [Ex, Dodlor and Scar. 

Ela, Blefs me ! My Father, in all the reft of his Dif- 
courfe (hows fo much Senfe and Reafon, I cannot think 
him mad, but feigns all this to try us. 

Bell, Not mad ! Marry Heavens forbid, thou art al- 
ways creating Fears to ftartle one ; why if he be not mad, 
his want of Sleep this eight and forty hours, the Noife 
of ftrange unheard-of Inflruments, with the fantaftick 
Splendour of the unufual Sight, will fo turn his Brain and 
dazzle him, that in Grace and Goodnefs, he may be mad, 
if he be not ;— come, let's after him to the Gallery, for 
I long to fee in what (howing Equipage our princely 
Lovers will addrefs to us. [Exeunt, 

SCENE, The Gallery richly adorned with 

Sceties and Lights, 

Enter Do6lor^ Elaria, Bellemante, and Mopfophil. Soft 

Mufick is heard. 

Bell, Ha Heavens ! what's here ? what Palace is 

this ? — No part of our Houfe, I'm fure. 

Ela, 'Tis rather the Apartment of fome Monarch. 

Doct, I'm all amazement too ; but muft not (how my 

Ignorance. Yes, Elaria^ this is prepar'd to entertain 

two Princes. 

Bell. Are you fure on't, Sir ? are we not, think you, 
in that World above, I often heard you speak of? in 
the Moon, Sir? 

Doct, 
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Doct How (hall I refolve her — For ought I know, we 
are. [AfieU, 
Eia. Sure, Sir, 'tis fome Inchantment. 
Doct. Let not thy female Ignorance profane the higheft 
Myfteries of natural Philofophy : To Fools it feems In- 
chantment ^but I've a Senfe can reach it — ^fit and ex- 

pe^ the Event — Hark, I am amazed, but mud conceal 

my Wonder, that Joy of Fools and appear wife in 

Gravity. 
Beli, Whence comes this charming Sound, Sir? 
Doct. From the Spheres — it is familiar to me. 
[The Scene in the Front draws off^ and /hews the 
mil of PamafTus ; a noble large Walk of Trees 
leading to it, with eight or ten Negroes upon Pe- 
deflalSf ran^d on each fide of the Walks, Next 
Keplair and Galileus defcend on each fide, ofipo- 
file to each other, in Chariots, with Perfpectives 
in their Hands, as viewing the Machine of the 
Zodiack. Soft Mufick plays fUlL 
Doct, Methought I faw the Figure of two Men de- 
fcend from yonder Cloud on yonder Hill. 

Ela, I thought fo too, but they are difappear'd, and 
the wing'd Chariot's fled. 

Enter Keplair and Galileus. 
Bell, See, Sir, they approach. \The Doctor rifes 

and bows, 
Kep, Mod reverend Sir, we, from the upper World, 
thus low falute you — Keplair and Galileus we are caird, 
fent as Interpreters to Great Iredonosor, Emperor of the 
Moon, who is defcending. 

Doct. Moft reverend Bards — profound Philofophers — 
thus low I bow to pay my humble Gratitude. 

Kep. The Emperor, Sir, falutes you, and your fair 
Daughter. 

Gal, And, Sir, the Prince of Thunderland falutes you, 
and your fair Neice. 
Doct. Thus low I fall to thank their Royal Goodnefs. 

[Kneels. They take him up. 
Bell. Came you, moft reverend Bards, from the Moon- 
World ? 

L 4 Kep. 
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Kep, Mod lovely Maid, we did, 
Doct, May I prefume to ask the manner how ? 
Kep. By Cloud, 3ir, thro the Regions of the Air, 
^own to the fam'd Parnajfus ; thence by Water, along 
the River Helicon^ the reft by Poft upon two wing*! 
Eagles. 

DocL Sir, are there (lore of our World inhabiting the 
Moon? 

Kep, Oh, of all Nations, Sir, that lie beneath it in the 
Emperor's Train ! Sir, you will behold abundance ; look 
up and fee the Orbal World defcending; obferye the 
^odiack. Sir, with her twelve Signs. 

{Next the Zodiack de/cends, a Symphony playing all 
the while; when it is landed, it delivers the 
twelve Signs : Then the Song, the Persons of the 
Zodiack being the Singers, After which, the Ne- 
groes dance and mingle in the Chorus. 

A Song for the Zodiack. 

LE T murmuring Lovers no longer repine. 
But their Hearts and their Voices advance ; 
l^t the Nymphs and the Swains in the kind Chorus join^ 

And the Satyrs and Fauns in a Dance, 
Let Nature put on her Beauty of May, 

And the Fields and the Meadows adorn ; 
Z^t the Woods and the Mountains refound with the Joy, 
And the Echoes their Triumph return. 

Chorus. 

Forfince Lave wore his Darts, 

And Virgins grew Coy ; 
Since thefe wounded Hearts, 

And thofe coud deflroy. 
There n^er was more Caufe for your Ttiumphs and Joy, 

Hark, hark, the Mufick of the Spheres, 

Some Wonder approaching declares ; 
Such,fuch, as has not blef^dyaur Eyes and Ears 

This thoufand, thoufand, thoufand Years^ 

See, 
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See, fee what the Force of Love can make. 

Who rules in Heaven, in Earth and Sea ; 
Behold how he commands the Zodiack, 
While thejix*d Signs unhinging all obey. 
Not one of which, but reprefents 

The Attributes of Love, 
Who governs all the Elements 
In Tiarmony above. 

Chorus. 

Forflnce Love wore his Darts, 

And Virgins grew coy ; 
Since thefe wounded Hearts, 

And thofe cou^d deflroy. 
There n^er was more caufe for your Triumphs and Joy, 

The wanton Kx\t^firfl defcends, 

Tofhow the Vigor and the Play, 
Beginning Love, beginning Love attends. 
When the young Paffion is all-over Joy, 
He bleats his f oft Pain to the fair curled Throng, 
And he leaps, and he bounds, and loves all the £iy long. 
At once Lov?s Courage and his Slavery 

In Taurus is expre/yd, 
Tho (fer the Plaifts the Conqueror be, 

The generous Beafl 
Does to the Yokefubmit his noble Breafl ; 
While Gtmmifmiling and twining oj Arms, 

Shews Lov^sfoft Indearments and Charms ; 
And Q2inc^x'sflow Motion the degrees do exprefs, 
Refpe^ful Love arrives to Happinefs, 
Leo hisflrength and Majefly, 
Virgo her blufhing Modeffy, 
And Libra all his Equity. 
His Subtilty does Scorpio Jkow, 
And Sagittarius all his loofe defire. 
By Capricorn his forward Humour know. 
And Aqua, Lovers Tears that rcdfe his Fire^ 
While Pifces, which intwir^dde move. 
Shew the f oft Play, and wanton Arts of Love, 

L 5 Chorus. 
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Chorus. 

Forfince Love wore his Darts^ 

And Virgins grew coy ; 
Since the/e wounded Hearts , 
And tho/e cot^d deJiroVj 
There n^er was more Cau/efor Triumphs a$id foy, 

"See how (he turns, and fends her Sig^s to Earth. — 



Behold the Ram, Aries ^fee Taurus next defcends ; 

then Gemini fee how the Boys embrace. Next 

Cancer^ then Leo^ then the Virgin ; next to her Libra — 
Scorpio^ Sagittar^ Capricorn^ Aquarius y Pi/ces, This 
eight thoufand Years no Emperor has defcended, but 
Incognito \ but when he does, to make his Journey more 
magnificent, the Zodiack, Sir, attends him. 
Do£l, 'Tis all amazing. Sir. 

Kep. Now, Sir, behold the Globick World defcends 
two thoufand Leagues below its wonted Station, to ftiew 
Obedience to its proper Monarch. 

[After whichy the Globe of the Moon appears^firft 
like a new Moon, as it moves forward it in- 
creafes till it comes to the Full, When it is de- 
fcended, it opens , and fhews the Emperor and 
the Prince, They come forth with all their 
Train, the Flutes playing a Symphony before 
tlumy which prepares the Song, Which ended the 
Dancers mingle as before, 

A SONG. 

ALL Joy to Mortals J Joy and Mirth, 
Etermal lO'S f^ng\ 
The Gods of Love defceitd to Earth , 

Their Darts have lofl the Sting, 
The Youth fhall now complain no more 

Cy Sylvia's needlefs Scorn, 
But fhe fliall love, tf he adore ^ 
And melt when he fhall burn. 

The 
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The Nymph no longer Jhall bejhy^ 

But leave the jilting Road ; 
And Daphne now no more Jhall fly 

The wounded panting God ; 
But all /hall beferene and fair ^ 

No fad Complaints of Love 
Shall fill the gentle whifpering Air^ 

No echoing Sighs the Grove, 

Beneath the Shades young Strephon lies^ 

Of all his Wijh pofef/d ; 
Gaiing on Sylvia'j charming Eyes^ 

Whofe Soul is there confef^d. 
All f oft andfweet the Maid appears^ 

' IVith Looks that know fio Art. 
And tho file yields with trembling Fears, 

She yields with all her Heart, 

See, Sir, the Cloud of Foreigners appears, French, 

Engliflty Spaniards, Danes, TurkSy Ruffians, Indians, and 
the nearer Climes of Chriflendom ; and laflly, Sir, be- 
hold the mighty Emperor. 

\A Chariot appears, tnade like a Half Moon, in 
which is Q\ni\i\o for the Emperor, richly dref^d, 
and Charmante for the Prince, rich, with a 
good many Heroes attending. CinthioV Train 
bom by four Cupids, The Song continues 
while they defcend and land. They addrefs 

themfelves to Elaria and Bellemante. 

DoHor falls on his Face, the reft bow . very 
low as they pafs. They makefigns to Keplair. 
Kep, The Emperor wou'd have you nfe, Sir, he will 
expedl no Ceremony from the Father of his Miftrefs. 

{Takes him up, 

Do^, I cannot. Sir, behold his Mightinefs ^the 

Splendor of his Majefly confounds me. 
Kep, You mud be moderate, Sir, it is expelled. 

[ The two Lovers make all the Signs of Love in 
dumb fliow to the Ladies, while the foft 
Mufick plays again from the end of the Som^. 

Dda. 
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Do^l, Shall I not have the Joy to hear their heavenly 
Voices, Sir ? 

Kep, They never fpeak to any Subje^ Sir, when 
they appear in Royalty, but by Interpreters, and that by 
way of Stentraphon, in manner of the Delphick Oracles. 

Do£l, Any way, fo I may hear the Senfe of what they 
wou'd fay. 

Kep, No doubt you will But fee the Emperor com- 
mands by Signs his Foreigners to dance. 

\Soft Mufick changes. 

A very Antick Dance, The Dance ended, the Front 

Scene draws off, and /hows a Temple, with an 

Altar, one /peaking through a Stentrc^hon/rom 

behind it. Soft Mufick plays the while, 

Kep, Mod Learned Sir, the Emperor now is going to 
declare himfelf, according to his Cuflom, to his Subjects. 
Liflen. 

Sten, Mod Reverend Sir, whofe Virtue did incite us, 
Whofe Daughter's Charms did more invite us ; 
We come to grace her with that Honour, 
That never Mortal yet had done her ; 
Once only, yove was known in Story, 
To vifit Sentele in Glory. 
But fatal 'twas, he fo enjo/d her. 
Her own ambitious Flame deflro/d her. 
His Charms too fierce for Flefh and Blood, 
She d/d embracing of her God. 
We gentler marks of Paflion give, 
The Maid we love, (hall love and live ; 
Whom vifibly we thus will grace. 
Above the reft of human Race. 
Say, is*t your Will that we ftiou'd wed her, 
And nightly in Difguifes bed her } 

D06I, The Glory is too great for Mortal Wife. 

[Kneels with Tranfport, 

Sten, What then remains, but that we confummate 
This happy Marriage in our fplendid State ? 

Dofl, Thus low I kneel, in thanks for this great Blef- 
fing. 

Cinthio. 
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Cinthio takes Elaria by the Hand ; Charmante, Bel- 

lemante ; two of the Singers in white being PrieJlSy 

they lead *em to the Altar, the whole Company 

dividing on either Jide. Where , while a Hymeneal 

Song is fung, the Priejl joins their Hands: The 

Song ended, and they marry d, they come forth ; 

but before they come forward, two Chariots defcend 

one on one fide above, and the other on the other 

fide ; in which is Harlequin dref^d like a Mock 

Hero, with others ; and Scaramouch in the other, 

dref^dfo in Helmets, 

Scar. Stay mighty Emperor, and vouchfafe to be the 

Umpire of our Difference. \Qm\hiQfigns to Keplair. 

Kep, What are you ? 

Scar, Two neighbouring Princes to your vast Domi- 
nion. 

Har. Knights of the Sun, our honourable Titles, 
And fight for that fair Mortal, Mopfophil, 

Mop, Blefs us ! ^my two precious Lovers, 111 war- 
rant ; well, I had better take up with one of them, than 
lie alone to Night. 

Scar, Long as two Rivals we have lov'd and hop'd, 
Both equally endeavoured, and both faiPd 
At lafl by joint Confent, we both agreed 
To try our Titles by the Dint of Lance, 
And chofe your Mightinefs for Arbitrator. 
Kep, The Emperor gives Confent. 

{They both all arm^d with gilded Lances and 
Shields of Black, with golden Suns painted. 
The Mufick plays a fighting Tune, They fight 

at Barriers, to the Tune, Harlequin is often 

foiPd, but advances fiill', at lafi Scaramouch 
throws him, and is Conqueror ; all give Judg- 
ment for him. 

Kep, The Emperor pronounces you are Viflor. 

[To Scar. 
Doct, Receive your Miftrefs, Sir, as the Reward of your 

undoubted Valour [Prefents Mopfophil. 

Scar. Your humble Servant, Sir, 2Xii Scaramouch re- 
turns you humble Thanks. [Puts off his Helmet, 

Doct, 
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Doct, Ha, — Scaramouch! [Bawls out, and falls in a 

Chair, They all go to him. 

My Heart mifgives, me Oh, I am undone and cheated 

every way. [Bawling out, 

Kep, Be patient, Sir, and call up all your Virtue, 
You're only cur'd. Sir. of a Difeafe 
That long has reign'd over your nobler Faculties. 
Sir, I am your Phyfician, Friend and Counfellor ; 
It was not in the Power of Herbs or Minerals, 
Of Reafon, common Senfe, and right ReUgion, 
To draw you from an Error that unmanned you. 

Doct, I will be patient, Gentlemen, and hear you. 
Are not you Ferdinand? 
' Kep, I am, — and thefe are Gentlemen of Quality, 
That long have lov'd your Daughter and your Niece ; 
Don Cinthio this, and this is Don Charmante, 
The Vice- Roy's Nephews both. 
Who found as Men — 'twas impoffible to enjoy 'cm, 
And therefore tr/d this Stratagem. 

Cin, Sir, I befeech you, mitigate your Grief, 
Altho indeed we are but mortal Men, 
Yet we Ihall love you, ferve you, and obey you. 

Doct. Are not you then the Emperor of the Moon ? 
And you the Prince of Thunderlandt 

Cin, There's no fuch Perfon, Sir. 
Thefe Stories are the Fantoms of mad Brains, 
To puzzle Fools withal — the Wife laugh at 'em — 
Come, Sir, you ihall no longer be impos'd upon. 

Doct, No Emperor of the Moon, and no Moon- 
World ! 

Char, Ridiculous Inventions. 
If we'ad not lov'd you, you'ad been dill impos'd on ; 
You had brought a Scandal on your learned Name, 
And all fucceeding Ages had defpis'd it. [He leaps up, 

Doct, Bum all my Books, and let my study blaze. 
Bum all to Afhes, and be fure the Wind 
Scatter the vile contagious monftrous Lyes. 

Mod Noble Youths — you've honoured me with yoiur 

Alliance, and you, and aU your Friends, Afllflances in 
this glorious Miracle, I invite to Night to revel with 

me. 
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me.— Come all and fee my happy Recantation of all the 
Follies, Fables have infpir'd till now. Be pleafant to re- 
peat your Story, to tell me by what kind degrees you 
cozen'd me. 

I fee there's nothing in Philofophy 

Of all that writ, he was the wifefl Bard, who fpoke this 

mighty Truth 

"He that knew all that ever Learning writ, 
" Knew only this — that he knew nothing yet. 



I 



EPILOGUE, 

To be fpoken by Mrs. Cooke. 

With our old PlaySy as with dull Wife itfarcs^ 
To whom you have been marry d tedious Year 

You cry Sh^s wondrous good^ it is confef:^dy ) 

But Jim 'tis Chapon Bouill^ at the bejl ; 
That conjtant Dijh can never make a Feaft: 
Yet the pair d Plea/ure you mujljlill pur/ue, 
You give fo fmall Incouragement for new ; 
And who would drudge for fuch a wretched Age^ 
Who want the Bravery tofupport one Stage f 
The wifer Wits have now new Meafures fet, 
And taken up new Trades ^ that they may hate. 
No more your nice fantaflick Pleafuresfefve, 
Your Pimps you pay, but let your Poets flarve. 
They long in vain for better Ufage hofTd, 
Till quite undone and tir'd, they dropt and dropt ; 
Not one is left will write for thin third Day, 
Like defperate Pickeroons, no Prize no Play ; 
And wnen they have done their befl, the Recompence 
Is, Damn the Sot, his Play wants common Senfe, 
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Ill-natut'd Wits^ who can/o ill requite 

The drudging S laves y who for your Pleafure write. 

Look back onflourijhing Kom&y ye proud Ingrates^ 
And fee how/he her thriving Poets treats : 
Wifely /he prised *em at the noblefl Rate^ 
As neceffary Miniflers of State^ 
And Contributions rai^d to make *em great. 
They from the publick Rank /he did maintain ^ 
And freed from want, they only writ for Fame ; 
And were as ufeful in a City heldy 
As formidable Armies in the Field, 
They but a Conquefl over Men purft^d. 
While thefe by gentle force the Soul fubdi^d. 
Not Rome in all her happiefl Pomp cotid/how 
A greater Caesar than we boa/l o/ now ; 
Auguflus reigns, but Poets /till are low. 

May Caesar live, and while his mighty Hand 
Is /cattering Plenty over all the Latui ; 
With God-like Bounty recompen/ing all, 
Some fruitful drops may on the Mufes fall ; 
Since honeTl Pens do hisjufl caufe afford 
Equal Advantage with the ufeful Sword, 
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PROLOGUE. 




ELL! you expe6l a Prologue to the Play, 
And you expeil it too Petition-way ; 
With Chapeau bas befeeching you V excufe 
A damned Intrigue of an unpra£li^d Mufe ; 
Tell you iVs Fortune waits upon your Smiles, 
And when you frown, Lord how you kill the whiles f 
Or el/e to rally up the Sins ofth^ Age, 
And bring each Fop in Town upon the Stage ; 
And in one Prologue run more Vices der, 
Than either Court or City knew before : 
Ah! thaVs a Wonder which will pleafe you too, 
But my Commijfflof^s not to pleafe you now, 
Firft then for you grave Dons, who love no Play 
But what is regular, Great Johnfon'j way, 
Who hate the Monfieur with the Farce and Droll, 
But are for things well f aid with Spirit and Soul ; 
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^Tis you I mean^ whofe Judgment will admit 
No Interludes of fooling with your Wit ; 
Yot^re here defeated, and anon will cry, 
*Sd€ath / woiid Uwere Treafon to write Comedy, 
So / therms a Party loft ; now for the reft, 
Whofwear theyd rather hear afmutty Jeft 
spoken by Nokes or Angel, than a Scene 
Of the admired and well penned Cataline ; 
Who love the the comick Hat, the fig and Dance, 
Things that are fitted to their Ignorance : 
You too are quite undone, for her^s no Farce 
Damn me / yoiill cry, this Play will be mine A — 
Not ferious, nor yet comick, what i^t then t 
Th* imperfe6l iffue of a lukewarm Brain : 
*Twas bom before its time, andfuch a Whelp ; 
As all the after-lickings could not help. 
Bait it then as ye pleafe, w^ll not defend it. 
But he that dif-^pproves it, let him mend it. 



Dra- 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



MEN. 

Fredericky Son to the Duke. 

CurtiuSy his Friend. 

LorenzOy a rich extravagant Lord, a kind of Favorite to 

Frederick, 
Antonio y a Nobleman of Florence, 
AUtertOy his dear Friend, a Nobleman also. 
PietrOy Man to Curtius, 
Galliardy Servant to the Prince. 
Valet to Antonio, 

WOMEN. 

Clarina, Wife to Antonio, 

Ifmeniay Sifter to Antonio, in love with Alberto, 

Lauruy Sifter to Lorenzo, in love with Curtius, 

CloriSy Sifter to Curtius, difguis'd like a Country Maid, 

in love with Frederick, 
Ifabellay Woman to Clarina, 
Lucia, Maid to Chris, 
Guilliam, Man to Cloris, 2l Cotmtr^-filloW. 
Pages and Mufick. '• 



SCENE, The Court of Florence; 



ACT 



( 26o ) 



ACT I. SCENE I. 
The Chamber of Cloris. 

Enter Qoris drejl in her Night Attire^ with Frederick 

dreffing him/elf, 

Clo, AND will you leave me now to Fears, 

Xjl Which Love it felf can hardly fatisfy ? 
But thofe, and that together fure will kill me, 
If you (lay long away. 

Fred, My Dear, 'tis almoft day, and we muft part ; 
'Should thofe rude Eyes 'mongft whom thou dwell'ft 

perceive us, 
'Twould prove imhappy both to thee and me. 

Clor, And will you. Sir, be conftant to your Vows ? 

Fred, Ah Cloris / do not queftion what I've fwom ; 
If thou would'ft have it once again repeated, 
I'll do't. By all that's good, I'll marry thee ; 
By that moft Holy Altar, before which we kneel'd, 
When firft I faw the brighteft Saint that e'er ador'd it ; 
I'll marry none but thee, my deareft Cloris, 

Clor, Sir, you have faid enough to gain a credit 
With any Maid, tho fhe had been deceiv'd 
By fome fuch Flatteries as thefe before. 
I never knew the pains of Fear till now ; \Sighs. 

And you mufl needs forgive the Faults you make. 
For had I (lill remain'd in Innocence, 
I ihould have dill believ'd you. 

Fred, Why dofl thou not, my Love ? 

Clor, Some doubts I have, but when I look on you, 
Tho I mufl blufh to do fo, they all vanilh ; 
But I provide againfl your abience. Sir. 

Fred, 
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Fred. Make no provifion, Claris, but of Hope, 

Prepare thy telf againft a Wedding day, 
When ihou (halt be a bttle Deity on Earth. 

Clor. 1 know not what it is to dwell in Courts, 
But fure it mull be fine, fince you are there ; 
Yet I could with you were an humble Shepherd, 
And knew no other Palace ihan this Cottage ; 
Where I would weave you Crowns, of Pinks and Daifies, 
And you fhould be a. Monarch every May. 

Fred. And Claris, I could be content to fit 
With thee, upon fome ftiady River's Bank, 
To hear thee fing, and tell a Tale of Love. 
For thefe, alas I I could do any thing ; 
A Sheepr-hootc I could prize above a Sword ; 
An Army I would quit to lead a Flock, 
And more efleem that Chaplet wreatb'd by thee, 
Than the viaorious Bay : 
All this 1 could, but Dear 1 have a Father, 
Whom for thy fake, to make thee great and glorious, 
I would not lofe my Int'reft with. 
But Chris, fee, the unkind day approaches. 
And we mud kifs and part. 

Clor. Unkind it is indeed, may it prove fo 
To all that wiih its prefence. 
And pafs as foon away. 
That welcome Ni^ht may re-aflume its place. 
And bring you quickly back. 

Fred. With great impatience 111 expeifl that Hour, 
That (hall condufl me m its Shades to thee ; 
FareweL 

Clor. Farewel, Sir, if you muft be gone. [Sighs. 

Fred. One Kifs, and then indeed I will be gone. 

[Kifftsher. 
A new blown Rofe kill by the Morning Dew, 
Has not more natural Swectnefs. 
Ah Cloris! can you doubt that Heart, 
To whom fuch BlelTmgs you impart 7 
Unjuftly you fufpeifl that Prize, 
Won by fuch Touches and fuch Eyes. 

My 
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My Faireft, turn that Face away, 
Unlefs I could for ever (lay ; 
Turn but a little while I go. 

Clor, Sir, I mud fee the laft of you. 

Fred, I dare not difobey ; adieu till Evening. [Exit. 

Enter Lucia. 

Clor, How now, Lucia ; is my Father up ? 

Luc, No, not a Moufe stirs yet ; I have kept a true 
Watch all this Night, for I was cruelly afraid left we 

(hould have been furpriz'd 

Is the Prince gone? out why do I ask, that may read it 
in your fad Looks. 

Clor. Yes, he is gone, and with him too has taken— 

\Sigks, 

Luc, What has he taken ? Ill fwear you frighten me. 

Clor, My heart, Lucia, 

Luc, Your Heart, I am glad 'tis no worfe. 

Clor, Why, what doft think he (hould have taken ? 

Luc, A thing more hard to have been recovered 
again. 

Clor. What thing prithee ? 

Luc, Your Maiden-head. 

Clor. What's that ? 

Luc, A thing young Gallants long extremely for. 
And when they have it too, they fay 
They care not a Daify for the Giver. 

Clor, How comeft thou fo wife, Lucia f 

Luc. Oh the fine Gentleman that comes a-nights with 
the Prince, told me fo much, and bid me be fure never to 
part with it for fine Words ; for Men would lye as often 
as they fwore ; and fo bid me tell you too. 

Clor, Oh Lucia / 

Luc, Why do you figh ? 

Clor. To think if Pnnces were like common Men, 
How I (hould be undone, 
Since I have given him all I had to give ; 
And who that looks on him can blame my Faith ? 

Luc, Indeed he furpaffes Damon far ; 
But Tad forgot my fell, you are the Prince's Wife ; 
He faid you (hould be kneel'd to, and ador'd, 

And 
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And never look'd on but on Holy-days : 
That many Maids (hould wait upon your call, 
And ftrow fine Flowers for you to tread upon. 
Mufick and Love (hould daily fill your Ears, 
And all your other Senfes (hould be ravifh'd 
With wonders of each kind, great as your Beauty. 

Clor, Lucia^ methinks you have learnt to fpeak fine 
things. 

Lmc, I have a thoufand more I've heard him fay ; 
Oh I could liflen a whole Night to hear him talk : 
But hark, I hear a Noife, the Houfe is up, 
And muA not find us here. 

Clor, Lock up this Box of Jewels for me. 

Luc, Oh rare ! what did thefe come to night ? 

Clor, Yes, yes, away. [Exeunt, 

SCEN E II. A Grove. 

Enter Curtius and Pietro. 
Cur, I wonder the Prince (lays so long ; 
I do not like thefe Night-works ; 
Were I not confident of Clori^s Virtue, 

Which (hall no more be tempted. 

I hear fome coming, and hope 'tis he 

Pietro^ are the Horfes ready ? {Exit, 

Enter Frederick. 

Cur, Sir, you are welcome from Clori^s Arms. 

Fred, With much ado, I am got loofe from thofe (air 
Fetters, but not from thofe of her Beauty ; 
By thefe (he (lill inflames me, 
In (jpite of all my humours of Incondancy ; 
So (oft and young, fo fair and innocent, 
So full of Air, and yet of Langui(hment ; 
So much of Nature in her Heart and Eves, 
So timorous and fo kind without difguife : 
Such untaught Sweets in e\'cry part do move, 
As 'gainft my Reafon does compel my Love ; 
Such artlefs fmiles look fo unorder'd too. 
Gains more than all the charms of Courts can do ; 

From 
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From Head to Foot, a fpotlefs Satue feems, 
As Art, not Nature, had composed her Limbs ; 
So white, and fo unblemifh'd, oh Curiius / 
Via raviflit beyond Senfe when I but think on't ; 
How much more muft my Surprize be, 
When I behold thefe Wonders. 

Cur. And have you feen her. Sir, in all this Beauty ? 
Oh Hell ! [Afide, 

Fred, CuriiuSy I will not hide my Soul from thee ; 
I have feen all the marvels of that Maid. 

Cur, My Soul, learn now the Art of being difguis'd ; 

[Afide, 

^'Tis much, my Lord, that one 

Bred in fuch fimple Innocence, 

Should learn fo foon fo much of Confidence : 

Pray, Sir, what Arts and Cunning do you ufe ? 

Fred. Faith time and importunity refufe no body. 

Cur. Is that the way ? had you no other Aids ? 
Made you no promife to her. Sir, of Marriage ? 

Fred. Oh, yes in abundance, that's your only bait. 
And tho they cannot hope we will perform it, 
Yet it fecures their Honour and my Pleafure. 

Cur. Then, Sir, you have enjo/d her ? 

Fred. Oh yes, and gather'd Sweets 
Would make an Anchoret negle<5l his Vow, 
And think he had miftook his way to future blifs. 
Which only can be found in fuch Embraces ; 
'Twas hard to gain, but, CurtiuSy when once Vidlor, 
Oh how the joys of Conqueft did enflave me ! 

Cur. But, Sir, methinks 'tis much that (he (hould yield. 
With only a bare promife that you*d marry her. 

Fred. Yes, there was fomethmg more bu t 

Cur. But, what Sir, you are not married. 

Fred. Faith yes, IVe ii^ade a Vow, 
And that you know would go as far as any other Man. 

Cur. But (he it feems forgot you were die Prince ? 

Fred. No, (he urg'd that too, 
And left no Arguments unus'd 
Might make me fenfible of what I did ; 
But I was fixt, and overcame them all, 

Re- 
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Repeating ftill my Vows and Paflions for her, 
Till in the prefence of her Maid and Heaven 
We foleninly contradled. 

Cur, But, Sir, by your permiffion was it well ? 

Fred, What wouldft thou have him do 
That's all on fire, and dies for an Enjoyment ? 

Cur. But having gained it, do you love her ftill ? 

hred. Yes, yes, extremely. 
And would be conftant to the Vows IVe made, 
Were I a Man, as thou art of thy felf ; 
But with the aid of Counfels I muft chufe. 
And what my Soul adores I muft refufe. 

Cur, This Pafllon, Sir, Pofleflion will deftroy, 
And youl love lefs, the more you do enjoy. 

I'red, That's all my hope of cure ; PU ply that game, 
And flacken by degrees th' unworthy flame. 

Cur, Methinks, my Lord, it had more generous been 
ToVe checked that flame when firft it did begin. 
E'er you the flighted Vi(fiory had won. 
And a poor harmlefs Virgin quite undone : 
And what is worfe, you've made her love you too. 

Fred, Faith that's the greater mifchief of the two ; 
I know to fuch nice virtuous Souls as thine, 
My jufter Inclination is a Crime : 
But I love Pleafures which thou canft not prize, 
rieyond dull gazing on thy Miftrefs Eyes, 
The lovely Obje(fl which enflaves my Heart, 
Muft yet more certain Cures than Smiles impart : 
And you on Laura have the fame defign. 

Cur, Yes, Sir, when juftif/d by Laws divine. 

Fred, Divine ! a pleafant Warrant for your Sin, 
Which being not made, we ne'er had guilty been. 
But now we fpeak of Laura, 
Prithee when is't that I fhall fee that Beauty ? 

Cur, Never I hope [AJide,] I know not. Sir, 
Her Father ftill is cruel, and denies me, 
What (he and I have long made fuit in vain for : 
But, Sir, your Intereft might prevail with him. 
When he fhall know Pm one whom you efteem ; 

M He 
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He will allow my flame, and my addrefs, 
He whom you favour camiot doubt Succefs. 

Fred. This day I will begin to ferve thee in it 

Cur, Sir, 'twill be difficult to get accefs to her, 
Her Father is an humorous old Man, 
And has his fits of Pride and Kindnefs too. 

Fred, Well, after Dinner I will try my Power, 
And will not quit his Lodgings till I have won him. 

Cur, I humoiy thank vou. Sir. 

Fred, Come let us halte, the Day comes on apace. 

\Ex, Fred. 

Cur, ril wait upon you. Sir. 
Oh Chris, thou'rt undone, falfe amorous Girl ; 
Was it for this I bred thee in obfcurity, 
Without permitting thee to know what Courts meant. 
Left their too powerful Temptation 
Might have betra/d thy Soul ? 
Not fuffering thee to know thy Name or Parents, 
Thinking an humble Life might have fecur'd thy Virtue : 
And yet I fhould not hate thee for this Sin, 
Since thou art bred in fo much Innocence, 
Thou couldft not dream of Falfity in Men : 
Oh that it were permitted me to kill this Prince, 
This falfe perfidious Prince ; 
And yet he knows not that he has abused me. 
When did I know a Man of fo much Virtue, 
That would refiife fo fwect and foft a Maid ^ 

No, he is juft and good, only too much mifled 

By Youth and Flattery ; 

And one to whom my Soul is t/d by Friendfhip ; 

Yet what's a Friend, a name above a Sifter ? 

Is not her Honour mine ? 

And fhall not I revenge the lofs of it 1 

It is but common Juftice. 

But firft rU try all gentle means I may, 

And let him know that Claris is my Sifter ; 

And if he then perfevere in his Crime, 

rU lay my Intereft and my Duty by, 

And punifh him, or with my Honour die. [Exit, 

SCENE 
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Enter Ijoxtnio pulling in ^Ifabella. 

Lor, Nay, nay, I/abella, there's no avoiding me now, 
you and I muft come to a parley. Pray what's the reafon 
you took no notice of me, when I came with fo civil an 
addrefs too ? 

I/ab, Can you ever think to thrive in an Amour, when 
you take notice of your Miftrefs, or any that belongs to 
her, in publick, and when (he's a married Woman 
too? 

Lor, Good I/abella, the lofer may have leave to fpeak, 
I am fure it has been a plaguy dear Amour to me. 

I/ab, Let me hear you name that again, and you (hall 
mils of my AiTidance. 

Zj)r. Nay, do but hear me a little ; I vow 'tis the 
(Irangeft thing in the World, a Man mu(l part from fo 
much Money as I have done, and be confin'd to Signs 
and Grimaces only, to declare his Mind in : if a Man has 
a Tongue, let him exercife it, 1 fay, as long as he pays 
for fpeaking. 

I/ab, Again with your paying for't ? I fee you are not 
to be reclaimed ; farewel 

Lor, Stay good I/adella, (lay, and thou (halt hear not 
one word of that more, tho I am foundly urg'd to't. 

I/ab, Yes, yes, pray count them, do ; I know you 
long to be at it, and I am fure you will find you are in 
Arrears to us. 

Lor. Say you fo, I am not of that opinion : but well, 

let me fee here 'tis, here 'tis my Bill of 

Charge for courting Clarina, 

[Draws out his Table Book^ and reads. 

I/ab, And here's mine for the returns that have been 
made you ; begin, begin. \Pulls out her Book, 

Lor, Item, two hundred Crowns to I/abella for under- 
taking. 

I/ab, Itenty I have promis'd Lorenzo to ferve him in 
his Amour with all Fidelity. 

M 2 Lor. 
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Lor, Well, I own that Debt paid, if you keep your 

word o ut with it then \He croffes that out. 

Item, two thoufand Crowns in a Bracelet for Clarina ; 
what fay you to that now, Ifabella f 

Ifab, Item, the day after they were prefented, ftie la- 
luted you with a fmile at the ChappeL 

Lor, And doft thou think it was not dearly bought ? 

Ifab, No Man in Florence (hould have had it a Souce 
cheaper. 

Lor, Say you fo, Ifabella f out with it then. 

[Crofjfes it out. 
Item, one hundred more to thee for prefenting them. 

Ifab, Which I did with fix lyes in your Commendation, 
worth ten Piftoles a piece for the exaflnefs of a Lye ; 
write there indebted to me 

Lor, Nay then thou doft deferve it : Refts due to 
Ifabella. [Writes. 

Item, Innumerable Serenades, Night-walks, Affronts and 
Fears ; and laftly, to the Poets for Songs, and the hke. 

Ifab, All which was recompenfed in the exceflive 
laughing on you that Day you praunc'd under our Win- 
dow on Horfe-back, when you made fuch a deal of Ca- 
priol and Curvet. 

Lor. Yes, where I ventured my Neck to (hew my 
Adlivity, and therefore may be well accounted amongft 
my Loftes. 

Ifab, Then (he received your Prefents, fuffer'd your 
Serenades, without fending her Foot-men to break your 
Pate with the Fiddles. 

Lor. Indeed that was one of the beft Signs ; for I 
have been a great Sufferer in that kind upon the like 
occafions : but doft thou think in Confcience that this 
(hould fatisfy ? 

Ifab, Yes, any reafonable Man in the World, for the 
firft Month at leaft ; and yet you are ftill up with your 
Expences, as if a Lady of her Quality were to be gain'd 

without them. Let me hear of your Expences more, 

and ni 

Lor. Oh fweet Ifabella J upon my Knees I beg thou 
wilt take no fatal Resolution ; for I proteft, as I am a 

Man 
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Man of Honour, and adore thy Sex, thou (halt only fee^ 
not hear of my Expences more ; and for a (mall tefli- 
mony of it, here take this ; there's twenty Pilloles upon 
Reputation. [Gives her Money, 

I/ab. Fy, fy, 'tis not brave, nor generous to name 
the Sum, you (hould have (lid it into my Coat, without 
faying what you had done. 

Lor. What figniiles that mun, as long as 'tis current, 
and you have it fure ? 

I/ab, Well, leave the management of your Affairs to 

me ^What (hall we do ? here's Alberto, 

Enter Alberto. 

Lor, Well, who can help it ? I cannot walk invifible. 

Alb, Lorenzo, what making Love to I fade I la f 

Lor, Shel ferve, my Lord, for want of a better. 

I/ab, That's but a coarfe Complement. 

Lor, Twill ferve to difguife a Truth however. 

\Afide to her. Ex, I fab. 
Faith 111 tell you, Sir, 'twas fuch another Damfel as this, 
that fav'd me five himdred Poimd once upon a time ; 
and I have lov'd the whole Tribe of Waiting-women 
the better ever (Ince. 

Alb, You have reafon ; how was it ? 

Lor, Why look you. Sir, I had made Love a long 
time to a Lady ; but (he (hall be namelefs, (ince (he was 
gkT a quality not to be gain'd under the aforefaid Sum : 
well, I brought it, came pouder'd and perfum'd, and 
high in expectation. 

Alb. Well, Sir. 

Lor, And (he had a very pretty Wench, who was to 
condud\ me, and in the dark too ; and on my Con- 
fcience, I e'en fell aboard of her, and was as well ac- 
commodated for my five, as five hundred Pounds, and 
fo retum'd. 

Alb, A great defeat to the Lady the while, on my 
word. 

Lor, Ay, (he fmelt the Plot, and made a Vow to fol- 
low the Italian mode for the future ; and be ferv'd in 
Affairs of that kind by none but an old Woman. 

M 3 Alb. 
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Alb, Twas wittily refoVd. 

Lor, Are you for the Prefence this Morning. 

Alb, No, I have bufinefs here with Antonio, 

Lor, Your Servant, my Lord. [Exitl 

Alb, I do not like this Fellow's being here, 
The mod notorious Pimp and Rafcal in Italy ; 
Tis a vile (hame that fuch as he (hould live, 
Who have the form and fenfe of Man about them, 
And in their A<5lion Bead ; 
And that he thrives by too. 

Enter Ifabella. 
Ifabellay is Antonio llirrine ? 

Ifab, He is, pleafe your Lordflnp to walk in. 

Alb. You may tell him I wait here : 
For I would avoid all opportunity of feeing Clarina, 

{Afidi. 

Ifab, My Lord, you need not (land upon Ceremonies. 

{Exit Alberto. 
Ettter Clarina and Ifmena, dref^d like one another in 

every things laughing and beholding one another. 

Drefs'd already ! now on my confcience I know 

not which is which : Pray God Antonio be not miflaken 
at night, for Til be fwom I am by day-light 

Ifm, Doll think I may pafs thus for Clarina t 

Ifab, Madam, you are the fame to a hair ; wou'd I 
might never flir if I can do any thing but wonder. 

Clar, But hark, Ifabella^ if thou (hou'dll have he&rd 
amifs, and that thy information ihould not be goo<L thou 
hafl defeated us of a defign, wherein we promiie our 
felves no little pleafure. 

Ifm, Yes I vow, all the Jeft is loft if it be fo. 

Ifab, I doubt 'twill be a true Jeft on your fide. \Aftde, 
— r warrant you, Madam, my Intelligence is good; and 
to afTure you of what I have faid, I dare undertake you 
ftiall hear the fame over again : for juft now Alberto is 
come to vifit my Lord, who I am fure will entertain him 
with no other ftories, but thofe of his Jealoufy, and to 
perfuade him to court you. 

Clar, 'Tis ftrange, fince he fet him that Talk fo lon^ 
ago, he would not begin before. 

Ifm, 
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Iftn, Nay, pray God he begin now ; Sifter, he has 
hitherto took me for thee, and fometimes his Eyes give 
me hope of a fecret Fire within, but 'twill not out ; and 
I am fo impatient till he declares himfelf, that if he do 
not do it foon, I fhall e'en tell him who I am ; for per- 
haps the Wife takes off the appetite, which would fharpen 
upon knowledge of the Virgin. 

Clar, What then, you'll have all the Sport to your felf ? 
— But, Ifmenay remember my little Revenge on Antonio 
muft accompany your Love to Alberto. 

Ifab, But why this refemblance ? for, Madam, (ince he 
never faw you, and takes Ifmena to be you ; might you 
not ftill pais fo, without this Ukenefs ? 

Clar, Didft thou not fay Antonio left the Court and 
City, on purpofe to give Alberto the more freedom to 

court me ? Whilft he was away, I needed but retire, 

and Ifmena appear, and 'twould fuffice ; but now he is 
retum'd, he may chance to fee them together, enpajfaniy 
or fo, and this drefs will abufe^im as well as Alberto ; 
for without that, this Plot of ourstignifies little. 

Ifm, Ay, truly for my part, I have no other defign 
than doing my Sifter a fervice. 

Ifab, The Plot is vcary likely to thrive I fee, fince you 
are fo good at diffembUng. 

I/m, Fie Ifabella^ whatran ill opinion you have of 
me ? — But Sifter, 'tis much Alberto being fo intimate 
with Antonio^ ftiould never fee you all this wh^e ftx 
Months of your being married 

Clar, Had you been bred any where but in a Monaf* 
tery, you would have known 'tis not the cuftom hece for 
Men to expofe their Wives to the view of any, 

Ifab, I hear them coming, let's away, and pray liften 
to the Truths I have already told you. [^^<K retire, 

SCENE IV 

Enter Antonio attd Alberto, Clarina and Ifmena liflen. 
Alb, Once more Antonio^ welcome back to Court 

M 4 Ant, 
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Ant, Oh my dear Friend, I long'd for thy Embraces ; 
— How goes the Game I left with 3iee to play ? 
What fays my Wife, my beautiful Clarina t 

Alb, Clarina! 

Ant, Yes Clarina^ have you not feen her yet ? 
I left the Court on purpofe, for 'twas not handfome 
For me to introduce you, 
Left (he had look'd upon't as fome deftgn. 

Alb, Seen her — yes — 

Ant, And I conjur'd her too, to give you freedoms 
Even equal to Antonio ; 
As far as I durft prefs with modefty, 
And with pretence of Friendftiip ; 
And have you not attempted her ? 

Alb, Yes ^but 'tis in vain. 

Ant, Oh villanous Diffembler ! \Afide, 

Alb, She's cruel, ftrangely cruel, 
And I'm refoVd to give the Courtftiip o'er. 

Ant, Sure, Friend, thou haft not us'd thy wonted 
power. 

Alb, Yes, all that I know I am mafter of, I us'd. 

Ant, But didft thou urge it home ? did ftie not fee 
Thy Words and A(flions did not well agree ? 
Canft thou diffemble well t didft cry and melt. 
As if the pain you but exprefs'd, you felt ? 
Didft kneel, and fwear, and urge thy Quality, 
Heightning it too with fome Difgrace on me ? 
And didft thou too affail her feeble fide? 
For the beft bait to Woman is her Pride ; 
Which fome mii-call her Guard : 
Didft tl^ou prefent her with the fet of Jewels ? 
For Women naturally are more inclin'd 
To Avarice, than Men : pray tell me Friend. 
— Vile Woman ! did flie take them 

Alb, I never ask'd her that 
Clar^ Poor Antonio^ how I pity him. \Afide, 

Ant, No! 

Alb. No, I've done enough to iatisfy thy Jealoufy. 
Here take your fet of Jewels back again ; [Gives a Box, 
Upon my Life Clarina is all Chaftity. 

Ant. 
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Ant, I were the happieft Man on Earth, were this but 
But what arc fingle Courtfhips ?— -give her thefe, (true ; 
Which will aflift thy Tongue to win her Heart ; 
And that once got, the other foon will follow ; 
There's far more Women won by Gold than Indullry : 
Try that, my dear Alberto ^ 
And fave thy Eyes the trouble of diflembling. 

Alb, Content thee here, and do not tempt thy Fate, 
I have regard unto thy Honour, Friend ; 
And (hould (he yield, as Women are no Gods, 
Where were thy future Joys ? 
What is't could make thee happy, or reftore 
That true Contentment which thou hadft before ? 
Alas I thou tempt'fl me too, for I am frail, 
And Love above my Friendfliip may prevail 

Ant, This will not do ; 
No, as thou art my Friend, and lov^ft my Honour, 
Purfue Clarina further ; 
Rally afrefh, and charge her with this Prefent, 
Difturb her every night with Serenades ; 
Make Love-Songs to her, and then fing them too ; 
Thou haft a Voice enough alone to conquer. 

Alb, Fool Antonio / \AJlde, 

Ant, Come, wilt thou undertake it once again ? 

Alb, I would not. 

Ant, I am refolv'd to get this tryal made, 
And if thou doft refufe thy Amity, 
111 try a Friend more willing, tho lefs faithful ; 
With thee my Wife and Honour too are fafe, 
For (hould (he yield, and I by that were loft, 
*Twere yet fome eafe. 
That none but thou wert witnefs to't. 

AUf, Well, if it muft be done. Tad rather do% 
Than you (hould be exposed to th' fcom of others. 

Ant, Spoke like my noble Friend ; 
Come dine with her to day, for I mu(l leave you, 
And give you all the opportunity 
A real Lover wi(hes with a Miftrefs. 

Ifm, So we have heard enough. \^Ex, Clar. and Km, 

«" Vol. IV. M5 Ant. 
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Ant. Oh were Clarina chafle, as on my Soul 
I cannot doubt, more than that I believe 
All Womankind may be feduc'd from Virtue ; 
I were the Man of ail the World moil blefs'd 
In fuch a Wife, and fuch a Friend as thou. 

Alb. But what if I prevail, Antonio f 

Ant. Then I'll renounce my faith in Womankind^ 
And place my fatisfacflion in my Amity. 

But fee me comes, Til leave you to your task. 

Enter Ifmena and Ifabella. 

Ifm. Antonio not yet gone 

This muft fecure me. [Pulls down her Veil, 

Ant. Clarina^ why thus clouded? 

I/abf I fee he has moil happily miilaken. 

I/m. I was going, Sir, to vifit Laura — 

Ant. You muil not go, IVc buiincfs to the Duke, 
And you muft entertain my Friend till my return ; 
It is a freedom not ufual here amongil Ladies, 
But I will have it fo ; 
Whom I efteem, Til have you do fo too. 

I/m. Sir, I am all obedience. 

[Exit Antonio, /he pulls off her Veil ; Al- 
h&ao /alutes her withfeeming laztme/s. 

Alb. Oh how my Soul's divided 
Between my Adoration and my Amity ! [Afide. 

Friendihip, thou facred band, hold £aft thy Intereft ; 
For yonder Beauty has a fubtle power. 
And can undo that knot, which other Arts 
Could ne'er invent a way for. 

Enter Antonio, and lijlens at the Door, 

Ant. V\\ fee a little how he behaves himfelf. [Afide, 

Alb. But ihe's Antonio's Wife ; my Friend Antonio, 

[Afide. 
A Youth that made an Intereft in my Soul, 
When I had Language fcarce to exprefs my fenfe of it 

Ant. Death ! he fpeaks not to her. [Afide, 

Alb. So grew we up to Man, and ftill more fit ; 
And (hall a gaudy Beauty, 
A thing which t'other day I never faw, 
Deprive my Heart of that kind Heat, 

And 
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And place a new and unknown Fire within ? \Afide, 

Clarinay 'tis unjuft 

Ifm, Sir, did you fpeak to me ? 

Alb, I have betra/d my felf \^Afi(U, 

Madam, I was faying how unjufl it was 

Antonio (hould leave me all alone with a Lady, 

Being certainly the worft to entertain them in the World. 

Ant, His Face afTures me he fpeaks of no Love to her 
now. 

Ifm, Alas, he fpeaks not of me. 
Sure Ifabella was miflaken, who told me that he lov'd me. 

AlbertOy if thou art oblig'd to me, \Afide, 

For what I have not yet obferv'd in thee. 

Oh do not fay my Heart was eafily won. 

But blame your Eyes, whofe forces none can (hun. 

Ant, Not a word, what can he mean by this ? 

Ifm, Sir, will you pleafe to fit a while ? 

Ifab, Madam, the inner Chamber is much better, for 
there ^he may repofe upon the Cufhions till my Lord's 

return ; I fee he is not well 

— ^And you are both fick of one Difeafe. [Afide, 

Alb, I thank you, here's more Air, 

^And that I need, for I am all on fire, \^Afide, 

And every Look adds fuel to my flame. 
— I mud avoid thofe Eyes, whofe Light mifguides me : 
— Madam, I have fome bufmefs calls me hence. 
And cannot wait my Friend's return. 

Ifm, AntoniOy Sir, will think 'tis my negle^ 
That drove you hence ; pray (lay a little longer. 

Alb, You (hall command me, if you can difpenfe 
With fo dull Company. 

IfiU), I can with any thing Antonio loves. 

Alb, Madam, it is a Virtue that becomes you ; 
For tho your Husband (hould not merit this. 
Your Goodnefs is not lefs to be admir'd ; 
But he's a Man fo truly worth your Kindnefs, 
That 'twere a Sin to doubt 
Your Pa(rion for him were not juftly paid. 

Ifm, Sir, I believe you, and I hope he thinks 
That my opinion of him equals yours ; 

Tis 
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Tis plain he loves me not ; \Afidi. 

Perhaps his Virtue, thinking me Clarina^ 

May hide the real Paflion of his Soul. 

Oh Love, what dangerous Paths thou mak'd us tread ! 

Ant, Cold, cold as Devotion, oh inhuman Friend- 
(hip ! [Afidi. 

Alb. What (hall I do next ? I mufl either be rude, 
And fay nothing, or fpeak of Love to her ; 
And then, my Friend, thou'rt lofl (hould I prevail. 
And Tm undone (hould (he not hear my Tale, 
Which for the World I would not have her hear ; 
And yet I fear my Eyes too much declare. 

I/m. Since he's in fo ill an Humour, let's leave him, 
I'm fatisfyd now that thou'rt miftaken. 

[Ex, Ifmena and Ifabella unjeen. 

Alb, But they (hall gaze no more on hers, 
Nor (Iray beyond the limits of a juft Salute. 
— I will my Honour to my Love prefer, 
And my Antonio (hall out-rival her. • {Looks about ^ and 

miffes thim. 
— Ah, am I left alone ! — how frail is Man ! 
That which la(l Moment I refolv*d upon, 
I (ind my Heart already difapproves. 
And grieve her lofs ; can this be ought but Love ? 
My Soul's diffatisfyd now (he is gone, 
And yet but now I wi(h'd to be sJone. 
— In(orm me, Love, who (hares the better part, 
Friendfhip, or thee, in my divided Heart [Offers to go» 
Enter Antonio, andjlays him. 

Ant, Whither in fuch hade.** 
Thou look'd e'en as fad as a Lover repuls'd, 
I fear that Fate's not thine. 

Alb, Now for a lye to fatisfy him. \Afide, 

Prithee difcharge me of this toil of di(rcmblin^, 
Of which I grow as weary as (he's of hearing it 

Ant. Indeed ! 

Alb. Sure thou haft a defign to make her hate me. 

Ant. Do you think fo in eameft, why, was (he angry ? 
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Alb. Oh ! hadfl thou feen her pretty blufhing Scorn', 
Which (he would fain have hid, 
Thou wouldft have pitied what I made her fufTer. 

Ant Is't poffible ! 
And didft prefent her with the Box of Jewels ? 

Alb. Yes. 

Ant. And kneel, and cry and fwear, and 

Alb. All, alL 

Ant. I hardly gave thee time for fo much Courtlhip, 
-But you are lure (he was difpleafed with it ? 



Alb. Extremely. 

Ant. Enough Alberto ; adieu to thee and Fricndlhip. 

Alb. What mean you } 

Ant. Ask your own Guilt, it will inform thee bed. 

Alb. Thou cand not think Clarina has abus'd thee. 

Ant. I do not think (he has, nor have you try*d her ; 
In that you have not only difoblig'd me, 
But now you would impofe upon my Weaknefs 

Did I not fee how unconcem'd you were. 

And hardly paying Ker a due refpe<fl ; 
And when (he even invited thee to fpeak. 
Mod rudely thou wert filent ? 

Alb. Be calm Antonio^ I confefs my error. 
And hate that Virtue taught me to deceive thee ; 

— Here take my Hand, 

111 ferve you in good eame(L 

Ant. And now I do believe thee, 
Go — thou (halt lofe no time, I mud away. 
My Soul's in torment, till I am confirm'd 
Of my Clarinds Virtue ; 
I do believe thou had a generous Shame, 
For what thou'd faid and done to me thy Friend. 
For could I doubt thy Love, oh how ricficulous 
This a6l of mine would feem ! 
But 'tis to thee, as to my Soul I come, 
Difputing every petty Crime and Doubt. 

Alb. AntoniOy is there need of Oaths between us ? 

Ant. No, I credit thee ; go in. 
And prithee drefs thy Eyes in all their Charms ; 



For 
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For this uncertainty difturbs me more. 

Than if I knew Clarina were a ^Whore. 

{Exeunt feveraUy, 



A C T II. S C E N E I. 

The Apartment of Frederick. 

Enter Frederick with a Letter ^ and Galliard. 

Fred, "XT OT allow me to fpeak. to her, fay ye, 'tis 
i >l (Irange ; didft fay it was the Pnnce that 
fent thee ? 

Ser, My Lord, I did, but he fays, he cares not for a 
thoufand Princes. 

Fred, I am refolv'd I will fee this Woman ; 
— Harkye, go back again and fay — \Whifpers. ' 

Enter Lorenzo drunk. 

Lor, Hah the Prince he mud not fee me in this 

pickle ; for I would not lofe my Reputation of Wenching 
for this of Drinking ; and I am fure I cannot be excel- 
lent at both, they are inconfiftent. 

Ser, I Ihall, my Lord- {Exit, 

Lor. Your Highnefs*s humble Servant. 

Fred, Ha, ha, what Lorenzo in debauch ? 

Lor, Now my Tongue will betray me : Faith, my 

Lord, I have took fix, but am come briskly off; by this 
hand, my Lord, I am Cock over five ftout Rogues too 
I can tell you at this fport. 

Fred. I did not think thou hadft had that Virtue 

Lor, 111 tell you. Sir, 'tis neceffary thofe of my Office 
and Quality ftiould have more Virtues than one to recom- 
mend them ; but to tell you truth, for now I am mod 
apt for that, I was drunk in mere Malice to day. 

Fred, Malice, againft whom prithee ? 

Lor, Why, why, Sir, the humorous old Fellow my Fa- 
ther, he will not hear reafon from me when I am fober. 

My 
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My Lord, you know Curtius is an honefl Fellow, and 
one of us too ; my Sifter Laura is a good pretty Wench, 
he loves her, and (he likes him ; and becaufe this tefty 
old Blade has done himfelf, do you think I can bring 
him to confider ; No, not for my Life, he won't con- 
fider, Sir ; and now am I got drunk to fee how that will 
edify him. 

Fred, How ! is LaurUy the Miftrefs of Curtius, your 
Sifter ? 

Lor, Yes marry is flie. Sir, at leaft by the Mother's fide ; 
and to tell you truth, we are too good-natur'd to believe 
Salvator our Father. 

Fred, Thy Sifter, and Daughter to Salvator f 

Lor, So faid my Mother, but ftie was handfome ; and 
on my confcience liv'd e'en in fuch another debauch'd 
World as 'tis now, let them fay what they will of their 
primitive Virtue. 

Fred, May not I fee this Sifter of thine, Lorenzo ? 

Lor, Yes by Venus fliall you, Sir, an ftie were my 
Mother. 

Fred, But art fure thy Father will permit us ? 

Ijor, My Father permit us ! he may do what he will 
when I am fober, but being thus fortif/d with potent 
Wine, he muft yield obedience to my WilL Why, my 
Lord, I'll tell you, 111 make him ask me blefting when 
I am in this almighty Power. 
. Fred, And is thy Sifter fo very fine ? 

Lor, The Girl is well, and if flie were not my Sifter, 
I would give you a more certain Proof of my opinion 
of her ; ftie has excellent good Hair, fine Teetl^ and 
good Hands, and the beft natur'd Fool — Come, come, 
Sir, 111 bring you to her, and then 111 leave you ; 
For I have a Imall Affair of Love to difpatch. 

Fred, This is a freedom that futes not with the Hu- 
mour of an Italian, 

Lor. No faith, my Lord ; I believe my Mother pla/d 
foul play with fome Engli/hman, I am fo willing to do 
you a good office to my Sifter. And if by her Humour 
you become of that opinion too, I (hall hope to render 
my fclf more acceptable to you by that Franchife. 

Enter 
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Enter Galliard, wfUfpers, 
Fred, Thou knoweft my grateful Temper, 
•No matter ; here carry this Letter to Claris ^ 



And make fome excufe for my not coming this Evening. 
\Gives him a Letter^ and goes out with Lorenzo. 
Ser, So, poor Lafs, 'tis a hundred to one if (he be not 
lay'd by now, and Laura muft fucceed her : Well, even 
Frederick, I fee, is but a Man, but his Youth and Quahty 
will excufe him ; and 'twill be caird Gallantry in him, 
when in one of us, 'tis Ill-nature and Inconilancy. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Ifmena and Ifabdla. 

Ifab, Nay, Madam, 'tis in vain to deny it ; do you 
think I have liv'd to thefe years, and cannot interpret 
crofs Arms, imperfe<5l Replies, your fudden Weepings, 
your often Sighing, your melancholy Walks, and making 
Verfes too ? and yet I muft not fay that this is Love. 

Ifm, Art thou fo notable a Judge of it ? 

ifab, I (hould be, or I am a very dull Scholar, for I 
have loft the foolifh Boy as many Darts, as any Woman 
of my age in Florence, 

Ifm. Thou haft paid dear for thy knowledge then. 

Ifc^, No, the hurt one did, the other ftiU made good, 
with very little Pain on either fide. 

Ifm, 1 muft confefs, I think it is not fo hard to get 
Wounds, as 'tis to get them cur'd again. 

Ifab, I am not of your opinion, nor ever faw that 
Man who had not Faults to fpare, as well as Charms to 
kill. 

Ifm, Since thou'rt fo good a Judge of Man, prithee 
tell me how thou lik'ft Alberto. 

Ifab, I knew 'twould come to this- \Afide, 

Why, well. Madam. 

Ifm, No more than fo ? 

Ifab, Yes wondrous well, fmce I am ftire he loves you, 
and that indeed raifes a Man's Value. 

Ifm, Thou art deceiv'd, I do not think he loves me. 
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Ifctb. Madam, you cannot but fee a thoufand Marks 
on'L 

I/m, Thou haft more Skill than I ; but prithee why 
does he not tell me fo himfelf ? 

I fab. Oh Madam, whiMl he takes you for Clarina^ 
Twould (hew his difrefpedl to tell his Love ? 
But when he knows Ifmena is the Objedl, 
He'll tire you with the wifti'd for ftory. 

Ifm, Ah, thou art a pleafmg Flatterer. 

Enter Page, 

Page. Madam, Alberto is without 

Ifm, Tell him I'm indifpos'd, and cannot fee him 
now. 

I/ab, Nay, good Madam, fee him now by all means, 
For I am fure my Lord Antonio is abfent on purpofe. 

Bid him come in Boy. \ExH Page, 

Enter Alberto. 

Ifm. Antonio^ Sir, is not returned. 

Alb, Madam, this Vifit was not meant to him. 
But by a Caufe more preffing I am brought. 
Such as my Paflion, not My Friendlhip taught ; 
A Paffion which my Sighs have only Ihewn, 
And now beg leave my baftifiil Tongue may own. 
The knowledge, Madam, will not much furprife. 
Which you have gain'd already from mine Eyes ; 
My timorous Heart that way my Tongue would (pare. 
And tells you of the Flames youVe kindled there : 
'Tis long IVe fuffered under this Conftraint, 
Have always fuffer'd, but ne'er made Complaint ; 
And now againft my will I muft reveal 
What Love and my Refpe(fl would fain conceal. 

I/m, What mean you. Sir ? what have you feen in me. 
That ihould encourage this temerity ? 

Alb, A world of Beauties, and a world of Charms, 
And every Smile and Frown begets new harms ; 
In vain I ftrove my Paftion to fubdue. 
Which ftiU increased the more I look'd on you ; 
Nor will my Heart permit me to retire, 
But makes my Eyes the convoys to my Fire, 
And not one Glance you fend is caft away. 

Jfm, 
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Ifm, Enough, my Lord, have you nought elfc to fay ? 
The Plot's betra/d, and can no nirther go ; \Smiigs, 

The Stratagem's difcover'd to the Foe ;• 
I find Antonio has more Love than Wit, 
And ril endeavour too to merit h. 

Alb. What you have faid, I do confefs is true, 
Antonio beg'd I would make love to you ; 
But, Madam, whilfl my heart was unconfin'd, 

A thoufand ways the Treachery I declined 

But now, Clarina^ by my Life I fwear, 

It is my own concern that brings me here : 

Had he been juft to you, 1 had fupprefs'd 

The Flames your Eyes have kindled in my Bread ; 

But his Sufpicion raised my Paflion more, 

And his Injuftice taught me to adore : 

But 'tis a Paillon which you may allow, 

Since its efle<f\s (hall never injure you. 

Ifm. You have oblig'd me. Sir, by your Confeflion, 
And I (hall own it too at fuch a rate. 
As both becomes my Duty to Antonio^ 
And my Refpedl to you ; but I muft beg 
You'll never name your Pa(rion to me more. 
That guilty Language, Sir, I muft not hear : 
— And yet your filence kills me. XAJUU, 

Ifab, Very well diffembled. \Afide, 

Alb. I can obey you. Madam, tho I cannot live, 
Whilft you conunand me filence ; 
For 'tis a Flame that dares not look abroad 
To feek for pity from another's Eyes. 

Ifm. How he moves me ! if this were real now. 
Or that he knew to whom he made this Court(hip — 

\Af$de. 

Alb. Oh do not turn away as if difpleas'd. 

Ifm. No more, you've difcompos'd my thoughts ; 
Be gone, and never let me fee thy Face again. 

Alb. Madam, I go, and will no more offend you, 
— But I will look my laft — fareweL \Offers to go, 

Ifab. Pray, Madam, call him back, he may be defperate. 
— My Lord, return 

Ifm. Alberto^ tell me what you'd have me do. 

Aid. 
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Alb, Ah Madam, do not put me to my choice. 
For Lovers are unreafonable ; 
If I might name it, I would have vou love me. 

Ifm, Love you, and what would be the end of that ? 

Alb, I cannot tell, but wilh you were inclined 
To make a tryal. Madam ; 
I have no thought or wifh beyond that Blefling, 
And that once gain'd, fure I fhould ask no more. 

Ifm, Were. I inclined to this, have you coniider'd 
The fatal Confequences which attena 
The breach of vows and Friendfhip ? 

Alb, Madam, Antonio firft was falfe to you, 
And not to punilh that were fuch a Virtue 
As he would never thank you for ; 
By all that's good, till he prov'd fo to you. 
He had my Soul in keeping ; 
But this aCl makes me refolve 
To recompenfe his Folly. 

Ifm, YouVe found the eafiefl Paffage to my Heart, 
You've took it on the weakefl fide ; 
But I muft beg you will pretend no further. 

Alb, Divine Clarina, let me pay my Thanks 
In this fubmiffive Pofture, and never rife, [Kntels, 

Till I can gain fo much upon your Credit, 
As to believe my Paffion tends no farther 

Than to adore you thus and thus poffefs you. 

[KiJJfes her handy and bows, 

Ifm, Have not I diffembled finely, IJabella t [AJide, 

I/ab, Yes, if you could make me believe 'tis fo. 

[A/ide, 

Ifm, Rife, Sir, and leave me, that I may blu(h alone 
For what I've parted with fo eafily ; 
Pray do not vifit me again too foon, 
— But ufe your own difcretion, and be fecret 

Alb, Madam, the bleffed Secret here is lodg'd. 
Which Time (hall ne'er reveal to human Knowledge. 

\Ex, Alb. 

Ifm, I'm glad he's gone before Antonic^s return. 

Ent4r. 
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Enter Laura weefdng, 
What, Laura all in Tears ! the reafon pray. 

Lau, Madam, the Prince, condu<5led by my Brother, 
About an Hour fmce made me a Vifit ; 
The Man of all the World I would have fhun'd. 
Knowing his amorous and inconflant Temper. 
— ^At his approach he bluiht and darted back, 
And I with great amazement did the like. 
With fear I lofl all power of going from him, 
As he had done of making his Addrefs ; 
He gaz'd and wondered, and I gaz'd on him, 
And from his filcnce I became amaz'd. 
— My Brother flood confounded at our Poftures, 
And only by the motion of his Head 
(Which now he tum'd to me, then to the Prince) 
We knew that he had Life. 

Ifm, Well, how recovered ye ? 

Lau, The Prince then kneel'd, but could approach no 
nearer ; 
And then as if he'd taken me for fome Deity, 
He made a long diforder'd amorous Speech, 
Which brought me back to Senfe agam : 
But Lorenzo told him that I was a Mortal, 
And brought him nearer to me, 
Where he began to make fuch Vows of Love 

Ifm, What then ? 

Lau, Then I am ruin'd 

To all I faid he found a contradidlion. 

And my denials did but more inflame him ; 

I told him of the Vows Tad made to Curtius, 

But he repl/d that Curtius was a Subjedl. 

But fure at lafl Tad won upon his Goodnefs, 

Had not my Father enter'd, 

To whom the Prince addrefl himfelf ; 

And with his moving tale fo won upon him. 

Or rather by his Quality, 

That he has gain'd his leave to vifit me, 

And quite forbids me e'er to fpeak to Curtius, 

Ifm, Alas the day, is this all? 

Lau, All ! can there be more to make me miferable ? 

Ifm, 
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Ifm, I fee no reafon thou haft to complain : 
Come, wipe your Eyes, and take a good Heart ; for Til 
tell thee a Story of my own, that will let thee fee I have 
much more caufe to weep ; and yet I have a thoufand 
little Stratagems in my Head, which give me as many 
hopes. This unlucky reftraint upon our Sex, makes us 
all cunning ; and that ihall afTift thee now with my help, 
I warrant thee ; come in with me, and know the reft. 

\Exeunt, 

Ifab, So, fo, difguife it how you will, I know you are 
a real Lover ; and that fecret ftiall advance my Love- 
defign. Yes Madam, now I will be ferv'd by you, or 
you ftiall fail to find a Friend of me. \Ex, I fab. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Lgrenzo dmnk, with a Page^ and Mufuky as in 

the dark. 

Lor, Here's the Door, begin and play your beft, 
But let them be foft low Notes, do you hear? {They play. 

Enter Antonio. 
Ant, Mufick at my Lodgings ! it is Alberto ; oh how 

I love him for't if Clarina ftand his Courtfliip, I am 

made ; I languifti between Hope and Fear. 
Lor, Stay Friend, I hear fomebody. [Mujick cea/es, 
Pag, 'Tis nobody. Sir. 

Enter Ifabclla. 
I/ad, Tis LorenzOy and my Plots ripe ; [AJlde, 

Lorenzo retires the while a little further, 
Twill not fure be hard to get him, under pretence of 
feeing Clarina^ into my Chamber, and then TU order 
him at my pleafure ; Ifmana is on my fide, for I know all 
her Secrets, and ftie muft wink at mine therefore. 

{She retires. 
Lor, Thou art in the right Boy, 
I think indeed 'twas nothing. ' [Plays again. 

Enter Alberto. 
Alb, She yields, bad Woman ! 
Why fo eafily won ? 
By me too, who am thy Husband's Friend : 

Oh 
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Oh dangerous Boldnefs ! unconfidering Woman ! 
I lov'd thee, whiUl I thought thou couldft not yield ; 
Bot nowthat Eafmefshas undone thy Intereft and my Heart, 
ni back, and tell thee that it was to try thee. 

Lor, No, no, 'twas my Fears, away with the Song, 
m take it on your word that 'tis fit tor my purpofe. 

Fid, 111 warrant you, my Lord. 

SONG. 

IA^ vain J have laboured the ViRor to prove 
Of a Heart that can n^er give attendance to Love ; 
^S"^ hard to be done^ 
That nothing fo young 
Could ^er have refifted a Pafflonfo long. 

Yet nothing I left unattempted or f aid, 

That might f of ten the Heart of this pitilefs Maid ; 

Butftillfhe wasjhyy 

And would blujking deny, 
Whilfl her willinger Eyes gave her Language the lye. 

Since, Phillis, my Pajfionyou vow to dd'pife. 
Withdraw the/alfe Hopes from your flattering Eyes : 

For whilfl they infpire 

A refifllefs vain Fire, 
Wefhall grow to abhor, what we now do admire. 

\Ex, Mufick. 

Alb, What's this, and at Clarina^s Lodgings too ? 
Sure 'tis Antonio, impatient of delay. 
Gives her a Serenade from me. 

Enter Ifabella. 
Jfab, Tis the Fool himfelf— -my Lord, where are you ? 
^/^. How ! a Woman's Voice ! 'tis dark, I'll ad- 
vance. 
Lor. Thou Simpleton, I told thee there was fomebody. 
Pag, Lord, Sir, 'tis only Ifabella that calls you. 
Lor, Away Sirrah, I find by my Fears 'tis no Woman. 

[Goes out with the Page, 

Ifab, 
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Ijab. Why don't you come ? here's nobody. 

Alb, Here I am. 

Ijob, Where? 

Alb, Here. {Gives her his Hand. 

I/ab, My Lord, you may venture, Clarina will be alone 
within this Hour, where you fhall entertain her at your 
freedom : but you muft ftay a while in my Chamber till 
my Lord's a bed ; for none but I muft know of the fa- 
vour (he defigns you. 

Alb. Oh Gods ! what Language do I hear 

Falfe and Perfidious Woman, I might have thought, 

Since thou wert gain'd fo eafily by me, 

Thou wouldft with equal hafte yield to another. 

Ifab, It is not LorenzOy what (hall I do ? [Shejleals in. 
Enter Lorenzo and Page. 

Zj>r. A Pox of all damn'd cowardly fear ! Now did I 
think I had drunk Nature up to Refolution : I have heard 
of thofe that could have dai^d in their Drink ; but I find, 
drunk or fober, 'tis all one in me. 

Alb. The Traitor's here, 
Whom I will kill whoe'er he be. 

Lor. Boy, go fee for Ifabella. 

Boy, I lee a Man ihould not be a Coward and a Lover 
at once Ifabella^ Ifabella^ fhe's gone, Sir. [Calls, 

Alb, Yes Villain, (he's gone, and in her room 
Is one that will chaftife thy Boldnefs. 

Lor, That's a proud word tho, whoe'er thou be ; but 
how I (hall avoid it, is paft my Underftanding. 

Alb, Where art thou, Slave ? 

[Alberto gropes for hinty he avoids him, 

Pag, Take heart Sir, here's company which I will 

Get to affift you 

Enter Antonio. 
Sir, as you are a Gentleman, alTift a ftranger fet upon by 
Thieves. {They fight y Antonio with Alberto, 

ASbtriofallSj is wounded. Lor runs away the while. 

Alb. Whoe'er thou be'ft that takes the Traitor's part. 
Commend me to the wrong'd Antonio. 

Ant. Alberto/ dear Alberto y is it thee ? 

Alb. Antonio I 

Ant. 
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Ant, I am afham'd to fay I am Antonio ; 
Oh Gods, why would you (uffer this miflake ? 

Alb. I am not wounded much, 
My greateft pain is my concern for thee ; 
Friend, thou art wrong'd, falfely and bafely wrong'd ; 
Clarinay whom you lov'd and fear'd, 
Has now betra/d thy Honour with her own. 

Ant, Without that fad addition to my Grief, 
I ihould not lone have bom the weight of Life, 
Having deftro/d thine by a dire miflake. 

Alb. Thou art deceived. 

Ant. Alas, why was it not permitted me 
To lofe my Friend, or Wife ? had one furviv'd, 
I might have d/d in filence for the other; 
Oh my Alberto ! oh Clarina too ! [ Weeps. 

Alb. Come, do not grieve for me, I fhall be well, 
I yet find flrength enough to get away ; 
And then Til let thee know my Fate and thine. {Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Clarina, Ifmena, and Ifabella weeping. 

I/ab. For Heaven fake. Madam, pardon me. 

Clar. Be dumb for ever, falfe and treacherous Woman, 
Was there no way but this to mask your Cheat ? 
A Lye which has undone us all 

I/ab. Alas, 'twas in the dark, how could I know him ? 
Pray forgive it me, and try my future Service. 

Clar. I never will forgive thee, naughty Girl ; 
Alberto now incensed will tell Antonio all. 

I/ab. What need you care. Madam ? 
You are fecurc enough. 

Clar. Thou falv'fl an Error with a greater flill ; 
Dofl thou not know Antonic^s Jealoufy, 
Which yet is moderate, raised to a higher pitch. 
May ruin me, I/tnena^ and thy felf? 

I/m. Sifler, there cannot be much harm in this ; 
'Tis an ill chance, 'tis true, for by it we have loft 
The pleafure of an innocent Revenge 

Upon 



The Amorous Prince. 289 

upon Antonio ; but if underflood. 
We have but mifs'd that end. 

Clar, Oh Ifmena I 
This Jealoufy is an unapprehendve madnefs, 
A non-fenfe which does dill abandon Reafon. 

Ifab. Madam, early in the Morning 
111 to Albertd^ Lodgings, and tell him the miflake. 
Clar, Twill be too late. 
Ifm, Sifter, what think you if I go myfelf? 
Clar. You fhould not be fo daring ; 
Befides, I blufh to think what ftrange opinion 
Hell entertain of me the while. 

Ifm, Do not let that afflidl you, 
Fetch my Veil, and if Antonio chance to aflc for me, 
Tell him Tm gone to Laura, [Ex. I fab. 

Believe me, I will fet all ftrait again. 

Enter Ifabella with the Veil. 
Clar, Thou haft more Courage, Girl, than I. 
I/m. What need is there of much of that, to encounter 
a gay young Lover, where I am fure there cannot be 
much danger ? 

Clar. Well take your chance, I wifli you luck Sir, 
For I am e'en as much bent upon Revenge, 
As thou art upon Marriage. 

l/m. Come, my Veil, this and the Night will enough 
fecure me. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. Difcovers Alberto attd 

Antonio. 

Alb. Nay thou ftialt fee't before thou doft revenge it ; 
In fuch a cafe, thy felf fhould be the Witnefs, 
She knows not what has paft to night between us. 
Nor ftiould ftie, if thou couldft contain thy Rage ? 
And that, Antonio, you ftiall promife me : 
To morrow place thy felf behind the Arras, 
And from thy Eyes thy own Misfortunes know. 
What wUl not difobhged Paflion do ? \Afide. 

'» V O L. IV. N Ant. 
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Ant ril hide my Anger in a feeming calm. 
And what I have to do confult the whik, 
And mask my Vengeance underneath a Smile. \Ex. Ant. 

Page, My Lord, there is without a Lady 
Defires to fpeak with you. 

Alb, Who is 't? 

Page, I know not, Sir, (he's veiled. 
Enter Ifmena weeping. 

Alb, Condudl her in. 

Ifm. Oh AlbertOy Ifabella has undone us all ! 

Blp, She weeps, and looks as innocent 

What mean you, falfe diflembling Clarina f 

What, have you borrowed from Deceit new Charms, 
And think'ft to fool me to a new belief? 

Ifm, How Sir, can you too be unkind ? Nay then 'tis 
time to die ; alas, there wanted but your credit to'this mi- 
flake, to make me truly miferable. 

Alb, What Credit ? What MifLake ? oh undeceive me, 
For I have done thee Injuries pafl Forgivenefs, 
If thou be'ft truly innocent. 

Iffn, If Ifabella, under pretence of courting me for 
Lorenzo, whom (he defigns to make a Husl^md, has 
given him freedoms will undo my Honour, if not pre- 
vented soon. 

Alb, May I credit this, and that it was not by thy 
Command she did it ? 

Ifm, Be witnefs Heaven, my Innocence in this. 
Which if you will believe, Fm fafe again. 

Alb, I do believe thee, but thou art not fafe. 
Here, take this Ponyard, and revenge thy Wrongs, 
Wrongs which I dare not beg a Pardon for. 

[He gives her a Dagger, 

Ifm, Why, Sir, what have you done? have you de- 
ceived me, and do you not indeed love me ? 

Alb, Oh Clarina / do not ask that Question, 
Too much of that has made me ruin thee ; 
It made me jealous, drunk with Jealoufy, 
And then I did unravel all my Secrets. 

Ifm, What Secrets, Sir ? you have then feen Antonio. 

Alb, Yes. 

Ifm, 
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Ifnu Hah Now Wit, if e^er thou did'ft poflefs a 

Woman, affift her at her need. \Afid$. 
Well, Sir, rife and tell me alL 

Alb, I will not rife till you have pardoned me, 
Or punifhed my Misfortune. 

Ifm. Be what it will, I do forgive it thee. 

Alb, AntoniOy Madam, knows my Happinefs, 
For in my Rage I told Imn that you lov'd me ; 
What (hall I do ? 

I/m, I cannot blame you tho it were tmkind^ 

Alb. This I could help, but I have promised him. 
That he fhall be a witnefs of this Truth ; 
What fay you, Madam, do I not merit Death ? 
Oh fpeak, and let me know mv doom whatever it be. 

I/m. Make good your Word. 

Alb. What mean vou ? 

I/m. What you nave promifed him, perform as yoi| 
intended. 

Alb. What then ? 

I/m. Then come as you defign'd to vifit me. 

Alb. But let me know what 'tis you mean to do. 
That I may adl accordingly. 

I/m. No. Anfwer me to every Queflion ask'd, 
And I perhaps may fet all fb-ait again ; 
It is now late, and I mufl not be miffing : 
But if you love me, be no more jealous of me, 
FareweL 

Alb, Mufl I be ignorant then of your Defign ? 

I/m. Yes, Alberto ; 
And you fhall fee what Love will make a Woman do. 

[He leads her out 

Alb. Now am I caught again, inconftant Nature. 

^Would fhe had lefs of Beauty or of Wit, 

Or that Antonio did but lefs deferve her ; 

Or that fhe were not married. 

Or Tad lefs Virtue, for 'tis that which awes me. 

That tender fenfe of nothing, 

And makes the other Reafons feem as Bugbears. 

1 love Clarina more than he can do. 

And yet this Virtue doth oppofe that Love, 

■ N 2 TeUs 
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Tells me there luiks a Treafon there 
Againfl Antonic^s and ClarifUJ^s Virtue 

Tis but too true indeed, and I'm not (afe, 

Whilfl I conceal the Criminal within : 

I mud reveal it, for whilfl I hide the Traitor, 

I feem to love the Treafon too ; 

I will refign it then, fince 'tis lefs blame 

To perifh by my Pain, than live with Shame. [Exii. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

Enter Frederick and Laura. 

Frid,T Aura, condder well my Quality, 

i ^ And be not angry with your Father's Confidence^ 
Who left us here alone. 

Lau, He will repent that Freedom when he knows 
What ufe you've made on't. Sir. 

Fred. Fy, fy, Laura, a Lady bred at Court, and yet 
want complaifance enough to' entertain a Gallant in pri* 

vate ! this coy Humour is not d-la-mode, Be not fi> 

peevifti with a Heart that dies for you. 

Lau, Pray tell me, Sir, what is't in me that can encoiK 
rage this? 

Fred That which is in all lovely Women, Laura \ 
A thoufand Blufhes play about your Cheeks, 
Which fhows the bnsknefs of the Blood that warms them. 

If I but tell you how I do adore you, 

You ftrait decline your Eyes ; 
Which does declare you underftand my meaning. 
And every Smile or Frown betrays your Thoughts, 
And yet you cry, you do not give me caufe. 

Enter Maid 

Maid, Curtius, Madam, waits without 

Fred, I do not like his haile, 

^. Tell him he cannot be aidmitted now. 

Lau, 
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Lau. Sir, he is one that merits better treatment from 
you; 
How can you injure thus the Man you love ? 

Fred, Oh Madam,ask your Eyes^thofe powerful Attradls, 
And do not call their Forces fo in quedion. 
As to believe they kindle feeble Fires, 
Such as a Friendfhip can furmount. No, luiura. 
They've done far greater Miracles. 

Lau. Sir, 'tis in vain you tell me of their Power, 
Unlefs they could have made a nobler Conqueft 
Than Hearts that yield to every petty Vidior. 

Look on me well, 

Can nothing here inform you of my Soul, 
And how it fcoms to treat on thefe Conditions ? 

[Looks on hinty he gases with a half Smile, 

Fred, Faith, no, Laura, 
I fee nothing Uiere but wondrous Beauty, 
And a deal of needlefs Pride and Scorn, 
And fuch as may be humbled. 

Lau, Sir, you miflake, that never can abate. 
But yet I know your Power may do me injuries ; 
But I believe you're guilty of no Sin, 
Save your Inconflancy, which is fufficient ; 
And, Sir, I beg I may not be the firfl [Kneels and weeps. 
May find new Crimes about you. 

Fred, Rife Laura, thou hail but too many Beauties, 
Which pray be careful that you keep conceal'd. 

[Offers logo, 

Lau, I humbly thank you. Sir. 

Fred, — Butwhy (hould this interpofmg Virtue check me ? 
— Stay Laura f tell me ; mud you marry Curtius t 

Lau. Yes Sir, I mufL 

Fred, Laura, you mud not. 

Lau. How, Sir ! 

Fred, I fay you (hall not marry him, 
Unlefs you offer up a Vi^m, 
That may appeafe the Anger you have rais'd in me. 

Lau. Ill offer up a thoufand Prayers and Tears. 

Fred. That will not do. 

N 3 Since 
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Since thou'ft den/d my lufl Pretenfions to thee^ 
No lefs than what I tola you of (hall fatisfy me. 

Lau, Oh where is all your Honour and your Virtue ? 

Fred, Juft where it was, there's no fuch real thing. 
I know that thou wert made to be poffeft, 
And he that does refufe it, loves thee leafl. 

There's danger in my Love, and your Delay, 

And you are moft fecure whilft you obey. 

\He pulls hir gently, 

Lau, Then this (hall be my fafety, hold off, 

\She draws a Dagger, 
Or 111 forget you are my Prince. [He laughs, 

Fred, Pretty Vtrago, how you raife my Love ? 

1 have a Dagger too ; what will you do ? 

[Shows her a Dagger, 
Enter Curtius. 

Cur, How ! the Prince ! arm'd againfl Laura too ! 

[Draws, 

Fred, Traitor, doft draw upon thy Prince ? 

Cur, Your Pardon, Sir, I meant it on a Raviflier, 
A foul miiguided Villain, [;Bow5, 

One that (carce merits the brave name of Man ; 
One that betrays his Friend, forfakes his Wife, 
And would commit a Rape upon my Miflrefs. 

Fred, Her Prefence is thy Safety, be gone and leave mc. 

Cur, By no means. Sir ; the Villain may return. 
To which fair Laura, (hould not be expos'd. 

Fred, Slave, dar^ft thou difobey ? [O^ers to JiM, 

Cur, Hold, Sir, and do not make me guilty of a Sin, 
Greater than that of yours. 

Enter Salvator. 

Salv, Gods pity me ; here's fine doings ! — Why how 
came this roidring Youngfler in my Houfe? Sir, who 
fent for you, hah .? 

Cur, Love. 

Salv, Love, with a Witnefs to whom ? my Daughter ? 
— No, Sir, (he's otherwife difpos'd of I can a(rure you. 
Be gone and leave my Houfe, and that quickly too ; and 
thank me that I do not fecure thee for a Traitor. 

Cur, Will you not hear me fpeak ? 

Salv, 
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Salv, Not a word, Sir, go be gone ; unlefs your High- 

nefs will have him apprehended. \To Fred. 

Fred, No Sir, it (hall not need — CurtiuSy look to hear 

from me. \Comes up to him, and tells him 

fo in a menacing Tone, and g0 
out feverally, 
Salv, Go Mrs. Minks, get you in. \Ex, Salv. and Laur. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Frederick pajfmg in anger over the Stage, 

meets Lorenzo. 

Lor. O Sir, I'm glad IVe found you ; for I have the 
rareil News for you. 

Fred, What News ? 

Lor, Oh the Devil, he's angry ; ^Why, Sir, the 

prettied young 

Fred, There's for your Intelligence. 

[Strikes him, and goes out. 

Lor, So, very well; how^ mortal is the favour ot 
Princes ! thefe be turns of State now ; what the Devil 
ails he trow; fure he could not be offended with the 
News I have brought him ; if he be, he's flrangely out 
of tune : and fure he has too much Wit to grow virtuous 
at thefe Years. No, no, he has had fome repulfe from a 
Ladv ; and that's a wonder ; for he has a Tongue and a 
Purle that feldom fails : if Youth and Vigour would 
ftretch as far, he were the wonder of the Age. 

Enter Curtius. 

Cur, Lorenso, didft thou fee the Prince ? 

Lor, Marry did I, and feel him too. 

Cur, Why, did he flrike you .? 

Lor, I'm no true Subje6l if he did not ; and that only 
for doing that Service which once was mod acceptable to 
him. Prithee what's the matter with him, hah ? 

Cur, I know not, leave me. 

Lor, Leave thee, what art thou out of humour too ? 
Let me but know who 'tis has difoblig'd thee, and Wirr- 

Cur, What wilt thou ? 

Lor, Never fee his Face more, if a Man. 

N 4 Cur, 
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Cur, And what if a Woman ? 

Lor, Then (he's an idle peevifli Slut, 111 warrant her. 

Cur. Conclude it fo, and leave me. 

Lor, Nay, now thou hail faid the onlv thing that could 
keep me with thee, thou mayft be defperate ; 111 tell 
you CuriiuSf thefe female Mifchiefs make Men,take dange- 
rous Refolutions fometimes. 

Enter Alberto. 

Alb, Curtius, I've fomething to deliver to your Ears. 

[W hi/per s. 

Cur, Any thing from Alberto is welcome. 

Lor, Well, I mil be hang'd if there be not fome Mif- 
chief in agitation ; it cannot be wenching ; they look all 
too dull and fober for that ; and befides, then I fhould 
have been a party concerned. 

Cur, The place and time. 

Alb, An hour hence i'th' Grove by the River-fide. 

Cur, Alone thou fa/ft ? 

Alb, Alone, the Prince will have it fo. 

Cur. I will not fail a moment [Ex. Alb. 

— So this has eas'd my heart of half its Load. 

Lor, rU fneak away, for this is fome fighting Bufine(s, 
and I may perhaps be invited a Second, a Compliment I 
care not for. [Offers to go. 

Cur, Lorenzo, a word with you. 

Lor, Tis fo, what (hall I do now ? [A^de 

Cur, Stay. 

Lor, I am a little in hade, my Lord. 

Cur, I (hall foon difpatch you. 

Lor. I believe fo, for I am half dead already with 
Fear. [AJide,'] — Sir, I have promis'd to make a vifit to a 
Lady, and 

Cur. What IVe to fay will not detain you long. 

Lor, What a Dog was I, I went not when he firfl defir'd 
me to go ! Oh Impertinency, thou art juftly rewarded ! 

Cur, Lorenzo, may I believe you love me ? 

Lor, Now what (hall I fay, Ay or no ? [Afide, 

The Devil take me if I know. 

Cur, Will you do me a favour ? 

Lor, There 'tis again. [AJide. 

Cur. 
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Cur, I know I may truft thee with a fecret. 

Lor, Truly CurtiuSy I cannot tell, 
In fome cafes I am not very retentive. 

Cur, I am going about a bufmefs, that perhaps 
May take up all the time I have to live, 
And I may never fee thy Sifter more ; 
Will you oblige me in a Meffage to her ? 

Lor, You laiow you may command me ; 
Pm glad 'tis no worfe. \Afide. 

Cur, Come, go with me into my Cabinet, 
And there 111 write to Laura ; 
And prithee if thou hear'ft that I am dead. 
Tell her I fell a Sacrifice to her. 
And that's enough, fhe underftands the reft. 

Lor, But harkye, Curtius^ by your favour, this is but a 
fcurvy Tale to carry to your Milbrefs ; I hope you are not 
in eameft. 

Cur, Yes. 

Ij>r, Yes ! why, what a foolifli idle humour's this in 
you ? I vow 'twill go near to break the poor Girl's 
Heart ; Come be advis'd, Man. 

Cur, Perhaps I may conftder on't for that reafon. 

L^r, There are few that go about fuch buftneftes, but 
have one thing or other to confider in favour of Life ; I 
find that even in the moft magnanimous : — Prithee who 
is't with ? 

Cur, That's counfel ; and pray let this too which I 
have told you be a fecret, for 'twill concern your Life. 

Ijor, Good Curtius, take it back again then ; for a 
hundred to one but my over-care of keeping it will be- 
tray it 

Cur, Thou loveft thy felf better. 

L/>r, Well, that's a comfort yet \Exeunt, 

SCENE III. A Wood, 

Enter Qoris drejyd like a Country-Bcy^/ollov/d by 

' Guilliam a Clown ; Qoris reading a Letter, 
Clo, reads. Cloris beware of Men ; for tho I my felf 
be one, 

N s Yet 
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Yet I have the Frailties of my SeXy and can diffembU too ; 

Truft none of us, for if thou doft, thou art undone \ 

We make Vows to all alike we fee. 

And even the befl of Men, the Prince^ 

Is not to be credited in an affair of Love, 

— Oh Curtius, thy advice was very kind ; 

Had it arrived before, Fad been undone ! 

— Can Frederick too be falfe ? 

A Prince, and be unjuft to her that loves him too ? 

— Surely it is impoftible — 

Perhaps thou lov'fl me too, and this may be 

[Pointing to the Letter. 
Some Plot of thine to try my Conftancy : 
— Howe'er it be, fmce he could fail lafl night 
Of feeing me, I have at lead a caufe to juftify 
This (hameful change ; and fure in this Difguife^ 
I (hall not foon be known, dofl think I (hall ? 

\Looks on her f elf 

Guil, Why forfooth, what do you intend to pafs for, 
a Maid or a Boy? 

Clo. Why, what I feem to be, will it not do ? 

GuiL Yes, yes, it may do, but I know not what ; 
I would Love would tranfmography me to a Maid now, 

We (hould be the prettied Couple : 

Don't you remember when you drefs*d me up the lafl 
Carnival, was not I the woundied handfome Lais a body 
could fee in a Summer's day? There was Claud the 
Shepherd as freakifh after me, 111 warrant you, and 
(imper'd and tript it like any thing. 

Clo, Ay, but they fay 'tis dangerous for young Maids 
to live at Court. 

GuiL Nay, then I (hould be loth to give temptation. 
— Pray forfooth, what's that you read fo often there ? 

Clo, An advice to young Maids that are in love. 

Guil, Ay, ay, that fame Love is a vengeance thing, 
Wou'd I were in love too ; I fee it makes a body valiant ; 
One neither feels Hunger nor Cold that is poffeft with it 

Clo. Thou art i'th' right, it can do Miracles, 

Guil, So it feems, for without a Miracle you and I 
could never have rambled about thefe Woods all night 

without 
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without either Bottle or Wallet : I could e'en cry for 
hunger now. 

Clo. What a dull Soul this Fellow hath? 
Sure it can never feel the generous Pains 
Of Love, as mine does now ; oh how I ^ory 
To find my Heart above the common rate ! 
Were not my Prince inconftant, 
I would not envy what the Blelled do above : 
But he is falfe, good Heaven ! — \Weeps. GuiL kowU. 
—What doll feel, that thou ftiouldft weep with me ? 

Guil. Nothing but Hunger, (harp Hunger, forfooth. 

Clo. Leave calling me forfooth, it will betray us, 

Guil. What (hall I call you then f 

Clo. Call me, Pkilibirt, or any thing ; 
And be famiU^ with me : put on thy Hat, led any come 
and fee us, 

Guil. 'Tis a hard name, but 111 learn it by heart. 
—Well PAilibert—Wh.a.i (hall we do when we come to 
Court ? [Puts an kit Hat. 

Beddcs eating ajid drinking, which I fliall do in abun- 

Clo. We muft get each of us a Service : 
— — But thou art fuch a Clown. 

Guil. Nay, fay|not fo, honeft PAtlibert : for look ye, 
I am much the propercr Fellow of the twa [ Walks. 

Clo. Well, try thy fortune ; but be fure you never dif- 
cover me, whatever Queftions may chance to be asked 
thee. 

Guil. I warrant thee, honed Lad, I am true and tmfty; 
But 1 mud be very familiar with you, you fay. 

Clo. Yes, before Company. 

Gxil. Pray let me begin and pra^fe a Uttle now. 
Ant pleafe you, for fear I diould not be (aucy enough. 
When we arrive at Court. 

Clo. Ill warrant you you'll foon learn thne. 

Guil Oh Lord, Philiberit Pkilibtri / I fee a Man a 
coming mod deadly fine, let's run away. 

Clo. Thus thou haft fervid me all this night, there's 
not a Budi we come at, but thou dartMl thus. 

Guil. 
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GuiL Tis true you are a Lover, and may (lay tlie 
danger on't ; but Til make fure for one. 

Clo, It is the Prince, oh Gods ! what makes he here ? 
Withj Looks diforder'd too ; this Place is fit for Death 

and fad 
Defpair ; the melancholy Spring a fleepy murmur makes, 
A proper Confort for departing Souls, 
When mix'd with dying Groans, and the thick Boughs 
Compofe a difmal Roof ; 

Dark as the gloomy Shades of Death or Graves. 
— He comes this way, HI hide my felf awhile. 

\Goes behind a Bujk. 
Enter Frederick. 

Fred. But yet not this, nor my defpight to Laura^ 
Shall make me out of love with Life, 
Whilfl I have youthful Fires about my Heart : 
— Yet I mud fight with Curtius^ 
And fo chaflife the Pride of that fond Maid, 
Whofe faucy Virtue durfl controul my Flame. 
—And yet I love her not as I do Claris ; 
But fain I would have overcome that Chadity, 
Of which the foolifh Beauty boafls fo. 

Clo, Curtius I thank thee, now I do believe thee. 
Guilliam^ if thou feed any fighting anon, \The Prince 
Be fure you run out and call fome body. walks, 

GuiL You need not bid me run away, when I once 
fee them go to that. 

Enter Curtius. 

Cur, Sir, I am come as you conmianded me. 

Fred, When you confider what you've lately done, 
You will not wonder why I fent for you ; 
And when I mean to fight, I do not ufe to parly : 
Come draw. 

Cur. Shew me my Enemy, and then if I am flow — 

Fred, I am he, needd thou one more powerfiil ? 

Cur, You, Sir ! what have I done to make you fo ? 

Fred, If yet thou want'd a further proof of it, 
Know m difpute my Claim to Laura, 

Cur. That mud not be with me. Sir ; 
God forbid that I fhould raife my Arm againd my Prince. 

If 
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If Laura have fo little Faith and Virtue, 

To render up that Right belongs to me, 

With all my heart I yield her 

To any but to you ; 

And, Sir, for your own fake you muft not have her. 

Fnd. Your Reafon f 

Cur. Sir, you're already married. 

Fred. Thou lyeft, and feek'll excufes for thy Cowar- 
dice. 

Cur. I wilh you would recal that haily Injury ; 
Yet this 111 bear from you, who know 'tis falfe. 

Fred. Will nothing move thee? 

Cxr. You would believe fo. Sir, if I Ihould tell you, 
That be&des all this, I have a juCler Csufe. 

freJ. Jufter than that of Laura ? call it up, then, 
And let it fave thee from a further fhame. 

Cur. Yes fo I will, 'tis that of C/aris, 
Who needs my aids much more ; 
Do you remember fuch a Virgin, Sir? 
For fo (he was till fhe knew Frederick, 
The fweeteH Innocent that ever Nature made. 

Fred. Not thy own Honour, nor thy Love to Laura, 
Would make thee draw, and now at ClorU Name 
Thou art incens'd, thy Eyes all red with Rage: 

Oh thou hall rouz'd my Soul I 

Nor would I judif^ my Wrongs to her, 
Unlefs it were to fatisf)[ my Jealoufy, 
Which thou haft rais'd in me by this concern. 
Draw, or I'll kill thee. 

Cur. Stay, Sir, and hear me out. 

Fred. I will not (lay, now I refle« on all 
Thy former kindnefs to her 

Cur. I wiU not fight, but 111 defend my felf. 

{They fight. 

Fred We are betra/d, 

C}ir. Yes, Sir, and you are wounded. 

[Guil. runs bawling out, thty are both wounded. 

Clo. Oh Heaven defend the Prince ! [She peeps. 

Fred. 
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Fred, I hear fome coming, go be gone. 
And fave thy felf by flight 

[Frederick y?<i;f^ leaning an his Sword. 

Cur, Sir, give me leave to ftay, my flight will look 
like Guilt. 

Fred, By no means, CurtiuSy thou wilt be taken here, 
and thou (halt never charge me with that Crime of be- 
traying thee : when we meet next, well end it. 

Cur, I mud obey you then. [^.^» 

Enter Cloris. 

Clo, Sir, has the Villain hurt you ? \Shefupparts him, 
— Pray Heaven my Sorrows do not betray me now ; 
For fmce he's falfe, 1 fain would die concealed. \Afide, 
— Shew me your Wound, and I will tie it up. 
Alas, you bleed extremely. (come ; 

Fred, Kind Youth, thy Succours are in vain, tho wd- 
For tho I bleed, I am not wounded much. 

Clo, No ? why did you let him pafs unpunifh'd then, 
Who would have hurt you more ? 

Enter Guilliam with Galliard. 

Serv, Where was't ? 

Guil, Look ye. Sir, there, don't you fee them ? 

Serv, How does your Highnels ? This Fellow told xne 
of a quarrel here, which made me hafle. 

Fred, Be filent, and carry me to my own apartment. 

Serv, Alas, Sir, is it you that fought ? 

Fred, No more Queftions. 

Kind Boy, pray leave me not till I have found a way to 
recompenfe thy pretty care of me. 

Clo, I will wait on you. Sir. \Exeunt all but GuiL 

Enter Lorenzo. Peeps firft. 

Lor, What's the matter here ? the Prince is wounded 
too. 
Oh what a Dog was I to know of fome fuch thing, 
And not fecure them all ? 

[Lor. Jlands gazing at GuiL Guil. ftands takering 
his Hat J andfcruing his Face, 
— ^Whaf s here ? Ha, ha, ha, this is the pleafanteft Fel- 
low that e'er I faw in my Life. Prithee Friend, what's 
thy Name ? 

GuU, 
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Guil, My Name, an't (hall like ye. 
My Name, it is Guilliam. 

Lor, From whence comeft thou ? 

GuiL From a Village a great huge way off. 

Lor, And what's thy butinefs here, hah? 

GuiL Truly, Sir, not to tell a Lye ; 
I come to g^ a Service here at Court. 

Lor, A Service at Court ! ha, ha, that's a pleafant Hu- 
mour i'faith. Why Fellow, what canft thou do ? 

Guil, Do Sir ! I can do any thing. 

Lor, Why what canll thou do ? canft thou drefs well ? 
— Set a Peruke to advantage, tie a Crevat, 
And Cuffs? put on a Belt with dexterity, hah? 
Thefe be the Parts that muft recommend you. 

Guil, I know not what you mean, but I am fure I 
can do them all. 

Lor, Thou art confident it feems, and I can tell you^ 
Sirrah, that's a great ftep to Preferment ; 
But well, go on then, canft ride the great Horfe ? 

Guil, The biggeft in all our Town 
I have rid a thoufand times. 

Lor, That's well ; canft fence ? 

Guil, Fence Sir, whaf s that ? 

Lor, A Term we ufe for the Art and Skill of handling 
a Weapon. 

GuiL I can threfh. Sir. 

Lor, What's tha^ Man ? 

GuiL Why, Sir, it is — ^it is — threfhing. 

Lor, An Artift I vow ; canft play on any Mufick ? 

GuiL Oh moft rogically. Sir, I have a Bagpipe that 
every Breath fets the whole Village a dancing. 

Lor. Better ftill ; and thou canft dance I'll warrant ? 

GuiL Dance, he, he, he, I vow you've light on my 
Mafter-piece, /fegs. 

Lor, And 111 try thee : Boy, go fetch \To the Page, 
fome of the Mufick hither which I keep in pay. \Ex, Boy. 

But hark you, Friend, tho I love Dancing very well, 

and that may recommend thee in a great degree ; yet 'tis 
wholly neceffary that you (hould be valiant too : We 
Great ones ought to be ferv'd by Men of Valour, for we 

are 
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are very liable to be affronted by many here to our Faces, 
which we would gladly have beaten behind pur Backs. 
— But Pox on't, thou haft not the Huff and Grimace of 
a Man of Prowefs. 

Guil, As for fighting, tho I do not care for it, yet I 
can do't if any body angers me, or fo. 

Lor, But I muft have you learn to do't when any body 
angers me too. 

GmU, Sir, they told me I fhould have no need on*t 
here ; but I fhkll learn. 

Lor, Why you Fool, that's not a thinc^ to be leam'd, 

That's a brave Inclination bom with Man, 

A brave undaunted fomething, a thing that. 
That comes from, from, I know not what, 
For I was bom without it. 

Enter Page and Mufick, 
Oh are you come ? let's fee, Sirrah, your Adlivity, 
For I muft tell you that's another flep to Preferment 

[He dances a yig en Paifent 
'Tis well performed ; well, hadft thou but Wit, Valour, 
Bone Mine^ good Garb, a Peruke, Condu6l and Secrecy 
in Love-Affairs, and half a dozen more good Qualities, 
thou wert fit for fomething ; but I will try thee. Boy, let 
him have better Clothes ; as for his Documents, 111 give 
him thofe my felf. 

GuiL Hah, I don't like that word, it founds terribly. 

fAfide, Ex, Page and Guil. 
ufe to me; t^ng doubt- 
lefs very honeft, becaufe he is fo very (Imple : For to iay 
tmth, we Men of Parts are fometimes over-wife, wit- 
nefs my laft night's retreat from but a fuppofed Danger, 
and returning to fall into a real one. Well, 111 now to 
Ifabella^ and know her final Refolution ; if Clarina will 
be kind, fo ; if not, there be thofe that will, 

And tho I cannot any Conqueft boaft 

For all the Time and Money I have loft. 
At leaft of Ifabel 111 be reveng'd. 
And have the flattering Baggage foundly fwing'd ; 
And rather than fhe fliall efcape my Anger, 
My felf ftiall be the Hero that (hall bang her. [Exit 

ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Enter Ifinena and Ifabella. 

I/db, ^li Adam, turn your back to that fide, 

IVl For there Antonio is hid ; he muft not fee 
your Face : now raife your Voice, that he may hear 
what 'tis you fay. 

I/nu 111 warrant you, Ifabella : 
Was ever wretched Woman's Fate like mine, 
Forc'd to obey the rigid Laws of Parents, 
And marry with a Man I did not love ? 

Ant, Oh there's my caufe of Fear. [Ant peeps. 

I/m. Tho (Ince I've had him, thou know'fl I have en- 
deavour'd 
To make his Will my Law, 

Till by degrees and Cuflom, which makes things natural, 
I found this Heart, which ne'er had been engag'd 
To any other, grow more foft to him ; 
And dill the more he lov'd, the more I was oblig'd, 
And made returns dill kinder ; till I became 
Not only to allow, but to repay his Tendemeds. 

I/ab, She counterfeits rarely. [Afide. 

Madam, indeed I have obferv'd this truth. 

I/m, See who 'tis knocks. [One knocks* 

Ant. What will this come to ? [Afide, 

I/ab, Madam, 'tis Alberto, 

Enter Alberto. Bows, 

I/m, My Lord, you've often told me that you lov'd me. 
Which I with Womens ufual Pride beliv'd ; 
And now, encourag'd by my hopeful Promifes, 
You look for fome Returns : Sir, is it fo ? 

Alb, What means fhe ? 
Pray Heaven I anfwer rieht [Afide, 

Madam, if I have errd in that belief, 

To know I do fo, is fufficient punifiunent 

Lovers, Madam, tho they have no returns, 

Like finking Men, ftUl catch at all they meet with ; 

-VOLlV. And 
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And whilfl they live, tho in the midfl of Storms, 
Becaufe they wi(h, they alfo hope for Cahns. 

Iftn, And did you, Sir, confider who I was ? 

Alb. Yes, Madam, Wife unto my Friend Antonio^ 
The only Man that has an Interefl here : 
But, Madam, that muft ftill fubmit to Love. 

Ifm. Cand thou at once be true to him and roe ? 

Alb, Madam, I know not that ; 
But fmce I mufl lofe one. 
My Friendfhip I can better lay afide. 

Ifm, Hail thou forgot how dear thou art to him ? 

Alb, No, I do believe I am, and that his Life 
Were but a worthlefs trifle, if I needed it. 
Yet, Madam, you are dearer to him ilill 
Than his Alberto ; and 'tis fo with me : 
Him I 6fteem, but you I do adore ; 
And he whofe SouFs inienfible of Love, 
Can never grateful to his Friendlhip prove. 

I/m, By your example. Sir, V\\ ftill retain 
My Love for him ; and what I had for you, 
Which was but Friendfhip, 111 abandon too. 

Ant, Happy Antonio, [AJide. 

I/m, Pray what have you Antonio cannot own? 
Has he not equal Beauty, if not exceeding thine ? 
Has he not equal Vigour, Wit, and Valour ? 
And all that even raUes Men to Gods, 
Wert not for poor MortaUty ? 

Vain Man, couldfl thou believe 

That I would cjuit mv Duty to this Husband, 
And facrifice his Right to thee ? 

Couldfl thou believe me yeflerday ? 

When from thy Importimity and Impudence, 

To fend thee from me, 

I promifed thee to love thee. 

Nay rather, treacherous Man, 

Couldfl thou believe I did hate thee then. 
Who bafely would betray thy Friend and me ? 

Alb, Sure this is eameft lAfiiU, 

Ant, Oh brave Clarina / \AJid€^ 

I/m, 
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Ifm, Speak, Traitor, to my Fame and Honoar ; 
Was there no Woman, but Antoni(f^ Wife, 
With whom thou couldfl conmiit fo foul a Crime ? 
And none but he to bring to publick Shame ? 
A Man who truded thee, and lov'd thee too ? 
— Speak — and if yet thou hafl a fenfe of Virtue, 
Call to the Saints for pardon, or thou d/lt 

\She draws a Poniardy and runs at him ; 
he Jleps back to avoid it. 

Alb, Hold Clarina / — I am amaz'd 

I/m, But ilay. 
Thou fa/ft my Beauty forc'd thee to this Wickednefs, 
And that's the caufe you have abus'd Antonio, 
— Nor is it all the Power I have with him, 
Can make him credit what I tell him of thee ; 
And (hould I live, I flill mull be purfu'd by thee, 
And unbeliev'd by him : 
— Alberto^ thou malt ne'er be guilty more, 
WhiUl this— and this may meet 

[Offering to wound her /elf, isfta^d by 
Alb. and Ifab. they Jet Ifm. in a 
Chair ; Alb. kneels weeping. 

Alb, Hold, my divine Clarina, 

Ant, Shall I difcover my felf, or fteal away? [AJide^ 
And all afham'd of Life after this A6lion, 
Go where the Sun or Day may never find me ? 

Oh ! what Virtue I've abus'd 

Curfe on my little Faith ; 

And all the Curfes Madnefs can invent, 

Light on my groundlefs Jealoufy. \Ex, Antonio. 

Alb, Clarina, why fo cruel to my Heart ? 
Tis true, I love you, but with as cnafle an Ardour, 
As Souls departing pay the Deities, 
When with inceffant Sighs they'hafle away, 
And leave Humanity behind. Oh ! fo did I 
Abandon all the lefTer Joys of Life, 
For that of being permitted but t'adore ye, 
Alas, if 'twere difpleafmg to you, 
Why did your fell encourage it ? 
I might have languifh'd, as I did before, 

And 
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And hid thofe Crimes which make you hate me nom. 
— Oh I am loft 1 Antonio, thou'il undone me ; 

\Hi ri/es m Ragt, 
— Hear me Ungrate ; I fwear by all that's good, 
111 wafh away my Mifchief with thy Blood. 

Jfab, Antonio hears you not. Sir, for he^s departed, 

I/m, Is Antonio gone ? 

[She looks pertly up, who before lay half dead. 

Alb, How's this, has (he but feign'd/ 

J/m, No, it was but feign'd ; I hope this proof 
Of what I have promised you, does not difpleafe. 

Alb, Am I thus fortunate, thus ftrangely happy ? 

I/m. Time will confirm it to vou— ^o^ do not 
Now thank me for't, but feek Antonio out ; 
Perhaps he may have too great a Senfe of the 
Mifchiefs his JealouQes ha^ like to have caus'd : 
But conjure him to take no notice of what's paA to xne ; 
This eaiy flight of mine fecures our Fears, 
And ferves to make Antonio confident, 
Who now will unbelive his Eyes and Ears ; 
And fince before, while I was innocent. 
He could fufpedl my Love and Duty too, 
111 try what my diiiembling it will da 
Go hafte. — - 

Alb. Madam, I go, fupriz'd with Love and Wonder. 

[Ex. Alb. 

I/m. Youll be more fupriz'd, when you know \Afiiie. 
That you are cheated too as well as Antonio, [Exeuni*. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Curtius difgui^din a black Peruke and Beard^ with 

Pietro dif gulfed alfo. 

Cur, Well, what haft thou leam'd ? 

Piet, News enough. Sir, but none good ; 
That the Prince's Wounds are but fmaU, 
So that he intends to take the Air this Evening ; 
That he follicits Laura hard ; 
And, Sir, that you are proclaim'd Traitor. 

Cur, So, what fays Uie MelTenger you fcftt to Cloris f '* 

Pfet. 
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Piit, Sir, he brings fad tidings back. 

Cur. What tidings ? is (he dead ? 
That would revive my Soul, 

And fortify my eafy Nature vrith fome wicked Notions, 
As deep as thofe this flattering Prince made ufe of, 
When he betra/d my Sifter, pretty Chris: 
— Come, fpeak it boldly, for nothing elfe 
Will make me do her Juftice. 

^Pitt, No, Sir, Ihe is not dead, 
But fled, and none knows whither ; 
Onl^ GuiUiam attends her. 

dur. Worfe and worfe ; but what of Laura f 

Piet. She, Sir, is kept a Prifoner by her Father, 
And fpeaks with none but thofe that come from Frederick. 

Cur. Laura confin'd too ! 'tis time to haften then, 
With my, till now, almoft difarm'd Revenge : 
— ^Thus I may pafs unknown the Streets of Florence, 
And find an opportunity to reach this Prince's Heart, 
— Oh, Vengeance ! luxurious Vengeance ! 
Thy Pleafures turn a Rival to my Love, 
And make the mightier Conqueft o'er my Heart. 
"^lorisy I will revenge thy Tears and Sufferings ; 
And to fecure the Doom of him that wrong'd thee, 
111 call on injured Laura too. 

— Here take thefe Pi^ures and where thou fee'ft 

[Gives him Boxes. 
A knot of Gallants, open one or two, as if by ftealth. 
To gaze upon the Beauties, and then ftraight clofe them-*' 
But ftay, nere comes the only Man 
I could have wilh'd for ; he'll proclaim my Bufinefs 
Better than a Pi^ure or a Trumpet* \Tkeyftandby. 

[Curtius takes back the Fibres, 
Enter Lorenzo and GuUliam dre^ in finish d Clotkes, but 
tke fame kigk-crovni^d Hat. 

Lor. Did, ha, ha, ha, did ha, ha ; did ever any mor- 
tal Man behold fuch a Figure as thou art now ? Well, I -| 
fee 'tis a damnable thing not to be bom a Gentleman ; 
the Devil himfelf can never make thee truly iantee now. 
— —Come, come, come forward ; thefe Clothes become , 
thee^ as a Saddle does a Sow ; why com'ft thou not ? 

—Why 
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^Why ^ha, ha, I hope thou hail not hanfel'dthy 

new Breeches, thou look'fl lb filthily on't 

\H€ aavancis^ looking fourly, 

GuilL No, Sir, I hope I have more manners than (b ; 
but if I (hould, 'tis not my £ault ; for the neceflary Hoofes 
are hard to be met withal here at Court. 

Lor. Very well. Sirrah ; you b^^ already to be witQf 
with the Court : but I can tell you, it has as many ne- 
ceflary Places in't, as any Court in Chriftendom-- 

But what a Hat thou hail r 

GuilL Why Sir, tho I fa/t, this is accounted of in 
our Village ; but I had another but now, which I blew off 
in a high Wind ; and I never miil it, till I had an occa- 
fion to pluck it off to a young Squire, they c^ a Lacquey; 
and Fegs I had none at all : and becaufe I would notlcae 
my Leg for want of a Hat, I fetch'd this ; and I can tell 
you, Sir, it has a fafhionable Brim. 

Lor, A Foors head of your own, has it not ? 

The Boys will hoot at us as we pafs hah, 

Who be thefe, who be thefe 

\Goes towards Cur. and Piet 

Cur. Here — this to Don Alono/o -this to the EngHJk 

Count ; and this you may (hew to the young German 

Prince and this 1 wiU reierve for higher Prices. 

[Gives Piet Fi^nres. 

Piet, Will you (hew none to the Courtiers, Sir ? 

Cur. Away you Fool, I deal in no fuch Traih. 

L.or. How Sir, how was that ? pray what, came we to 
gain your dif-favour ? 

Cur. I cry you mercy. Sir, pray who are you ? 

Lor. A Courtier, Sir, I can afTure you, and one of 
the bed Rank too ; I have the Prince's ear. Sir. 
— What have you there, hah? — Pidluresr let me fee — 
What, are they to be bought ? 

Cur. Sir, they are Copies of mod fair Originals, not 
to be bought but hired. 

Lor. Say you fo. Friend? the Price, the Price, 

Cur. Five thoufand Crowns a Month, Sir. 

Lor. The Price is fomewhat fancy. 

Cur. 
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Cur, Sir, they be curious Pieces, were never blown 
upon, have never been in Courts, nor hardly Cities. 

Lor, Upon my word that's confiderable ; Friend, pray 
where do you live ? 

Cur, In the Picazo^ near the Palace. 

Lor, Well, put up your Ware, (hew not a face of 
them till I return ! for I will bring you the bed Chapman 
in all Florence^ except the Duke himfeli 

Cur, You muil be fpeedy then, for to morrow I (hall 
be going towards Rome, 

Lor, A fubtle Rafcal this : thou think'd, I warrant, 

to make a better Market amongft the Cardinals. But 

take my word, ne'er a Cardinal of them all comes near 
this Man, I mean, to bring you in Matters of Beauty — 
fo, this will infallibly make my Peace again : [A/UU, 

look ye Friend Be ready, for 'tis the Prince, the 

noble generous Frederick, that I de(ign your Merchant 

[Goes out. 

Cur, Your Servant, Sir, — that is Guilliam ; 
I cannot be millaken in him, go call him back. 

\^'\t\xo fetches him back, who puts on a/urfy Face, 
—Friend what art thou ? 

Guil. What am I ? why what am I ? do(l thou not tot 
what I am ? a Courtier, Friend. 

Cur, But what's thy Name ? 

Guil. My Name, I have not yet confidered. 

Cur. What was thy Name ? 

Guil, What was my Name ? 

Cur, Yes, Friend, thou hadd one. 

Guil, Yes, Friend, thou hadd one. 

Cur, Dog, do'd eccho me ? do'd thou repeat ? 
I fay again, what is thy Name ? [Shakes him, 

Guil, Oh horrible ! — ^why, Sir, it was Guilliam when 
I was a filly Swain. 

Cur, Guilliam — the fame ; didd thou not know a Maid 
whofe name was Claris f 

Guil, Yes, there was fuch a Maid, but now (he's none. 

Cur, Was fuch a Maid, but now (he's none ! 
The Slave upbraids my Griefs. [Afide. 

Guil, Yes, Sir, fo I faid. 

Cur, 
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Cur, So you faid ! 

Guil, Why, yes Sir, what do you rQ)eat ? 

Cur. What mean you, Sirrah? have you a mind to 
have your Throat cut ? tell me where (he is. 

GuiL I dare as well be hang'd. 
Now mud I devife a lye, or never look Claris in the Faoe 
more. [Afidg* 

Cur, Here's Gold for thee ; I will be fecret too. 

Guil. Oh, Sir, the poor Maid you fpeak of is dead. 

Cur. Dead ! where d/d fhe ? and how ? 

Guil. Now am I put to my wits ; this 'tis to be^in in 
Sin, as our Curate (aid : I muft go on : \Afide, 

^Why Sir, (he came into the Wood — and hard by a 

River-fide — (he (igh'dy and (he w^ full fore ; and cry'd 
two or three times out upon CurUus^ — and — then — 

[Howls. 

Cur. Poor Claris, thy Fate was too fevere. 

GuiL And then as I was faying, Sir, (he leapt into the 
River, and fwam up the Stream. [Cur. wet^, 

Piet. And why up the Stream, Friend ? 

Guil. Becaufe (he was a Woman — and that's alL 

[^:r. GuiL 

Cur. Farewel, and thank thee. 
— Poor Claris dead, and bani(h'd too from Laura t 
Was ever wretched Lover's Fate like mine I 
— ^And he who injures me, has power to do fo ; 
— But why, where lies this Power about this Man ? 
Is it his Charms of Beauty, or of Wit ? 
Or that great Name he has acquir'd in War ? 
Is it the Majedy, that holy fomething, 
That guards the Perfon of his Demi-god ? 
This awes not me, there muft be fomething more. 
For ever, when I call upon my Wrongs, 
Something within me pleads fo kindly for me, 
As would perfuade me that he could not err. 

Ah, what is this ? where lies this Power divine. 

That can fo eafily make a Slave of mine? \Ex€U$U. 



SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Eattr Frederick, lutd Ooris^ft/A' dref^d. 

Fred. Tis much methintcs, a Boy of u> dejcf^ed, hum- 

ble Biith, Ihould have fo much of Sesfe and Soul about 

Clo. I know not that ; but if 1 have a thou^t 
Above that humble Birth or Education, 
It was infpir'd by Love. 

Fred. Still you raife my Wonder greater ; 
' Thou a Lover ? 

Cla. Ye*, my Lord, tho I am young, 
IVe felt the power of Beauty ; 
And thould you look upon the Object, Sir, 
Your Wonders foon will ceafe ; 
Each Look does even animate InfenCbles, 
And flrikes a rever^id Awe upon the Soul : 
Nothing is found fo lovely. 

Fred. Thou fpeatft prettily, I think Love 
Indeed has infpir'd thee. 

Clo. Thefe were the Flatteries, Sir, flie us'd to me ; 
Of her it was I leani'd to fpeak, and figh. 
And look, as oft you fay, I do on you. 

Fred. Why then, it feems (he made returns? 

Clo. Ah ? Sir, 'twas I that firft was bleft, 
I firft the happy Object was beloVd ; 

For, 'twas a Perfon, Sir, fo much above me, 

It had been Sin to've rals'd my Eyes to her ; 
Or by a glance, or figh, betray my Pain. 
But Ob ! when with a thoufand loft EKpreflions, 
She did encourage me to fpeak of Lovel 

My God ! how foon extravagant I grew, 

And told fo fofl the flonr of my PaHion, 

That Ihe grew weaiy of^the repeated Tale, 

And puntlh'd my prefumption widi a flrange negle^ 



Fred. That was pity ; without a Fault? 
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Clo, Alas, Sir, I was guilty of no Crime, 
But that of having told her how I lov'd her ; 
For all 1 had 1 facrific'd to her ; 

Poor worthlefs Treafures to any but a Lover ; 

And fuch you know accept the meaneft things. 

Which Love and true Devotion do prefent. 

When fhe was prefent, I found a thoufand ways 

To let her know how much I was her Slave ; 

And abfent, dill invented new ones. 

And quite negledled all my little Bufinefs ; 

Counting the tedious Moments of the Day 

By Sighs and Tears ; thought it an Age to night, 

Whofe Darknefs might fecure our happy meeting : 

But we (hall meet no more on thefe kmd Terms. \Stghs. 

Fred, Come, do not weep, fweet Youth, thou art too 
young. 
To have thy blooming Cheeks blafled with forrow ; 
Thou wilt out-grow this childifh Inclination, 
And (halt fee Beauties here, whofe every glance 
Kindle new Fires, and quite expel the old. 

Clo, Oh never, Sir. 

Fred, When I was firft in love, I thought fo too. 
But now with equal ardour 
I doat upon each new and beauteous Objedi 

Clo, And quite forget the old 1 

Fred, Not fo ; but when I fee them o'er again, 
I find I love them as I did before. 

Clo, Oh God forbid, I fhould be fo inconflant ! 
No, Sir, tho (he be falfe, (he has my Heart, 
And I can die, but not redeem the Vi<^im. 

Fred, Away you little Fool, you make me fad 
By this refolve : but 111 inftruifl you better. 

Clo, I would not make you fad for all the World. 
Sir, I will fmg, or dance, do any thing 
That may divert you. 

Fred, I thank thee Philibert^ and will accept 
Tlw Bounty ; perhaps it may sdlay thy Griefs awhile too. 

Clo, 111 call the Mufick, Sir. [She goes out, 

Fred. This Boy has (Irange agreements in him. 

Enter 
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Enter Qoris with Mufick, 
She bids them piay, and dances a Jig, 
This was wondrous kind, my pretty Philibert, 

Enter Page. 

Page. LarenzOy my Lord, begs admittance. 

Fred, He may come in. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

^Well, Lorenzo^ what's the News with thee ? 

How goes the price of Beauty, hah ? 

Lor, My Lord, that queflion is a propos to what I have 
to fay ; this Paper will anfwer your Queflion, Sir — 

{Gives him a Paper^ he reads. 
— Hah, I vow to gad a lovely Youth ; [Lor. geates on PhiL 
But what makes he here with Frederick f 
This Stripling may chance to mar my market of Women 

now 

'Tis a fine Lad, how plump and white he is ; [A^Ule. 

Would I could meet him fomewhere i'th' dark, I'd have a 
fling at him, and try whether I were right Florentine, 

Fred, Well, Sir, where be thefe Beauties ? 

Lor, 111 conduct you to them. 

Fred, What's the Fellow that brings them ? 

Lor, A Greciany I think, or fomething. 

Fred, Beauties from Greece, Man ! 

Lor, Why, let them be from the Devil, fo they be 

new and fine, what need we care ? But you mufl go 

to night 

Fred, I am not in a very good condition to make Vi- 
fits of that kind. 

Lor, However fee them, and if you like them, yoa 
may oblige the Fellow to a longer flay, for I laiow they 
are handfome. 

Fred, That's the only thing thou art judge of ; 

Well, go you and prepare them ; 

And Philibert, thou fhalt along with me ; 
I'll have thy Judgment too. 

Clo. Good Heaven, how lalfe he is ! [Afide, 

Lor, What time will your Highnefs come ? 

Fred, Two Hours hence. [Ex. Fred. 

Lor. So then I fhall have time to have a bout with this 

O 2 jilting 
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jilting Hufwife IfabelleLy for my Fingers itch to \AJUU. 
be at her. \Ex. Lorenzo^ 

Clo, Not know me yet ? cannot this Face inform him I 
My Sighs, nor Eyes, my Accent, nor my Tale ? 
Had he once thought of me, he mud have found me out. 

^YeSy yes, 'tis certain I am miferable ; 

He's going now to fee fome freiher Beauties, 

And I, he fays, muil be a witnefs of it ; 

This gives me Wounds, painful as thofe of Love : 

Some Women now would find a thoufand Plots 

From fo much Grief as I have, but I'm dull ; 

Yet rU to Laura^ and advife with her, 

Where I will tell her fuch a heavy Tale^ 

As (hall oblige her to a kind concern : 

«-*-This may do ; 111 tell her of this Thought, 

This is the firfl of Art I ever thought on ; 

And if this prove a fruitlefs Remedy, 

The next, I need not fludy, how to die. [Exiunl, 

S C E N E IV. 

Enter Lorenzo, nuets GuilHam, who pajju by kim^ and 

takes no notice of htm. 

Lor, How now. Manners a few ? 

Guil, I cry you heartily. Sir, I did not fee you. 

Lor, Well, Sirrah, the News. 

GuiL Sir, the Gentlewoman whom you fent m| to 
fays that fhe'll meet you here. 

Z^r. That's well, thou mayll come to be a States-man 
in time, thou art a fellow of io quick difpatch : But hark 
ye, Sirrah, there are a few LelTons I muft leam you, con- 
cerning Offices of this nature ; but another time for that : 

but [IVhi^s. 

Enter Ifabella and Valet. 

I/ab, Here he is ; and prithee, when thou feed him in 
my Chamber, go and tell my Lord, under pretence of the 
care you have of the Honour of his Houfe. 

Val, I warrant you, let me alone for a Tale, and a Lye 
at the end on't ; which fhall not over-much incenfe him« 
nor yet make him negle<fi coming. Ex, Val. 

Lor, 
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Ldr. Oh are you there, Miilrefs ? what have you now to 
fay for your lait Night's Roguery ? Are not you a Bag<^ 
gage? confefs. 

Ifab, You have a mind to lofe your opportunity again, 
as you did laft Night, have ye not ? Pray God your own 
Shadow fcare you not, as it did then ; and you will pof- 
iibly believe no body meant you harm then, nor now. 

Lor, Art thou in earneil ? 

I fab. Are you in earned ? 

Lor. Yes that I am, and that Clarina (hall find, if I 
once come to her. 

Ifab, Come, leave your frippery Jells, and come in. 

Lor, Guilliamy be fure you attend me here, and who- 
ever you fee, fay nothing ; the bed on't is, thou art not 
much known. [Ilab. and Lor. go in, 

Guil, Well, I fee there is nothing but foutering in this 
Town ; wou'd our Lucia were here too for me, for all 
the Maids I meet with are fo giglidi and fcomful, that a 
Man, as I am, gets nothing but douts and dings from 
them. Oh, for the little kind Lafs that lives under the 
Hill, of whom the Song was made ; which becaufe I have 
nothing elfe to do, I will dng over now ; hum, hum. 

The Song for Guilliam, 

IN a Cottage by the Mountain 
Lives a very pretty Maid, 
Who layjleeping by a Fountain, 
Underneath a Myrtle Jhade ; 
Her Petticoat of wanton Sarcenet, 
The amorous Wind about did move. 
And quite unveiPd the Throne of Love, 
And quite unveiPd the Throne of Love, 

*Tis fomething cold, 111 go take a Nipperkin of Wine. 

[Goes out. 
Enter I fab. and Lot. above, as frighted into the Balcony, 
Lor, This was fome trick of thine, I will be hangM 
elfe. 

O 3 Ifab. 
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Ifab, Oh, ni be fwom you wrong me ; 
Alas, Tm undone b/t. [Ant at the Door knocks. 

Ant, Open the Door, thou naughty Woman. 
Lor, Oh oh, what fhall I do ? what (hall I do ? 
Ant, Open the Door, I fay. 
Lor, Oh 'tis a damnable leap out at this Balcony. 
Ifab, And yet you are a dead Man, if you fee him. 
Ant, Impudence, will you open the Door ? 
Ifab, I will. Sir, immediately. 

Lor. Devife fome way to let me down, or I will 
throw thee out ; no Ladder of Ropes, no Device ? 

If a Man would not forfwear Whoring for the future 

that is in my condition, I am no true Gentleman. 
Ant, Open, or I will break the Door. 
Ifab, Hold the Door, and fwear luflily that you are 
my Husband, and I will in the mean time provide for 
your fafety, tho I can think of none but the Sheets from 
the Bed. \He holds ths Door. 

Lor, Any thing to fave my Life ; 

Sir, you may believe me upon my Honour, 

I am lawful Husband to I/abella, 

And have no defigns upon your Houfe or Honour. 

[Ifab. this while fajlens the Sheets, which are 
to be fuppo^d]from the Bed to the Balcony. 
Ant, Thou art fome Villain. 

Lor, No, Sir, I am an honefl Man, and married law- 
fully. 

Ant, Who art thou ? 
Lor, Haft thou done ? 
Ifc^, Yes, but you muft venture hard. 
Ifab, 'Tis Lorenzo^ Sir. 

Lor, A Pox on her, now I am afham'd to all eternity. 
Ifab, Sir, let me beg youl take his Word and Oath to 
night, and to morrow I will fatisfy you. 

\y.0T, gets down by the Sheets. 
Ant, Look you make this good, or you (hall both 
dearly pay for't. 

I^or, I am alive, yes, yes, all's whole and foimd, 
which is a mercy, I can tell you ; this is whoring now : 
may I turn Francifcan, if I could not find in my heart to 

do 
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do penance in Camphire Poflet, this Month, for this. 

— ^Well, I muft to this Merchant of Love, and I would 

gladly be there before the Prince : for fmcc I have mift 

here, I (hall be amorous enough, and then 111 provide 

for Frederick ; 

For 'tis but juft, altho he be my Mafler, 

That I in thefe Ragoufts fhould be his Tafler. \Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Ifmena with a Veil. 

Ifm, Alberto is not come yet, fure he loves me ; 
But 'tis not Tears, and Knees, that can confirm me : 
No, I mufl be convinc'd by better Argument. 

Deceit, if ever thou a Guide wert made 

To amorous Hearts, afTiid a Love-fick Maid. 

Enter Alberto. 

Alb, Your pleafure. Madam ? 

Oh that (he would be brief. 

And fend me quickly from her. 

For her Eyes will overthrow my purpofe. \Afide, 

Ifm, Alberto, do you love me ? 

Alb. No. 

I/m, No ! have you deceiv'd me then ? 

Alb. Neither, Clarina ; when I told you fo, 
By Heaven 'tis perfedl Truth. 

J/m. And what have I done fmce fhould merit your 
Dii-efleem ? 

Alb, Nothing but what has rais'd it. 

I/m. To raife your Efleem, then it feems, is to lefTen 
your Love ; or, as mofl Gallants are, you're but pleas'd 
with what you have not ; and love a Mifb-efs ^vith great 
Pailion, till you find your felf belov'd again, and then 
you hate her. 

Alb. You wrong my Soul extremely, 
Tis not of that ungrateRil nature ; 
To love me is to me a greater Charm 
Than that of Wit or Beauty. 

I/m. I'm glad pn't, Sir ; then I have pleafant News 
for youy I know a Lady, and a Virgin too, that loves 

Q 4 y^ 
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you with fuch Padion, as has obhg'd me to become her 
Advocate. 

Alb, I am very much obliged to her, 
If there be any fuch. 

Ifm, Upon my Lifie there is ; I am in eameft, 
The Lady is niy Sifter too. 

Alb, How, Clarifta^ this from you ? 

Ifm. Nay, I have promised her, that you (hould love 
Since both her Birth and Beauty merits you. (her too. 

Alb, Away, falfe Woman : I love your Sifter ! 
No, I will hate you both. 

Ifm, Why fo Angry ? 
Alas, it is againft my Will I do it 

Alb, Did you betray my Faith, when 'twas fo eafy 
To give a credit to your tale of Love ? 
Oh Woman, faithlefs Woman ! 

Ifm, Alberto y with a world of ftiame I own 
That I then lov^d you, and muft do fo ftill : 
But fmce that Love muft be accounted criminal, 
And that a world of danger does attend it ; 
I am refolv*d, tho I can never quit it. 
To change it into kind Efteem for you ; 
And would ally you. Sir, as near to me, 
As our unkind Stars will permit me. 

Alb, I thank you, Madam : Oh what a (hame it is, 
To be out-done in Virtue, as in Love i 

Ifm, Another favour I muft beg of you. 
That you will tell Antonio what is paft. 

Alb, How mean you. Madam ? 

Ifm, Why, that I love you. Sir, 
And how I have deceived him into confidence. 

Alb, This is ftrange ; you cannot mean it fure. 

Ifm, When I intend to be extremely good, 
I would not have a fecret Sin within, 
Tho old, and yet repented too : no Sir, 
ConfefTion always goes with Penitence. 

Alb, Do you repent you that you lov'd me then ? 

Ifm, Not fo ; but that I did abufe Antonio, 

Alb, And can you think that this will cure his Jealoufy ? 

Ifm. 



The Amorous Prince. 321 

Ifm, Doubtlefs it will, when he knows how needlefs 'tis ; 
For when the/re moft fecure, they're mod betra/d : 
Befides, I did but adl the part he made ; 
And Ills he forces, fure he'll not upbraid. 
Go feek out Antomo, 

Alb. You have overcome me, Madam, every way, 
And this your lad Command I can obey ; 
Your fifler too 111 fee, and will efleem, 
Bot youVe my Heart, which I can ne'er redeem. 

[Exeunt feveralfy. 



ACTV. SCENE I. 



Enter Laura, and Cloris like a Boy^ as before, 

Lau. in*Orward dear Cloris. 

jl Clo, And, Madam, 'twas upon a Holiday, 
It chanc'd Prince Frederick came into our Village, 
On fome reports were made him of my Beauty, 
Attended only by the noble Curtius : 
They found me in the Church at my Devotion, 
Whom Frederick foon diftinguifhed from the reft ; 
He laieel'd down by me, and inftead of Prayer, 
He fell to praife — but 'twas my Beauty only ; 

That I could tell you, of my ftrange furprize I 

My Zeal was all difordered, and my Eyes 
Fed on the falfe, not real Sacrifice. 

1 wanted Art my Sentiments to hide. 

Which from my Eyes and Bluflies foon he fpy'd. 

Lau. And did you know him then ? 

Clo. Not till he left me : 

But, to be fhort, Madanu we parted there ; 

But e'er he went he whifper'a in my ear, 
And figh'd, Ah Cloris/ e'er you do depart. 
Tell me, where 'ds you will difpofe your Heart ? 

Pray give me leave to vifit it again. 

Your Eyes that gave can only eafe my Pain. 

«^. Vol. IV. O 5 
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I, only bluftiing, gave him my confent ; 

He paid his Thanks in Sighs, and from me went 

That night, alas, I took but little reft ; 

The new and ftrange Diforder in my Breaft 

Can, Madam, only by your felf be gueft. 

Lau, ni not deny that Tm a Lover too. 
And can imagine what was felt by you. 

Clo, No fooner did the welcome Day appear, 
But Lucia brought me word the Prince was there ; 
His very Name diforder*d me much more. 
Than did his Sight or Touch the day before ; 
So foon my rifmg Love grew up to power. 
So foon he did become my Conqueror. 

How pale and trembling, when he did appear, 

I grew, he too had marks of Love and Fear. 

But 111 omit the many vifits paid, 

Th' unvalued Prefents, and the Oaths he made. 
My kind Difputes on all his Letters writ, 
How all my Doubts were anfwer'd bv his Wit ; 
How oft he vow^d to marry me, whilft I 
Durft not believe the plefmg Perjury : 

And only tell you, that one night he came, 

Led by defigns of an impatient Flame ; 

When all the Houfe was filently afleep. 

Except my felf, who Love's fad Watch did keep ; 

Arm'd with his Ponyard, and his Breaft all bare, 

His Face all pale with reftlefs Love and Fear ; 

So many wild and frantick things he faid, 

And fo much Grief and Paffion too betra/d, 

So often vow'd he'd finifti there his Life, 

If I refused him to become his Wife ; 

That I half-dying, faid it ftiould be fo ; 

Which tho I fear'd, Oh how I wifti'd it too ! 

Both proftrate on the Ground i'th' face of Heaven, 

His Vows to me, and mine to him were given : 

And then, oh then, what did I not refign ! 

With the aflurance that the Prince was mine. [ Weeps, 

Lau, Poor Claris^ how I pity thee ! 
Since Fate has treated me with ec^ual rigor ; 
— Curtius is banifti'd, Frederick ftill purfues me^ 

And 
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And by a cruel Father I'm confin'd, 

And cannot go to ferve my felf or thee. {One knocks. 

Lor, without^ Sifter Laura, Sifter. 

Zmu, It is my Brother, would he would be kind. 
And fet us free ; he fhall not fee thee, 
And 111 perfuade him. 

[As flu puts Cloris into her Clofet, enter 
Lorenzo with a Letter. 

Lor, Hah, locking her Clofet ! now, were I a right 
Italian^ (hould I grow jealous, and enrag'd at I know 
not what : hah Sifter ! what are you doing here? Open 
your Cabinet, and let me fee't. 

Lau, Sir, 'tis in diforder, and not worth your feeing 
now. 

Lor, 'Tis fo, I care not for that. 111 fee't. 

Lau, Pray do not. Brother. 

Lor, Your denial makes me the more inquifitive. 

Lau, Tis but my faying, he came from the Prince, 
and he dares not take it ill. \Ajide, 
Here, Sir. \Gives him the Key, 

Lor, And here's for you too ; a Letter from Curtius, 
and therefore I would not open it : I took it up at the 
Poft-houfe. [She reads, and f cents plea^d. 

Now if this ftiould prove fome furly Gallant of hers, 
and give me a (lafti o'er the Face for peeping, I were but 
rightly ferv'd ; and why the Devil fhould 1 expedl my 
Sifter ihould have more Virtue than my felf.? She's the 
fame flefti and blood : or why, becaufe ftie's the weaker 
Veffel, fhould all the unreasonable burden of the Honour 
of our Houfe, as they call it, be laid on her Shoulders, 
whilft we may commit a thoufand Villanies .? but 'tis fo — 
Here, open the Door ; 
I'll put her before me however. 

[She opens the Door, and brings out Cloris. 

Imu, Sir, 'tis Philibert from the Prince. 

Lor, Why how now, Youngfter, I fee you intend to 
thrive by your many Trades ; fo foon, fo foon, i'faith ? 
but. Sirrah, this is my Sifter, and your Prince's Miftrefs ; 
take notice of that. 

Clo, I know not what you mean. 
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Lor, Sir, you cannot deceive me fo ; 
And you were right fervid, you would be made fit for 
nothing but the great Turi^s Seraglio. 
Clo, You miftake my bufmefs, Sir. 
Lor. Your Blufhes give you the lye, Sirrah ; but for 
the Prince's fake, and another reafon I have, I will par- 
don you for once. 
Lau. He has not done a fault, and needs it not 
I^r, Was he not alone with thee } 
And is not that enough ? Well, I fee I am no Italian 
in Pun6lilio*s of honourable Revenge. There is but 
one experiment left to prove my felf fo ; and if that fail, 
111 e'en renounce my Country. — Boy, harkye, — there is 
a certain kindnefs you may do me, and get your pardon 
for being found here. 

Clo, You (hall command me any thing. 
Lor, Prithee how long haft thou been fet up for thy 
felf, hah ? 

Clo, As how. Sir ? 
Lor. Poh, thou underftand'ft me. 
Clo, Indeed I do not. Sir ; what is't you mean ? 
Lor, A fmooth-fac'd Boy, and ask fuch a Queftion? 
Fy, fy,this Ignorance was ill counterfeited 
To me that underftand the World. 
Clo, Explain your felf, Sir. 

Lor, Lookye, ten or twenty Piftoles will do vou no hurt, 
will it ? 

Clo, Not any. Sir. 

Lor, Why fo, 'tis well any thing will make thee ap- 
prehend. 

Clo, I ihall be glad to ferve you, Sir, without that fee. 

Lor, That's kindly faid 

I fee a Man muft not be too eafy of belief : had I been 
fo, this Boy would have been at, what d'ye mean Sir ? 
And Lord I underftand you not Well, Pkilibert, here's 
eameft to bind the Bargain ; I am now in hafte ; when 
I fee thee next, 111 tell thee more. [Lorenzo wki/pers 

to Laura. 
Clo, This 'tis to be a Favourite now ; 
I warrant you I muft do him fome good office to the 
Which V\\ be fure to do. (Prince, 

Lor, 
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Lor, Nay it mud be done, for ihe has us'd me bafdy ; 
Oh 'tis a Baggage. 

Lau. Let me alone to revenge you on IfabellOy 
Get me but from this Imprifonment 

Lor, I will : whilfl I hold the old Man in a difpute^ 
Do you two get away ; but be fure thou pa/ll her home. 

Lau, I warrant you, Sir, this was happy ; 
Now (hall I fee Curtius, 

Lor, Pkilibert^ I advife you to have a care of wench- 
ing : 'twill fpoil a good Face, and mar your better market 
of the two, \Ex, Lor. 

Lau, Come let us hade, and by the way, 111 tell thee 
of a means that may make us all happy. \Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 

Enter Alberto melancholy. 
Alb, Antonio faid he would be here, 

I'm impatient till he come 

Enter Antonio. 
Ant, Alberto^ I have fuch a Proje^ for thee ! 

Alb, Hah \GaMis, 

Ant, What ails thee, art thou well ? 
Alb, No. 

Ant, Where art thou fick ? 

Alb, At Heart, Antonio, poifon'd by thy Jealoufy ; 
Oh thou haft ruin'd me, undone my Quiet, 



And from a Man of reafonable Virtue, 
Haft brought me to a wild diftradled Lover. 

Ant, Explain your felf. 

Alb, Thou'ft taught me, Friend, to love Clarina \ 
Not, as I promis'd thee, to feign, but fo, 
That I, unlefs I do poftefs that Obje^, 
I think muft die ; at beft be miferable. 

Ant, How, Sir, have I done this ? 

Alb, Yes, Antonio y thou haft done this. 

Ant, My dear Alberto, faid you that you lov'd her ? 

Alb, Yes, Antonio, againft my will I do ; 
As much againft my will, as when I told her fo ; 
Urg'd by thy needlefs Stratagem. 

Ant, 
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Ant. Name it no more, it was an idle Fault, 
Which I do fo repent me, 
That if you find I (hould relapfe again, 
Kill me, and let me perifh with my Weaknefs : 
And were that true you tell me of your Paflion, 
Sure I (hould wifh to die, to make you happy. 

"Alb, That's kindly faid, and I fubmit to you, 
And am content to be out-done in Amity. 

Ant, Yes, Til refign my Claims, and leave the World; 
Alberto y 'tis unkind to think I would be happy 
By ways mud ruin you : 
But fure you tell me this, but only to afHi<fl me. 

Alb, Tis truth, Antonio y I do love Clarina ; 
And, what is yet far worfe for thy repofe, 
Believe my felf fo blefs'd to be belov'd. 

Ant, How, to be belov'd by her ! 
Oh dire effeifls of Jealoufy ! 

Alb, All that you faw to day was only feign'd. 
To let you fee, that even your Eyes and Ears 
Might be impos'd upon. 

Ant, Can it be poflible ! 

Alb, And now fhe thinks (he is enough reveng'd ; 
And lets you know, in her feign'd Scorn to me. 
That all your Sleights and Cunnings are but vain : 
She has deceiv'd them all, and by that Art, 
Gives you a Confidence, and me a Heart. 

Ant, I mufl confefs, it is but jufl in her 
To punifh thus the Errors of my Fear ; 
I do forgive her, from my Soul I do. 
But, Sir, what fatisfa<5lion's this to you 1 

Alb. Clarina happy. Til from Court retire, 
And by that Abfence quench my Hopelefs Fire : 
War I will make my Miftrefs, who may be, 
Perhaps, more kind than (he has been to me; 
Where tho I cannot conquer, 'twill allow 
That I may die ; that's more than this will do. 

Ant, — Why did you. Sir, betray my Weaknefs to her ? 
Tho 'twas but what I did deferve from you. 

Alb. By all that's good, (he knew the Plot before. 
From I/abellay who it Teems o'erheard us, 

When. 
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When you once prcfs'd me to't : 

And had we wanted Virtue, thoud'fl been loft. 

Ant I own the Crime ; 
And firft I beg thy Pardon, 
And after that will get it from Clarina ; 
Which done, 111 wait upon thee to the Camp, 
And fuffer one year's Penance forthis Sin, 
Unlefs I could divert this Refolution, 
By a Propofal Clarina bid me make you. 

Alb, What was it, Sir ? 

Ant, I have a Sifter, Friend, a handfome Virgin, 
Rich, witty, and I think Ale's virtuous too ; 
Retum'd laft Week from St. Terefid^ Monaftery. 

Alb, Sure any thing that is to thee ally'd, 
Muft find a more than bare Refpe<fl from me ; 
But certain 'tis I ne'er ftiall love again, 
And have refolv'd never to marry any, 
Where Intereft, and not Love, muft join our hands. 

Ant, You cannot tell what Power there lies in Beauty ; 
Come you ftiall fee her, and if after that, 
You find you cannot love her. 
Well both to Candia, where we both will prove 
Rivals in Honour, as we're now in Love. 

But I'ad forgot to tell thee what I came for ; 

I muft this Evenmg beg your Company, 

Nay. and perhaps your Sword : come along with me, 

And by the way I'll tell you the Adventure. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. The Lodgings ^Curtius. 

Enter Curtius and Pietro, difgui^d as before. 

Cur, I wonder we hear no news yet of the Prince, 
I hope he'll come ; Pietro^ be the Bravoes ready, 
And the Curtezans ? 

Piet, My Lord, they'll be here immediately, all well 
drefs'd too. 

Cur. They be thofe Bravoes that belong to me ? 

Piet, Yes, Sir, the fame ; 
But Antonio is their Patron. 

Cut' 
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Cur, They be (lout and fecret ; 'tis well, 
Is the Mufick and all things ready ? 
For ril not be feen till my Part is to be pla/d. 
What Arms have they ? 

Piet, Piftols, Sir, would you have other? 

Cur, No, I have not yet confider'd how to kill him. 
Nor fcarce refolv'd to do fo any way. 
What makes this (Irange Irrefolution in me ? 

Sure 'tis the force of facred Amity, 

Which but too (lri<^y was obferv'd by me. 

My Prince, and Friend, my Wife, and Siiler too ; 

Shall not thofe lad, the powerful firft out-do ? 
My Honour, and my Love, are there ingag'd, 
And here, by ties of Duty, I'm obliged : 
I fatisfy but thefe, if he mud bleed ; 
But ruin the whole Dukedom in the Deed, 
The hopeful Heir of all their noble Spoils, 
And Joy and Recompence of all their Toils. 

Why fo was Claris^ Laura too, to me, 

Which both were ravifh'd from me. Prince, by thee. 

\Knocks witkin, 

Piet, Sir, they be the Bravoes and Curtezans. 

[Pietro goes out. 

Cur, Tis well, I need not talk with them, 
They underftand their work. 

Piet, They do, my Lord, and (hall be ready at your 
They are all Neapolitans^ you know. Sir. ((lamp ; 

Cur, Are they the better for that ? 

Piet, Much, Sir, a Venetian will turn to your Enemy, 
If he will give him but a Soufe more than you have done ; 
And your Milanefe are fit for nothing but to 
Rob the Pod or Carrier ; a Genoe/e too 
Will fooner kill by Ufury than Sword or Piftol ; 
A Roman fit for nothing but a Spy. 

Cur, Well, Sir, you are pleafant with my Country- 
men. 

Piet, I'll be fo with my own too, Sir ; and tell you, 
That the Maltefe^ who pretend to fo much Honour 
And Gravity, are fit only to rob their Neighbours 
With pretence of Piety. 

And 
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^And the Sicilians fo taken up with Plots, 

How to kill their Vice-Roy, that it keeps them 

From being Rogues to a lefs degree. 

Bnt I have done, Sir, and beg your pardon. 

Cur, Didfl leave the Letter, I commanded thee. 
For Laura f 
PieL I did, my Lord, 

Enter Lorenzo. 
Lor. Well, here's the Prince jufl coming. 
Cur, Pray, Sir, condu(5l him in, 
I'm ready for him. \Ex, Cur. and Piet. 

Enter the Prince^ conduced by two women in Mafque- 
rade, with Lights^ Ju endeavouring to take off their 
Maflu, [Ex, two Women. 

He walks about while this Song is (ing^ng. 

IVhat is the recompense of War^ 

But f oft and wanton Peace t 
IVhat the befl Balfam to our Scars, 

But that which Venus gave to Mars, 
When he was circled in a kind Embrace t 

Behold a Prince ^ who never yet 

Was vanquifkd in the Field ; 
Awhile his Glories mufl forget , 

And lay his Laurels at the feet 
Offomefair Female Power, to whom h^ll yield. 

Fred, What's this the Preparation ? 

Lor, Yes, fo it (hould feem ? but had you met with 
fo many defeats as I have done to night, you would wil- 
lingly excufe this Ceremony. 

Mufickfor the Dance, 

Enter Antonio with Ifmena, Alberto with Clarina, 
Laura and Cloris with two Men more, and all drefid 
in Mafqueradcy with Vizards ; they dance. The 
Prince fits down : the Dance being done, they retire to 
one fide ; ^//^ Alberto comes andprefents him Clarina, 

and 
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and bows and retires ; who puts off her Ma/k, and puts 
it on againy and retires, 

Fred, She's wondrous fair ; 
Sure in his whole Cabal he cannot (how a fairer — 

Lor. She refembles Clarina ; I wifh your Highnefs 
would fee further, and then perhaps this would mil to 
my lot, for I love her for likenefs fake. 

[Antonio prefents Ifinena, and retires as the other, 

Fred This I confefs out-does the other ; an Innocenqr 
dwells upon her Face, that's ilrangely taking, is it not, 
Lorenzo f 

Lor, To fay truth, (he is very fine indeed. 

{They pre/ent Laura. 

Fred, Hah ! I am amaz'd ; fee Lorenzo^ 
Doft thou not know that Face ? 

Lor, O* my Confcience and Soul, 'tis my own Sifter 
Laura ; why how now Miftrefs, do things go thus with you 
i'faith ? \SheJhakes her Hand, as not unaerftanding him. 

Ant, Sir, ftie underftands you not. 

Lor, Is it not Laura then ? 

Ant, No, Sir, it is a Stranger. 

Fred, Let her be what (he will. 111 have her. 

\Yx^^feems to talk, whenjhe anfwers in Grimaces, 

Lor. There have been Examples in the World of the 
good Offices done by a Brother to a Sifter ; but they are 
very rare here, and therefore will furely be the more 
acceptable. 
Well, Sir, have you fix'd, that I may chufe ? 

Fred, I have, and had he thoufands more, [Lor, goes 
I would refufe them all for this fair Creature. to Qar. 

Enter Pietro. 

Piet. Sir, all things are ready as you defire, 
But my Mafter muft firft fpeak with you alone. 

Fred. About the Price 111 warrant you ; 
Let him come in : [All go out but Fred, to him Cur. 
Are you the Mafter of the Ceremony } 

Cur. I am. 

Fred. 
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Fred, Be fpecdy then, and by my Impatiency to be 
with th^t agreeable Stranger, guefs at my Approbation of 
the Ladies, and which I chufe. 

Cur, Your mighty Heat, Sir, will be foon alla/d. 
Fred, Shall it ? 

Cur, Yes, Sir, it (hall, for you mud die. 
Fred, Sure thou art mad to tell me fo, whoe'er thou 
be^ft, 
Whilfl I have this about me. {Draws, 

Cur, That, Sir, you draw in vain ; (land off 

{Offers a Piftol, 
Fred, What new conceited Preparation s this ? 
Cur, When you know this Face, it will inform you. 

{Pulls offhisfalfe Beard, 
Fred, Curtius I I am betra/d, oh Villain ! 

{Offers to fight. 

Cur. Ho, within there 

{He calls y and all the masked Men come out^ 
and offer their Ptfiols at Frederick. 
Fred, Hold, I am the Prince of Florence, 
Cur. Thefe, Sir, are Rogues, and have no fenfe of 
But Mifchief in their Souls ; (ought. 

Gold is their Prince and God, go, be gone 

{They withdraw. 

See, Sir, I can command them. 

Fred, Curtius, why doft thou deal thus treacheroufly 
Did I not offer thee to fight thee fairly? (with me? 

Cur, Tis like the Injuries, Sir, that you have done me; 
Pardon me if my Griew make me too rude, 
And in coarfe terms lay all your Sins before you. 

Firft, Sir, you have debauched my lovely Sifter, 

The only one I had ; 

The Hope and Care of all our noble Family : 
Thou Prince didft ravifh all her Virtue from her, 
And left her nothing but a defperate fenfe of Shame, 
Which only ferv'd to do her felf that Juftice, 
Which I had executed, had ftie not prevented me. 
Fred, In this, upon my Soul, you do me wrong. 
Cur, Next, (Oh how unlike a brave and generous 
Man !) 

Without 
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Without a Caufe, you cafl me from your Bofom ; 

Withdrew the Honour of your promised Friendfhip, 

And made me partner in my Sifter's Fate ; 

Only with this difference, that ftie 

You left to a(ft a Murder on her felf ; 

And mine you would have been fo kind toVc done 

With your own hand, but my refpe<fl prevented it. 

Next, Sir, you ravifti'd Laura from mc, 

And under a pretence of facred Friendfhip, 
You proved your felf the worft of Enemies ; 
And that's a Crime you dare not fay was Ignorance, 
As you perhaps will plead your Sin to Claris was. 

Fr€d, Cloris, why what haft thou to do with Cloris t 

Cur, She was my Sifter, Frederick. 

Fred, Thy Sifter ! 

Cur, Yes, think of it well, 
A Lady of as pure and noble Blood, 
As that of the great Duke thy Father, 
Till you, bad Man, infedled it. 
— Say, ftiould I murder you for this bafe AdHon, 
Would you not call it a true Sacrifice ? 
And would not Heaven and Earth forgive it too ? 

Fred, No, had I known that ftie had been thy Sifter, 
I had received her as a Gift from Heaven ; 
And fo I would do ftill. 

Cur, She muft be fent indeed from Heaven, 
If you receive her now. 

Fred, Is Cloris dead ? Oh how I was to blame ! 

{Weeps. 
— Here thou ma>'ft finifti now the Life thou threatenHi 

Cur, Now, Sir, you know my Juftice and my Power ; 
Yet fmce my Prince can ftied a Tear for Cloris, 
I can forgive him ; — here. Sir, — fend mc to CloriSy 

{KneelSy and offers the Sward. 
That Mercy poffibly will redeem the reft 
Of all the Wrongs you've done me ; 
And you ftiall find nothing but Sorrow here. 
And a poor broken Heart that did adore you. 

Fred, Rife Curtius, and divide my Dukedom with me ; 
Do any thing that may preferve thy Life, 

And 
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And gain my Pardon ; alas thy Honour's fafe, 
Since yet none knows that Cloris was my Sifter, 
Or if they do, I muft proclaim this truth ; 
She d/d thy Prince's Wife. 

Cur, Thefe Tidings would be welcome to my Sifter, 
And I the fitting'ft Man to bear the News. 

{Offers to Jlab himfelf\ is held by Frederick, Laura, 
and Cloris, who come in with Ifabella, dre/s'd 
like Philibert, and the rejl. 
Lau. Stay Curtius, and take me with thee in the way. 
Cur, Lauray my deareft Laura I how came you hi- 
ther? 
Imu, Commanded by your Letter ; have you forgot it } 
Fred, CurtiuSy look here, is not this Christ Face ? 
Cur, The fame ; Oh my fweet Sifter, is it thee ? 

[Curtius goes to embrace her, Jhe goes back, 
Fred, Do not be ftiy, my Soul, it is thy Brother. 
Cur, Yes, a Brother who defpis'd his Life, 
When he believ'd yours loft or ftiam'd : 
But now the Prince will take a care of it. 
Clo, May I believe my Soul fo truly blefi'd 1 
Fred, Yes, Cloris, and thus low I beg thy pardon 

{Kneels, 
For all the Fears that I have made thee fuffer. 
Enter all the rejl, firjl Antonio and Alberto, without 

their Vizards, 
Clo, Rife, Sir, it is my Duty and my Glory. 
Alb, Sir, we have Pardons too to beg of you. 
Fred, Antonio and Alberto, what turn'd Bravoes ? 
Cur, I am amaz'd. 

Ant, Youll ceafe your Wonder, Sir, when you fliall 
know, 
— Thofe Bravoes which formerly belonged to you, 
And now maintained by me ; which Pietro hiPd 
For this night's fervice ; and from them we learnt 
What was to be done, (tho not on whom) 
But that w^e guefs'd, and thought it but our duty 
To put this Cheat on Curtius ; 
Which had we feen, had been refolv'd to kill you, 
Had been by us prevented : 

The 
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Clor. 'Twas a Temptation, Sir, I would not renture 
Left from the reafons of a juft Revenge, (on. 

And fo much Beauty as Alberto own'd, 
My Virtue fhould not well fecure your Intereft. 

Ant, But why, Ifmena^ was that killing Plot, 
When I was hid behind the Arras? for now I confefs alL 

Ifm, To make Alberto confident of my Love, 
And try his Friendfhip to the utmoft point 

Alberto too I found had fome referves, 

Which I belieVd his Amity to you. 

Alb, Yes, Madam, whilft I took you for his Wife, 
I thought it crime enough but to adore you ; 
But now I may with honour own my Paflion : 
I will, Iftnena^ confidently affure you, 
That I will die, unlefs you pity me. 

Ifm, She that durft tell you. Sir, how much (he lov'd, 
When you believ'd it was a Sin to do fo. 
Will now make good that Promife with Antonids leave. 

Ant, With perfe(fl Joy, I/menay I refign thee. 

[Ant gives him Ifm- 

Alb, By double Ties you now unite our S«uls ; 
Tho I can hardly credit what I fee, 
The Happinefs fo newly is arrived. [To Ant 

Enter Prince, Lorenzo, and Guilliam, who conus up 

/craping to Cloris. 

Fred. My Father is the kindeft Man on Earth, 
And Cloris (hall be welcome to his Bofom ; 
Who'll make him happy in my Reformation. 
— Here Curtius, take Laura ^ who, I find. 
Had rather be my Sifter than my Miftrefs : 
The Duke commands it fo. 

Cur. Till you have pardoned me my late Oflfences, 
I muft deny myfelf fo great a Happinefs. [Cur. kneels 

Fred, Rife, you have it. 

Enter Salvator. 

Sal. Is here not a Renegado belongs to me? 

Lau. No, Sir, my Faith's entire. 
And Curtius has the keeping of it 

Sal. Who made him M after of it, hau ? 

Lau, Heaven, my Inclinations, and the Prince. 

Sal, 
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Sal, Three powerful Oppofers ; 
Take her, fmce it mud be lo, 
And mayil thou be happy with her. 

Fred, Alberto, would this Court afforded 
A Lady worthy thee. 

Alb. Sir, Tm already fped, I humbly thank you. 

Lor, Sped, quoth ye ? Heaven defend 
Me from fuch Fortune. 

Fred, Lorenzo, I had forgot thee ; thou (halt e'en 
marry too. 

Lor, You may command me any thing but marrying. 

2^, What think you then of a fmooth-fac'd Boy ? 
r, A Pox on him, fure he will not tell now, will 
he? 

Ifab, My Lord, I beg your leave to challenge Lorenzo. 

Fred, What to a Duel, Philibertf 

Lor, Phil. Phil, hold, do not ruin the Reputation 
Of a Man that has acquired Fame amongfl the female Sex ; 
I protefl I did but jeft. 

Ifcdf, But, Sir, I'm in earned with you. 

Fred, This is not Philibert, 

Ifab, No, Sir, but Ifabella ^that was Philibert, 

\Pointing to Cloris. 

Clo, Yes, Sir, I was the happy Boy to be belov'd, 
When Cloris was forgotten. 

Fred, Oh how you raife my Love and Shame ! 
But why did Ifabella change her Habit ? 

Clo. Only to take my place, left you would mifs me, 
Who being with Laura, at the Lodgings of Clarina, 
And comparing the Words of her Letter 
With what the Bravoes had confefs'd to yhitonio, 
We found the Plot which was laid for you, 
And join'd all to prevent it. 

Fred. 'Twas fure the work of Heaven. 

^ab. And now, Sir, I come to claim a Husband here. 

Fred. Name him, and take him. 

I/ab, Lorenzo, Sir. 

Lor. Of all Cheats, commend me to a Waiting-Gen- 
I her Husband ? (tlewoman ; 

Ant, I am a Witnefs to that Truth. 

- Vol. IV. P Fred. 
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Fred, Tis plain againft you ; come, you muft be 
honed. 

'Z^r." AVin you compel irie to't againil my will ? 
Oh TyTanny, confider, I am a Man of Quality and For- 
tune. 

I fab. Ajp for riy Quiliti^s, !you If noM^ I Hfve f Jfficient, 
And Fortune, thanks to your Bounty, confiderable too. 

Fred, No matter, he has enough for both. 

Lor. Nay, Sir, an you be againil me, 
'Tis time to reform in my own defence ; 
But 'tis a thing I never confider'd, or thought on. 

Fred. Marry firft, and confidcar afterWatrdSi ' | 

Lor, That's the ufual "W^y I confefs ; * .1 

Come, I/abellay fmce the Priikre commands It, 
I do not love thee, but yet Til notfbrftreai: k; 
Since a greater Mifgicle than that is wio iigliti ' ■ 

And thars'my marrying thefev " ' " ' 

Well, 'tis well thoti art none of the mod be&titiftily 

I (hould fwear the Prince hadforae deltas on thee elfe. 

Clo. Yes, GuilHitm, fince thou haft been i6 laidiii^ ^ 

I dare aflure thee Lkeia fhall be tMne. - [Afide tp GtiiL 

Fred, Come, my felr Cloris^ inveft thy feif ' 

In all the Glories which I lately promised: • ^ 

^And Ladies, youTl attend her to the Court, • '- * 

And (hare the Welcomes Which the Doke pro^irides ber;^ 
Where all the Sallies of thy flattering 1?Wth > ' ^v 
Shall be no more remembered, but af^ pafl. ^ • 
Since 'tis a Race that irnift by Man be filn, • 
I'm happy in my Youth it was beigtW^>; ' - t .' 
It ferves mv futtite Manh66d to imp^tiv^,' - 
Which (hall be facrific'd to Wat- and love; - 
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Spoken by Cloris. 

LAdieSy the Prince was kind at lajly 
But all the Danger is not paft ; 
/ cannot happy be till you approve 
My hqfty condefcenfwn to his Love. 
'Twos want of Arty not Virtue y was my Crime \ 
And thafSy I vow, the Author's FauU. not mine. 
She might have made the Women pitilefsy 
Bui thai had harder been to me than this : 
She might have made our Lovers conflant too, 
A Work which Heaven it/elfcan/carcely do.\ 
Butfimpie Nature never taught the way 
To hide tho/e Pajfums which Jhe mt^fi obey. 
£Pen humble Cottages and Cells, 
Where Innocence and Virtue dwells. 
Than Courts no morefecure can be 
From Love and dangerous Flattery, 
Love in rural Triumph reigns^ 
As much a God amongli the Swains, 
As if the Sacrifices paid 
Were wounded Hearts by Monarchs made : 
And this might well excu/e /i' Offence, 
If it be/o to love a Prince, 
But, Ladies y U is your Hands alone y 
And not his Power, can rai/e me to a Throne ; 
Without that Aid I cannot reign. 
But will return back to my Flocks again. 
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Guilliam advances. 

GuiL HoWy go from Court/ nay^ zay net so. 
Hear me butfpeak before you go : 
Whoy say the Ladies Jhould re/u/eye. 

The B leads Pm/ure will belter u/eye 

So long as ye are kind and youngy 
I know th^ll clap ye right or wrong. 
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Younger Brother; 

OR, 

The Amorous Jilt. 



PROLOGUE, 

By an unknown Hand. 
Spoke by Mr. Powell. 

\S Rivals of each other jealous prove. 
And both ftrive which Jhall gain the Ladys Love, 
So we for your Affections daily vie: 
Not an Intriguer in the Gallery 
(IVhofgueeses hand of FhiWis maskd, that flood 
Ogling for Sale, in Velvet Scarf and Hood} 

P 3 ^-«« 
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Can with mon Paffiok hu dear t^yM^k parjuey 

Than we to make Diverfionfit for you. 

Grant we may pieaje^ and w^ve our outmoft Atm, 

*Tis to your Favour only we lay claim. 

In what can we oblige f Cot^d we prefent you 

With Mijircfs young, andfafe^ it woi/d content you ; 

Then Husbands, weary d out with Spoufe alone, 

And hen-peckd Keepers that drudge on with one^ 

J fancy hitlur ivou^d in Crouds refort^ 

As thick as Men for Offices to Court: 

Who'd flay behind ? the Beau above Three/core^ 

Wou'd hobble on, and gape for one bit more ; 

Min of ail Stations, from tlu Nobles, down 

To grcpue Sir Roger in his Cap and Gown^ 

Wou*d hither come. But wefome time mufl take. 

E'er we a ProjeCl offuch moment make ; 

Since that's laid by, for your Diverfion then. 

We do imnie the Brothers of the Pen ; 

The Courtier, Lawyer, Soldier, Player too, 

Wit n'er had more Encouragement than now ; 

Thofrce, or Aliens to our Stage, we take ^em^ 

Not kick 'em out, but native, Subje£ls make 'em. 

The Ladies too are always welcome here^ 

Let 'em in Writing or in Box appear. 

To that fair Sex we are obliged to day. 

Oh / th<:n be kind to a poor Orphan-Play, 

Whofe Parent while fhe lii/d oblig'd you all; 

You praised her living, and you mourned her Fall, 

Who coi^d, like her, ourfofter PaJ/lons move, 

The Life of Humour, and the Soul of Love f 

Wit's eldefl Sifler ; thro-out every Line, 

You might perceive fome fetnale Graces fhine. 

For poor Aflrea'j Infant we implore. 

Let it then live ^ thofhc is now no nwre. 
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MEN. 



Prince Frederick, 
Sir Rowland Marteen, 
George Marteen, 
Mr. Welbom, 
Sir Merlin Marteen, 
Sir Morgan Blunder, 
Mr. Twang, 
Britten, 

Conflable and Watch. 



Mr. Vcrbruggen* 
Mr. Johnfon. 
Mr. PowtL '■ • 
Mr, Horden. 
Mr. Pinkethnutn. 
Mr. Bullock. 
Mr, Smeaton. \ • 
Mr. Kent 
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WOMEN. 



MirtUIa, 
Olivia, 
Terefia, 
Lady Blunder, 
Mrs, Manage, 
Lady Youthly, 



Mrs, Knight. 
Mrs, Vcrbruggen. 
Mrs. Temple. 
Mrs, Powel. 
^rj. Wniis. 
Mrs, Harris. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
A Chamber. 

Enter George Marteen, in a rich Riding Habit, with his 

Valet Britton. 

Geo,\'\J^rQ you with Mrs. Manage, Britton f 

V V Britt, Yes, Sir ; and me cries as much for 
her wanting room for you in her Houfe, as (he would have 
done fome forty Years ago for a Difappointment of her 
Lover. But (he a(rures me, the Lodging (he has taken 
for you, is the beft in all Lincolns-Inn-Fields, 

Geo, And did you charge her to fend Mirtille^s Page 
to me? 

Britt. I did. Sir ; and hell be with you inflantly. 

Geo. 'Tis well ^Then (hall I hear fome News of 

my Mirtilla, [A/ide, 

Britton, hade thee, and get my Equipage in order; a 
handfome Coach, rich Liveries, and more Footmen : for 

'tis Appearance only paffes in the World ^And d'ye 

hear, take care none know me by any other Name than 
that of Lejere. 

Britt, I (haU, Sir. [Erit. 

Geo. I came not from Paris into England, as my old 
Father thinks, to reform into a dull wretched Life in Wales, 
No, ril rather trud my kind Midrefs Fortune, that has 
dill kept me like her Darling, than purchafe a younger 
Brother's narrow Stipend, at the expence of my Pleafure 
and Happinefs. 

Enter Olivia in a Page's Habit, She runs and em- 
braces George. 

Oliv, My ever charming Brother ! 

Geo, My bed, my dear Olivia / 

Oliv. 
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Oliv, The fame lovely Man ftill ! Thy Gallantry and 
Beauty's all thy own ; Paris could add no Graces to thy 
Air ; nor yet pervert it into Afle^lation. 

Geo, Spare me, and tell me how Mirtilla fares. 

Oliv, 1 think. Brother, I writ you word to Paris^ of 
a Marriage concluded betwixt me and Welborn, 

Geo, That Letter I received : but from the dear Mir- 
tilla^ not one foft word ; not one tender Line has bled 
my Eyes, has eas'd my panting Heart this tedious three 
Months fpace ; and thou with whom I left the weighty 
Charge of her dear Heart, to watch her lovely Eyes, to 
give me notice when my Rivals prefs'd, and when (he 
waver'd in her Faith to me, even thou wert filent to me, 
cruel Sifter. 

Oliv, Thou wilt be like a Lover prefently, and tire 
the Hearer with a Book of Words, of heavy Sighs, dying 
Languiftiments, and all that huddle of Nonfenfe ; and not 
tell me how you like my Marriage. 

Geo, Welborn^^ my Friend, and worthy of thy Heart. 

Oliv, I never faw him yet ; and to be fold unfeen, 
and unfigh'd for, in the Flower of my Youth and Beauty, 
gives me a ftrange averfion to the Match. 

Geo, Oh I you'll like him when you fee him — But my 
Mirtilla. 

Oliv, Like him no, no, I never (hall what, 

come a Stranger to my Husband's Bed ? 'Tis Proftitution 
in the leudeft manner, without the Satisfadlion ; the Plea- 
fiire of Variety, and the Bait of Profit, may make a lame 
excufe for Whores, who change their Cullies, and quit 
their naufeous Fools No, no, my Brother, when Pa- 
rents grow arbitrary, 'tis time we look into our Rights 
and Privileges ; therefore, my dear George^ if e'er thou 
hope for Happinefs in Love, aftift my Difobedience. 

Geo. In any worthy Choice be fure of me ; but canft 
thou wi(h Happinefs in Love, and not inform me fome- 
thing of Mirtilla f 

Oliv. Ill tell you better News our hopeftd elder 

Brother, Sir Merlin^ is like to be difinherited ; for he is. 
Heaven be thanked 

P 5 Geo, 
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Geo, Marr/d to fame Town-Jilt, the conunom fete of 
Coxcombs* 

. Oliv, Not fo, my dear George^ but fets up for a cele- 
brated Rake-hell, as well as Gameiler ; he cou'd not have 
found out a more dextrous way to have made thee Heir to 
four Thoufand Pounds a Year. 

Gto, What's that without Mirtilla f 

Oliv, Prithee no more of her— Love fpoils a fine 
Gentleman : Gaming, Whoring and Fighting, may qua* 
lify a Man for Converfation ; but Love penrerts all one's 
Thoughts, and makes us fit Company for none but one's 
felf ; for even a Miflrefs can fcarce difpenfe with afighing, 
whining Lover's Company long, tho all he (ays flatters 
her Pride. 

Geo, Why dofl thou trifle with me, when diou kiiowefl 
the Violence of my Love ? 

Oliv, I wifli I could any way divert your ThoQghte 
from her, I would not have your Joy depend on fuch a 
fickle Creature. 

Geo, MirUUa falfe ! What, my MirtUla falfe ! 

Oliv. Even your MirtilMs falie, and married to 
another. 

Geo, Married ] Mirtilla married I Tis impoflible. 

Oliv, Nay married to that bawhng, drmking Fool, 
Sir Morgan Blunder, 

Geo, Married, and married to Sir Morgan BiunderJ a 
Sot, an ill-bred fenfelefs Fool ; almoft too great a Fool 
to make a Coimtry Juftice? 

Oliv, No doubt, flie had her Aims in't, he's a very 
convenient Husband, 111 aflure you, and that fuits her 
Temper : he has Eilate and Folly enough, and ihe has 
Youth, and Wantonnefs enough to match 'em. 

Geo, Her Choice gives me fome Comfort, and fome 
Hopes ; for I'll purine her, but for Revenge, not 
Love. 

Oliv, Forget her rather, for flie's not worth Revenge, 
and that way 'twill be none ; proftitute in Soid as Body, 
jftie doats even on me in Breeches. 

Geo, On thee, her Page? doat on thee, a Youth 1 ike 
knew thee not as Woman. .; .. , . • -jj- 

Oliv, 
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'• Oli'y, No, that Secret I have kept to do you Service. — 
At firft (he faid fhe lov'd me for your fake, becaufe you 
recommended me ; and when I uing, or plaid upon my 
Flute, wou'd kifs my Cheek, and figh, and often (when 
alone) wou'd fend for me, and fmile, and talk, and fet 
my Hair in Curls, to make me faucy and familiar with 
her. One Day fhe faid, Endimion^ thy Name-fake was 
thus carefs'd by Cynthia : A Goddefs did not fcom the 
humble Swain, whom by her Love fhe equaled to her 
Deity. She found that I had Senfe to underftand her, and 
paid her Advances back with equal Ardour. 

Geo. Oh, Curfe ! where learnt fhe all this Wickednefs ? 

\Afid€. 

Oitv, But fhe being obliged to go for Flanders, to fet 
her Sifler take the holy Habit, I feign'd a Sicknefs to be 
left behind, hoping that Abfence might abate her Flame ; 
yet fhe returned more amorous, and fearing the Thefts of 
Love might wound her Honour, fhe thou^t a Husband 
would fecure that Shame ; and luckily my Aunt arrived 
from Wales, and brought Sir Morgan with her, who 
lodging where we did, at Mrs. Manages, my Aunt (that 
doats on Quality in either Sex) made up this hafly Match, 
unknown to me, tho for my fake. 

Geo, What vdU not faithlefs Woman do, when fhe is 
raging? 

Oliv, And now having fo well prepared the way, (he 
grows imj^tient for an Opportunity ; and thou artarriv'd, 
mod happily to fuccourme. 

Geo. No, for fome days keep this habit on, it may be 
ufeful to us ; but I mud fee this faithlefs perjur'd Woman, 
which I mud contrive with Mrs. Manage, 

Oliv, Yet pray refolve to fee my Father fird ; for 
noVs the critical time to make thy Fortune : he came to 
Town lad night, and lodges here at Mrs. Manages, with 
my Aunt Blunder. 

Ceo. Whaty in the Houfe with thee, and not know 
tiiee? 

Oliv. No more than a Pried does CompafTion ; he 
tiiinks me at Hackney, making Wax Babies, where he 
intends to vifit me within thefe three days.**— ^But I for- 
got 
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got to tell you, our Brother, Sir Merliriy lodges in this 
Houfe with you ; and (hou'd he know you 

Geo, Tis impoflible Pve not feen him, or my 

Father, thefe five Years. Abfence, my Growth, and this 
unexpected Equipage, will not be penetrated by his Ca- 
pacity. 

Oliv, True, he'll never look for his Brother George^ 

in the Gallantry and Perfon of Monfieur Lejere My 

good Father experts you home, like the prodigal Son, 
all torn and tatter'd, and as penitent too. 

Geo, To plod on here, in a laborious Cheating, all my 
Youth and Vigour, in hopes of drunken Pleafures when 
Pm old ; or elfe go with him into Wales, and there lead a 
thoughtlefs Life, hunt, and drink, and make love to 
none but Chamber-maids. No, my Olivia, 111 ufe the 
fprightly Runnings of my Life, and not hope diflant Plea- 
fures from its Dregs. 

Oliv, For that, ufe your Difcretion ; now equip your 
felf to your prefent Bufmefs ; the more (imply you are 
clad and look^ the better. PU home and expeci you. 

[Exit 

Geo, Do fo, my good Sifter ; a little formal Hypocrify 
may do, 'twill relifti after Liberty ; for a Pleafure is ne- 
ver fo well tafted, as when it's feafon'd with fome Op- 
pofition. 

Enter Britton. 

Britt, Sir, Pve News to tell you, will furprize you; 
Prince Frederick is arriv'd. 

Geo, Is't poflible } I left him going for Flanders. 

Britt, PaiTmg by our Door, and feeing your Livery, 
he enquir'd for you ; and finding you here, alighted juil 
now. But fee. Sir, he's here. 

Enter Prince Frederick ; they meet and embrace, 

Geo. My Life's Preferver, welcome to my Arms, as 
Health to fick Men. 

Fred, And thou to mine, as the kind Miftrefs to the 
longing Lover ; my Soul's Delight, and Darling of the 
Fair. 

Geo, Ah Prince I you touch my bleeding Wound. 

Fred, 
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Fred. Ha Lejere! leave to unhappy Lovers, thofe 
Sighs, thofe folded Arms, and down-cail Eyes. 

Geo, Then they are fit for me : my Miftrefs, Sir, that 
Treafure of my Life, for whom you've heard me figh, is 
perjured, falfe, and married to another. Yet what is 
woife, I find my Prince, my Friend, here in my native 
Country, and am not able to pay him what his Greatnefs 
merits. 

Fred. You pain me when you comphment my Friend- 
fhip. {Embracing. 

Geo. Perhaps you will not think me worth this Ho- 
nour, when you (hall hear my Story. 

Prince, Thou canfl fay nothing I can value lefs. 

Geo, Perhaps too my way of Living has deceived you, 
being dill received by Princes, as Companions in all their 
Riots, Loves, and Divertifements ; where eVn you did 
me the Honour to efleem, and call me Friend. 

Prince. Whatever thou art, Tm fure thy Mind's illuf- 
trious. 

Geo, My Family, I mud confefs, is honourable ; but, 
Sir, my Father was the younger Houfe, of which my un- 
happy felf was deflin'd to be lafl : I'm a Cadety that 
Out-caft of my Family, and bom to that curfe of our 
old Engli/h Cuflom. Whereas in other Countries, youn- 
ger Brothers are train'd up to the Exercife of Arms, where 
Honour and Renown attend the Brave ; we bafely bind 
our youngefl out to Slavery, to lazy Trades, idly con- 
fin'd to Shops or Merchants Books, debafmg of the Spirit 
to the mean Cunning, how to cheat and chalfer. 

Prince. A Cuflom infupportable ! 

Geo. To this, to this low wretchednefs of Life, your 

Servant, Sir was deflin'd by his Parents, and am yet 

this bound indentur'd Slave. 

Prince. Thou hafl no caufe to quarrel with thy Stars, 
fince Virtue is mofl valu'd when oppreft — Are all your 
Merchants Apprentices thus gay .** 

Geo. Not all but. Sir, I could not bow my Mind 

to this fo necefTary Drudgery ; and yet however, I af- 
fum'd my native Temper, when out o'th' Trading City ; 
in it, I forc'd my Nature to a dull flovenly Gravity, which 

well 
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well enotigh deceit'd the bafy Block-heads ; my Qotheft 
and Equipage I lodg'd at this End of the Town, where I 
ftill pafs'd for fotnething better than I was, whene'er I 
pleas'd to change the Trader for the Gentleman. 

Prince, And liv'd thus undifcover'd— 
Geo. With Eafe, ftill lov*d and courted by the Great,' 
evei' pla/d high with thofe durft venture moft ; and dmft 
make Love where'er my Fancy lik'd : but fomedmet 
nmning out my Mailer's Caih, (which was fapply'd ftUl 
by my Father) they fent me, to reform my expenfive 
Life, a Fadlor, into France — ^ftill I cffa/d to be a |dod-' 
ding Thriver, but found my Parts not fbrm'd for dirty 
Bufinefs. 

Prince, There's not a Thought, an Adlion of thy Soul, 
that does not tend to fomething far more glorious. 

Geo, If yet you think me worthy of your ^aTOur, com- 
mand that Life you have fo oft preferv'd. 

Prince, No more ; ^Thou haft increas'd my Value - 

for thee. — Oh ! take my Heart, and fee how't has beim> 
us'd by a fair Charmer, fmce I faw thee laft— ^ThaT 
fullen daj we parted, you for Engiamdy yoiMnay remem- 
ber I dengn'd for Flanders, >• \ \ 

'Geo, I do with Melancholy, Sir, remember it:* I 

Prince, ArriVd at Ghent ^ I went to iee vk Em^ii^ 
Ntm initiated, where I beheld the pretty Innocent, de- 
livered up a Vidlim to fooliih Chafhty ; btit among die 
Relations, then attending the Sacrifice, was a£ur SiAsrt 
of the young Votrefs, but fo furpafling all Pad feea b^. 
fore, that I negledling the dull nbly Bufiaefs> paid i^ 
Devotion to that kneeling Saint. 

Geo, That was the nearcfl way to Heaven, my Lord. =' • 

Prince. Her Face, that had ' a thoufand Qvinns'ofci 
Youth^ was heightened with an Air of Languilhment ; a 
lovely Sorrow dwelt upon her Byei, that >tau£^ '»m)ii^ 
ne#-bom-Paffion Awe and Reverence. ■• 

Geo, This Defcription of her fires roe— -^**'«i »•: \Afai$^^ 

Prince, Her dhnpl'd M6uth> h^r Neck, litp Haiid^ iuk ' 
Hair, a Majcfly and Grace in every MotiotH ebopkaitod'^ 
my Undoing ; I rav^d, I burnt, I kmguilh'd with Defire, 
the holy Place cou'd fcarce contain my Madnefs : with 

Pain, 
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Pain, with Torture, I reflrain'd my PafTion when Ihe 
retir'd, led fadly from the Altar. I, mixing with the 
Croud, enquir'd her Name and Country; her Servant 
told me, that fhe was of Quality, and liv'd in England^ 
nay, in this very Town : this gave me Anguilh not to 
be conceived, tiU I refolv'd to follow her, which is the 
oaufe you find me here fo foon. Thy Aid, thy Aid, jLejere^ 
or I am loll. . 

Geo. I ndfh to live no longer than to ferve your High^ 
ne(s : if fhe be, Sir^ a Maid of Quality, i fhall foon find 
her out, and then you'll eafily conquer. YouVe all the 
Youth, and Beauty, that can chann ; and what gain^ 
mod upon a Woman's Heart, youVe a powerful Title, 
Sir, a fort of Philter, that ne'er fails to win. But you've 
not told me yet the Lady's Name* 

Prince. I had forgot that ; ^'Tis in thefe Tablets : 

\Gives him the X<^bUU. 
VvcL now in hade, going to receive fome Bills : I lodge 
at Welborn% who came over with me, being fent for to 
he marr/d. 

Geo. I know the Houfe, 'tis in SouthampiopiSquare : 

111 wait upon your Highnefs ■ [Exit Prince. 

Let me fee— Daughter to a deceased Lord j a Maid, 
and no Dowry, but Beauty ; living in Uncolf^s-Inn-Fields. 

[opening the, Tablets^ reads. 
--?tHa I — her Name Mirtilla / MirtUla / [Pau/eSy, 

Prince, thou hafl paid thy felf for all the Favours done me. 

Mirtilla / [Pau/es. 

"Why yes, Mirtilla/ He takes but what (he ha^ giv^n^ 

away already. . ' 

Oh ! damn her, (he has broke her Faith, h^r Vows, and 

ist no longer mine ^And thou'rt my Friend. ; 

[Pau/e^ a^dtt^ 
Mfrtilit^% but my Miftrefs, and has taken all the Repofe 

ot my poor Life away ^Yes, let him take her, I'll re- 

fi|fn her to him ; and therefore (hut my Eyes againd her 
Gharmft : fix. her Inconflancy about my Heartland fcom 
M^iateVer ihe can give me« \j^^' 

.'"• « . t , • J ■ • . . • ^ ■ ,. ■ 

nr.. ! SCENE 
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SCENE II. A Chamber. 

Enter Sir Morgan Blunder in a Night-Gown and Cap ; 
to him Manage with a Caudle, 

Man, Your Lady Mother has fent you a Caudle, Sir. 

Sir Mor, Good Mrs. Manage^ remember my kind Love 
to my Lady Mother, and tell her, I thank her for her 
Poflet, but never eat in a Morning after hard drinking 
over night. 

Man. Ah, Sir, but now you're marr/d to a fine Lady, 
you ought to make much of your felf. 

Sir Mor, Good Madam, as little of your Matrimony as 
of your Caudle ; my Stomach is plaguy fqueamifh, and a 
hair of the old Ddg's worth both of 'em. Oh ! fick ! 
fick ! 

Enter Sir Merlin, /inping a Song in prai/e of a Rake- 

heirs Life. 

A SONG. 
The Town-Rake ; written by Mr. Motteux, 

L 

WHat Life can compare with the jolly Town-Rak^Sf 
When in Youth his full Swing of all PUafure 
he takes f 
At Noon, he gets up, for a Whet, and to dine. 
And wings the dull Hours with Mirth ^ Mufick and Wine ; 
Then jogs to the Play-houfe, and chats with the Masks, 
And thence to the Rofe, where he takes his three Flasks, 
There y great as a Caefar, he revels, when drunk, 
Andfcours all he meets, as he reels to his Punk ; 
Then finds the dear Girl in his Arms when he wakes. 
What Life can compare with the Jolly Town-Rak^sf 

IL 

He, like the Great Turk, has his Favorite She ; 
But the Town^s his Seraglio, andflill he lives free. 

Some- 
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Sometimes /h^s a Lady ; but as he mujl rangey 
Black-Betty, or Oy{ieT-Do\i,/erves/or a Change. 
As he varies his Sports, his whole Life is a Feajl \ 
He thinks him thafsfobereft the mojl like a Beaft, 
At Houfes of Pleafure breaks Windows and Doors ; 
Kicks Btillies and Cullies, then lies with their Whores, 
Rare work for the Surgeon, and Midwife he makes. 
What Life can compare with the Jolly Town-Rak^s t 

III. 

Thus in Covent-Garden he makes his Campaign, 
And no Coffee-houfe haunts, but to fettle his Brain, 
He laughs at dry Morals, and never does think, 
Unlefs*tis to get the befl Wenches and Drink, 
He dwells in a Tavern, and lies ei/ry where, 
And improving his hours, lives an Age in a Year : 
For as Life is uncertain, he loves to make hafle ; 
And thus he lives longefl, becaufe he lives f aft : 
Then a Leap in the dark to the Devil lie takes. 
What Death can compare with the Jolly Town-Rakis f 

Sir Mer, Why, how now, Sir Morgan, I fee you'll 
make a Husband of the right Town-Mode : What, mar- 
ried but four Days, and at your feparate Apartment 
already ? 

Sir Morg, A Plague of your what dVe call ums. 

Sir Mer, Rakehells you would fay, Coufm, an honour- 
able Appellation for Men of Bravery. 

Sir Morg, Ay, ay, your Rakehells 1 was never fo 

muddled with Treafon, Tierce Claret, Oaths and Dice, all 
the Days of my Life — Was I in cafe to do Family duty.^ 
Slife you drank down all my Love, all my Prudence too ; 
Gad forgive me for it. 

Sir Mer, Why, how the Devil cam*il thou to bear thy 
Liquor fo ill ? Ods my Life, you drunk like a French-man 
new come to the Univerfity. 

Sir Mor, Pox, I can bear their drinking as well as any 
Man ; but your London way of Boufing and Politics does 
not agree with my Conflitution. Look ye, Coufm, fit 

•J Vol. IV. quietly 
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quietly to't,and HI (land my ground ; but to have fcream- 
ing Whores, noify BuUies, ratthng Dice, fwearing and 
curfmg Gamefters, Couz. turns the Head of a Country- 
Drinker, more than the Wine. 
Sir Merl, Oh ! Ufe, Coufm, will make an able Man. 
Sir Mor, Ufe, Coufm ! Ufe me no Ufes ; for if ever 
you catch me at your damn'd Clubs again, Til give you 
my Mother for a Maid : Why you talk downright 
Treafon. 

Sir MerL Treafon, ay 

Sir Morg, Ah Coufm, why we talked enough to— 
hang us all. 

Sir MerL My honeil Country-Couz. when wilt thou 
underftand the Gueiphs, and the Gibelins ; and learn to 
talk Treafon o' this fide the Law 1 bilk a Whore without 
remorfe ; break Windows, and not pay for *em ; drink 
your Bottle without asking Queflions ; kill your Man 
without letting him draw ; play away your Money with- 
out fear of your Spoufe, and flop her Mouth by under- 
mining her Nofe ? 

Sir Morg, Come, come, look you Coufin, one word 
of Advice now Tm fober ; what the Devil (hould provoke 
thee and me to put ourfelves on our twelve Godfathers 
for a Frolick ? We who have Eflates. I ihou'd be loth 
to leave the World with a fcurvy Song, compofed by the 
Poet Stemhold. 

Enter at the Door Sir Rowland, hearkning. 
Or why, d'ye fee, Ihou'd I expofe my Noddle to the 
Billmen in Flannel, and lie in the Roundhoufe, when I 
may go to bed in a whole skin with my Lady Wife ? 

Sir Mer, Gad, Sir Morgan^ thou hail fometimes pretty 
fmart fatirical Touches with thee ; ufe but IVi/fs Coffee- 
houfe a little, and with thy Eflate, and that Talent, thou 
mayft fet up for a Wit. 

Sir Mor. Mercy upon me, Sir Merlin, thou art (lark 
mad : What, I a Wit ! I had rather be one of yoiu* Rake- 
hells : for, look ye, a Man may fwear and ilare, or fo ; 
break Windows, and Drawers Heads, or fo ; unrig a 
needy Whore, and yet keep one's Eflate : but fhou'd I 

turn 
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turn Wit, 'twere impoffible ; for a Wit with an Eflate, 
is like a Prifoner among the Cannibals. 

Sir Merl, How fo, good Sir Morgan f 

Sir Morg. Why, the needy Rogues only feed him with 
Praife, to fatten him for their Palates, and then devour 
him. 

Sir MerL I applaud your choice, Coufm ; for what 
Man of Bravery wou'd not prefer a Rake to a Wit? The 
one enjoys the Pleafures, the other can only rail at ; and 
that not out of Confcience, but Impotence : for alas I a 
Wit has no quarrel to Vice in Periedlion, but what the 
Fox had to the Grapes ; he can't play away his himdred 
Pound at fight ; his Third Day won't afford it ; and 
therefore he rails at Gamefters ; Whores Ihun him, as 
much as Noblemen, and for the fame caufe. Money ; 
thofe care not to fell their Carcafes for a Sonnet, nor 
thefe to fcatter their Guineas, to be told an old Tale of a 
Tub, they were fo well acquainted with before. 

Sir Mor. What's that. Sir Merlin f 

Sir MerL Why, their Praife ; ^for the Poet's Flat- 
tery feldom reaches the Patron's Vanity ; and what's too 
flrong feafon'd for the rest of the World, is too weak for 
their Palates. 

Sir Morg, Why, look ye, Coufin, you're a flireud 
Fellow : Whence leam'd you this Satire ? for I'm fure 
'tis none of thy own ; for I Ihou'd as foon fufpe^ thee 
guilty of good Nature, as Wit. 

Sir Merl, I fcom it ; and therefore I confefs I dole the 
Obfervation from a Poet ; but the Devil pick his Bones 
for diverting me from the noble Theme of Rakchells. 

Sir Morg, Noble Theme, Sir Merlin / look ye, d'ye 
fee : Don't miftake me, I think 'tis a very fcurvy one ; 
and I wou'd not have your Father know that you fet up 
for fuch a Reprobate ; for Sir Rowland would certainly 
ditinherit thee. 

Sir Merl, O keep your mufty Morals to your felf, good 
Country Couz; theyll do you fervice to your Welch 
Criminals, for ftealing an Hen, or breaking up a Wenches 
Inclofure, or fo. Sir Morgan ; but for me, I defpife 'em : 
I have not been admitted into the Family of the Rake- 

hellorums 



356 The Younger Brother \ 

hellorums for this, Sir : Let my Father drink old Adam^ 
read the Pilgrinis Progre/s, The Country Jujlice's Callings 
or for a Regale, drink the dull ManufaAure of Malt and 
Water ; I defy him ; he can't cut off the Entail of what 
is fettled on me : and for the reft, PI truft Dame For- 
tune ; and pray to the Three Fatal Sifters to cut his rot- 
ten Thred m two, before he thinks of any fuch Wick- 
edncfs. 

Enter Sir Rowland in a great Rage. 

Sir RowL Will you fo, Sir ? Why how now, Sirrah ! 
get you out of my Houfc, Rogue ; get out of my Doors, 
Rafcal. [Beats him. 

Enter Lady Blunder. 

L. Blund. Upon my Honour now. Brother, what's 
the matter? Whence this ungenerous Difturbance ? 

Sir RowL What's the matter ! the difturbance ! Why, 

Sifter, this Rogue here this unintelligible gracelefs 

Rafcal here, wiU needs fet up for a Rakehell, when there's 
fcarce fuch a thing in the Nation, above an Ale-draper's 
Son ; and chufes to be aukardly out of faftiion, merely 
for the fake of Tricking and Poverty ; and keeps com- 
pany with the fenfclcfs, profane, lazy, idle, noify, grove- 
ling Rafcals, purely for the fake of fpending his Eftate 
like a notorious Blockhead : But I'll take care he Oiall not 
have what I can difpofe of— Youll be a Rake-hell, will 
you? 

L. Blund, How Coufm ! Sure youll not be fuch a 
filthy beaftly thing, will you ? 

Sir MerL Lord, Aunt, I only go to the Club fome- 
times, to improve my fclf in the Art of Living, and the 
Accomplilhmcnts of a fine Gentleman. 

Sir RowL A fine Gentleman, Sot, a fine Coxcomb ! 

[Beats kirn. 

Sir Morg, Hold, hold, good Uncle ; my Coufin has 
been only drawn in, a little or fo, d'ye fee, being Heir 
to a good Eftate ; and that's what his Club wants, to pay 
off old Tavern Scores, and buy Utenfils for Whores in 
Faftiion. 

Sir Row. My Eftate fold to pay Tavern-Scores, and keep 
nafty Whores ! 

L. Blun, 
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L. Blun, Whores ! ay filthy Creatures ; do they deal 
in Whores ? Pray Coufin what's a Rake-hell ? 

Sir RowL A Rake-hell is a Man that defies Law and 
good Manners, nay, and good Senfe too ; hates both 
Morality and Religion, and that not for any Reafon (for 
he never thinks) but merely becaufe he don't underftand 
'em ; He's the Whore's Protedlion and Punilhment, the 
Baud's Tool, the Sharper's Bubble, the Vintner's Pro- 
perty, the Drawer's Terror, the Glafier's Benefactor ; in 
ihort, a roaring, thoughtlefs, heedlefs, ridiculous, imiver- 
fal Coxcomb. 

Sir MerL O Lord, Aunt, no more like him than an 
Attome/s like an honeil Man. Why a Rake-hell is — 

Sir Rowl, What, Sirrah ! what, you Rebel ? 

[Strikes him. 

L, Blun, Nay, good Brother, permit my Nephew to 
tell us his Notion. 

Sir Aferl, Why, Aunt, I fay a Rake-hell is your only 
Man of Bravery ; he flights all the Fotce of Fortune, and 

flicks at no Hazard -plays away his hundred Pounds at 

fight, pays a Lady's Bill at fight, drinks his Bottle with- 
out equivocation, and fights his Man without any Provo- 
cation. 

Sir Row, Nay then, Mr. Rogue, I'll be fwom thou art 
none : Come, Sir, will you fight, Sir ? will you fight, 
Sir ? Ha ! [Draws his Sward, 

Sir Mer, Fight, Sir ! fight. Sir ! 

Sir Rowl, Yes, fight, Sir : Come, fpare your Prayers 
to the three Fatal Sifters, and cut my Thred thy felf, thou 
gracelefs reprobate Rafcal — Come, come on, you Man 
of Bravery. [Runs at Sir Merlin, who retires be/ore 

him : Sir Morgan Itolds Sir Rowland. 

Sir MerL Oh, good Sir, hold : I recant, Sir, I recant. 

Sir Rowl, [Putting up.] Well, I'm fatisf/d thou'lt 
make no good Rake-hell in this Point, whatever you will 
in the others. And fince Nature has made thee a Coward, 
Inclination a Coxcomb, I'll take care to make thee a 
Beggar ; and fo thou flialt be a Rake-hell but in WilL 
rU difinherit thee, I will. Villain. 

L. Blun, What, difinherit your eldeft Son, Brother ? 

Sir 



358 The Younger Brother-, 

Sir MerL Ay, Aunt, his very Heir apparent ? Aunt, 
to fhow you how the old Gentleman has mifreprefented 
us, give me leave to prefent you a Dance I provided to 
entertain your Son with, in which is reprefented all the 
Beauties of our Lives. 

L. Blun. Oh ! by all means, Coufm, by all means. 

Sir MerL What hoa ? Roger ^ bring in the Dancers. 

Here the Dance, reprefenting Rake-hells, Conftable, 

Watch, &»c. 

Enter Philip. 
Phil. Sir, who do*s your Worfhip think is arriv'd ? 
Sir Row, My Son George^ I hope, come in the Nick. 

Phil, Even lo, Sir, from Paris [Exit. 

Sir RowL The Prodigal returned ! then kill the fatted 
Calf. 

Enter George drefl like a Prentice. 
— My own dear Boy, thou art welcome to my Anns, 
as e'er thy Mother was ; for whofe dear fake I pardon 
all thy Follies. [Kneels, 

Sir Merl, Ay, Sir, I had a Mother too, or I'm be- 

1/d [Weeping, 

Pox take him that he (hould come jufl in the nick, as the 
old Fellow fays [AJide, 

Sir Row. Yes, you had a Mother, whom in my Youth 
I was compel'd to marry ; and Gad, I think, I got thee 
with as ill a Will ; but George and my Olivia in heat of 
Love, when my defire was new. But harkye Boy George, 
you have cod me a damn'd deal of Money, Sirrah ; out 
you fhall marry, and redeem all, George, 

Geo. What you pleafe, Sir ; to ftudy Virtue, Duty and 
Allegiance, fhall be my future BuHnefs. 

Sir Rowl, Well faid, George, here's a Boy now. 

Sir Merl, Virtue and Allegiance ! Lord, Lord, how 
came fo fneaking a fellow to ipend five thoufand Pounds 
of his Mailer's Cafh ? 

Sir Rowl, She's rich, George, but fomething homely. 

Geo, She'll not be proud then, Sir. 

Sir 
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Sir Row. Not much of her Beauty — (he's of a good 
(laid Age too, about fome fourfcore 

Geo. Better ilill, Sir, I fhall not fear Cuckoldom. 

Sir Row. For that I cannot anfwer ; but (he has two 
thoufand a year. I mean to fettle my Family, and then — 
marry my felf, George. 

L. Blun. What to this old Lady's Grand -daughter ? 
Methinks (he's more fit for your Son, Sir Rowlandy and 
the old Lady for you. 

Sir Row. No, no, the young Rogues can help them- 
felves with Miflreffes ; but 'tis well if an old Man can 

keep his Wife to himfelf I've invited 'em to Dinner 

to day, and fee, they are come. 

Enter Lady Youthly, led by her Chapiaiity and lean- 
ing on a Staffs and Terefia. 

L. Youth. Where's Sir Rowland Marteen f Oh, your 
Servant, Sir, I am come. [Runs againft George. 

Chap. Your Lady(hip is miftaken, this is not Sir Row- 
laftdf but a handfome proper young Man. 

L. Youth. A young Man! I cry your mercy heartily 

Young Man, I alighted in the Sun, and am almoft blind. 

Geo. With wondrous old Age. [AJlde. 

L. Youth. Good lack, Sir Rowland^ that I (hou'd mif- 
take a young Man fo ! 

Sir Row. Ay, Madam, and fuch a young Man too. 

L. Youth. Ay, ay, I fee him now. 

[Puts on her Spedacles. 

Geo. S'death, what a Sepulcher is here, to bury a Huf- 
band in? How came fhe to efcape the Flood ? for fure 
(he was not bom fince. [Aftde, 

Sir Row. This is the lufty Lad, my Son George^ I told 
your Ladyftiip of. 

L. Youth. Co fo, cot fo, is it fo, Sir? I ask your 
Pardon, Sir. Mr. Twang, take a furvey of him, and 
give me your Opinion of his Perfon and his Parts. 

Twang. Truly, Madam, the young Man is of a comely 
Pcrfonage and Lineaments. 

L. Youth. Of what, Sir ? — Lord I have fuch a Cold. 

[Coughs. 

Geo. 
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Geo, Which (he got when the Pi^ went naked. 

L. Blun, Madam, you have a Power over Sir Rowland ; 
pray intreat him to take his Son, Sir Merlin^ into Grace 
again. \To Terefia. 

Tere, That, Sir, you mufl grant me ; pray let me know 
the Quarrel. \Sir Rowland yjr^ww to tell, 

Geo, By Heaven (he's fair, as the firft ruddy Streaks of 
opening Day. [Looking on Terefia, 

Young as the budding Rofe, foft as a Cupid, but never 
felt his Dart, (he is fo full of Life and Gaiety. Pray, 
Madam, who is that Lady ? \To Lady Blun« 

L. Blun, The Grandchild of your Millrefs, and your 
Mother that muft be. 

Geo, Then I (hall cuckold my Father, that's certain. 

[Afide, 

Sir Row, For your fake, Madam, once again I re-efta- 
bli(h him in my Family ; but the firft Fault ca(hiers him — 

Come let's in Here, my Lady Youthly, take George 

by the hand ; but have a care of the young Rogue, if 
he comes once to touch fo brisk a Widow, he fets her 
Heart on fire. 

Geo, Which will bum like a fnuff of a Candle ; no 
body will be able to endure it \Afide, 

So Fortune, I fee, provides for me : 

On this hand Wealth, on that young Pleafures lie ; 
He ne'er wants thefe, who has that kind Supply. 



ACT II. SCENE I. 

Enter Sir Rowland, Terefia, and Lady Youthly, &•€, 

L. Youth, V 1 7 E L L, Sir Rowland^ if I (hould be in- 
VV clin'd to caft away my felf on your 
Son George, what wou'd you fettle ? 

Sir Row, Settle ! not a Soufe, Madam ; he carries the 
beft younger Brother's Fortune in Chriftendom about 
him. 

L. Youth' 
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L. Ycuih. Why, the young Man's deferving, I confefs. 
But he's your Son, Sir Rowland, and fomething ought to 
be fettled upon the Heirs of our Bodies, lawfully begotten. 

Sir Row, All Hercules his Labours were a Jig to his 
that (hall beget 'em. \Afide. 

If you like him upon thefe terms, to make him Mailer 
of your Fortune 

L. Youth, For that, let him trufl. to me, and his own 
defervings. 

Sir Row, No truiling in thefe fickle Times, Madam — 
Why, 111 let the young flurdy Rogue out to hire ; heTI 
make a pretty Livelihood at Tourney- Work; and (hall a 
Mafter-Worlanan, a Husband, deferve nothing? 

L. Youth, Ay, thefe Husbands that know their own 
Strength, as they fay, fet fo high a value on their conjugal 
Virtues. And if he be difloyal, again o't'other fide he 
gves a Wife fo ill an Example — for we are all liable to 
Temptations. 

Sir Row, Well faid ; if thou beeft fo, it mull be the 
old Tempter himfel£ \Afide. 

Look ye, Madam, 111 propofe a fair Swap ; if you'll con- 
fent that I fhall marry Terefiay 111 confent that y«u fiiall 
marry George, 

L. Youth, How, my Grand-daughter? Why, I de- 
fign'd her for your elded Son, Sir Merlin ; and flie has 
a good Fortune of five hundred a year that I cannot 
hinder her of ; and is too young for you. 

Sir Row, So is George for your Lady (hip ; and as for 
his Fortune, 'tis more than likely I (hall make him my 
elded Son. 

L. Youth, Say you fo. Sir? well. 111 confider, and 
take Advice of my Friends. 

Sir Row, Confider ! alas. Madam, my Houfe will be 
befieged by all the Widows in Town ; I (hall get more 
by (hewing him, than the Rhinoceros, Gad, I'll fell the 
young Rogue by Inch of Candle, before he's debauch'd 
and (poil'd in this leud Town. 

L. Youth, Well, fuppofe 

Sir Row, Nothing under Terefia — Gad, I think fome 
old Dog-Star reigns to Day, that fo many old Hearts are 

Q burning 
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burning in their Sockets rm in love with this young 

Tittvmoufe here, mod damnably — Well, what fay you. 
Widow ? Speak now, or you know the Proverb. 

L. Youth, Well, Sir Rowland, you are too hard for 
■ me. \^Ex. all but Terefia. 

Enter Olivia, runs to her and embraces her, 

Tere, 'Tis as you faid, Olima, I am deflin'd to your 
Father. 

Oliv, What, the Sentence is pad then ? 

Tere, Ay, but the Devil is in us, if we flay till Execu- 
tion Day : Why this is worfe than being mew'd up at 

Hackney-School my Fortime's my own, without my 

Grandmother, and with that Stock 111 fet up for my 
felf, and fee what Traffick this wide World affords a 
young beginner. 

Oliv, That's well refolv'd ; I am of the fame mind, 

rather then many Mr. Wellborn^ whom I never faw. 

But prithee let's fee what we have in Stock, befides ready 
Money What Toys and Knick-nacks to invite. 

Tere, Faith my Inventory is but fmall Let me fee 

Firfl, one pretty well made Machine, call'd a Body, 

of a very good Motion, fit for feveral ufes one pretty 

conceited Head-Piece, that will fit any body's Coxcomb, 

when 'tis grave and dull, 'twill fit an Alderman ; when 

politick and bufy, a Statefman ; turn it to Intrigue, 'twill 
fit a City Wife ; and to Invention, it will fet up an Evi- 
dence. 

Oliv, Very well ! 

Tere. Item^ One Tongue, that will prattle Love, if 
you put the Heart in time (for they are Commodities I 
rcfolve (hall go together) I have Youth enough to pleafe 
a Lover, and Wit enough to pleafe my felf. 

Oliv, Moft excellent Trifles all ! As for my out-fide, I 
leave to the Difcretion of the Chafferer ; but I have a 
rare Device, call'd an Invention, that can do many Feats ; 
a Courage that wou'd (lock a Coward ; and a pretty Im- 
plement, call'd a Heart, that will flrike fire with any 
convenient force: I have eight thoufand Pounds to let 
out on any able Security, but not a Groat, unlefs I like 
the Man. 

Tere, 
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Tere. Thus fumifh'd, we (hall ruin all the Jews^ and 

undo the India Houfes But where (hall we fhow ? 

where meet with the Love-Merchants ? 

Oliv. What think you of the Gallery at the Play in 
Masks ? , 

Tere, Shu, a State-Trick, firft taken up by Women of 
Quality, and now run into Ridicule, by sdl the little com- 
mon Devils of the Town ; and is only a Trap for a Ter- 
mer, a fmall new rais'd Officer, or a City Cully, where 
they haul out their eighteen Pence in Baudy, and filthy 
Nonfenfe, to the difturbance of the whole Houfe, and 
the King's Peace : the Men of Quality have forfaken 
it 

Oliv, What think you of the Mall ? 

Tere, As too pubUck to end an Intrigue ; our Affairs 
require a Conqueft as fudden as that of Ca/ar^ who came, 
faw and overcame. 

Oliv, 'Tis true, befides there's fo many Cruifers, we 
(hall never board a Prize. What think you of the 
Church ? 

Tere, An hypocritical Shift ; of all Masks I hate that 
of Religion ; and it (hou'd be the laft place I'd wifh to 
meet a Lover in, unlefs to marry him. 

Oliv, And Faith that's the laft thing a Lover (hou'd 
do, but we are compelled to hafte, 'tis out laft Refuge : 
if we cou'd but fee and like our Men, the bufmefs 

were foon difpatcht. Let me fee — Faith e'en put on 

Breeches too, and thus difguis'd feek our Fortune 1 

am within thefe three days to be fctch'd from Hackney 
School, where my Father believes me ftill to be, and 
thou in that time to be marr/d to the old Gentleman ; 
Faith refolve— and let's in and [drefs thee — away, here's 
my Lady [^^y ^^« ^w^- 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Mirtilla and Mrs, Manage. 
Mirt Ah, let me have that Song again. 

A Song by Mr. Gildon. 

I. 

NOf Delia, no : What Man can range 
From fuch Seraphic Pleajuret 
^Tis want of Charms that make us change^ 

To grafp the Fury, Treafure, 
What Man of Senfe wou^a quit a certain BlifSy 
For Hopes and empty PoJJibilities t 

II. 

Vain Fools / that fure PoJfeJJions fpend^ 

In hopes of Chymic Treafure, 
But for their fancy d Riches fitid 

Both want of Gold atid Flcafure, 
Rich in my Delia, I can wifh no more ; 
The Wandrer, like the Chymifl, mufl be poor, 

Man, Not fee him, Madam 1 protcft he's hand- 

fomer, and handfomer, Paris has given him fuch an 

Air : Lord, he's all over Monfieur — Not fee him 

Madam ^Why."* I hope you do not, like the foolilh 

fort of Wives, defign a flri^ Obedience to your Hus- 
band. 

Mir, Away, a Husband ! when Abfence, that fure 

Remedy of Love, had heaFd the bleeding Wound Lejere 
had made, by Heaven I thought I ne'er fhou'd love again 
— but fmce Endymion has inlpir'd my Soul, and for that 
Youth I bum, I pine, I languifh. 

Enter 
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Enter George richly dre^, /lands at a diftance gazing 

on Mirtilla. 

Man, See, Madam, there's an Obje<fl may put out 
that Flame, and may revive the old one. 

Mir, Shame and Confufion. Lejere, 

[Turns and walks away, 

Geo, Yonder fhe is, that Mien and Shape I know, 
tho the falfe Face be tum*d with Ihame away. 

[Offers to advance, andjlops, 

'Sdeath, 1 tremble ! yet came well fortif/d 

with Pride and Anger. I iee thou'fl in thy Eyes a little 
Modeily. [Goes to her nearer. 

That wou'd conceal the Treafons of thy Heart. 

Mir, Perhaps it is their Scorn that you miftake. 

Geo, It may be fo ; (he that fets up for Jilting, fliou'd 
go on ; Twere mean to find remorfe, fo young, and 
loon : Oh, this gay Town has glorioufly improved you 
amongft the reft ; that taught you Perjury. 

Mir. Alas ! when was it fwom 1 

Geo. In the bleft Age of Love, 
When every Power look'd down, and heard thy Vows. 

Mir, I was a Lover then ; fhou'd Heaven concern it 
felf with Lovers Perjuries, 'twould find no leifure to pre- 
ferve the Univerfe. 

Geo, And was the Woman fo ftrong in thee, thou 
couldft not wait a little ? Were you fo raving mad for 
Fool and Hufband, you muft take up with the next ready 
Coxcomb. Death, and the Devil, a dull clumfey Boor ! 

What was it charm'd you ? The beaftly quantity of 

Man about him ? 

Mir, Faith a much better thing, five thoufand Pounds 
a Year, his Coach and Six, it (hews well in the Park, 

Geo, Did I want Coach, or Equipage, and Shew ? 

Mir, But ftill there wanted Fool, and Fortune to't ; He 
does not play at the Groom- Porter's for it ; nor do the 
Drudgery of fome worn-out Lady. 

Geo, If I did this, thou hadft the fpoils of all my Na- 
tion's Conquefts, while all the whole World was wonder- 
ing whence it came ; for Heav'n had left thee nothing 

Q 3 tut 
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but thy Beauty, that dear Reward of my induflrious 
Lover 

Mir. I do confefs 

Geo, Till time had made me certain of a Fortune, which 

now was hailing on. 

And is that (lore of Love and wondrous Joys I had been 
hoarding up fo many tender Hours, aU lavilh'd on a 
Brute, who never lulled 'bove my Lady's Woman ? for 
Love he underflands no more than Senfe. 

Mir, Prithee reproach me on \Sigks, 

Geo, 'Sdeath, I cou'd rave ! Is this foft tender Bofom 
to be prefl by fuch a Load of Fool ? Damnation on thee 
— Where got'ft thou this coarfe Appetite ? Take back the 
Powers, thofe Charms (he's fwom adom'd me, fmce a 
dull, fatfac'd, noify, taudry Blockhead, can ferve her turn 
as well. \Pffcrs to go, 

Mir, You (hall not go away with that Opinion of 
me. 

Geo, Oh, that falfe Tongue can now no more de- 
ceive Art thou not marr/d ? Tell me that, falfe 

Charmer. 

Mir, Yes. [Holding him. 

Geo, Curfe on that word : wou'd thou hadll never 
learnt it — it gave thy Heart, and my Repofe away. 

Mir, Dofl think I marry'd with that dull defign ? Canfl 
thou believe I gave my Heart away, becaufe I gave my 

Hand ? Fond Ceremony that ^A neceffary trick, 

devis'd by wary Age, to traffick 'twixt a Portion and a 
Jointure ; him whom I lov'd, is marr/d to my Soul. 

Geo. Art thou then mine ? And wilt thou make Atone- 
ment, by fuch a charming way? — Come to my clafping 
Arms. 

Enter Lady Blunder at the Door, Sees Vw, and 

offers to go out again, 

L. Blun, Oh, Heavens ! How rude am I .? Cry 

Mercy, Madam, I proteft I thought you'd been alone. 

Geo, 'Sdeath! my Aunt Blunder! [AJide. 

Mir, Only this Gentleman, Madam 

L. Blun, Sir, I beg your Pardon and am really 

forry ■ 

Geo. 
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Geo, That you find me with your Daughter, Ma- 
dam. 

L. Blun. I hope you take me to be better bred, Sir : 
Nor had I interrupted you, but for an Accident that has 
happened to Sir Morgatiy coming out of the City in a 
beaftly Hackney-Coach, he was turned over in Ckeap-Jide, 
and (Iriking the filthy Coach-man, the nafty Mob came 
out, and had ahnoft kill'd him, but for a young Gentle- 
man, a Stranger, that came to his Refcue, and whom 
he has brought to kifs your Ladyfhip's Hands — But I'll 
inflrudl him in his Duty, he fhall wait till your Ladyfhip 

is more at leifure alas ! he's already on the Stairs. 

[Exit, 

Mir, Let him wait there Lejere, 'tis neceflary you 

depart, fure of my Heart, you cannot fear the reft; the 
Night is hafting on ; truft me but fome few Hours, and 
then, Lejere^ Til pay you back with Intereft. 

Geo, All Bleflings light on thee. 
But will your Lady Mother make no Difcovery of my be- 
ing here ? 

Mir, She'd fooner pimp for me, and believe it a part 

of good Breeding : away, I hear 'em coming. 

[She puis him out at a back-Door, 
Enter Lady Blunder peeping, 

L. Blun, He's gone Sir Morgan, you may ap- 
proach. 

Enter Sir Morgan, pulling in the Prince, Sir Merlin, 
and a Page to the Prince. 

Sir Mor, Nay, as Gat fhall fave me, Sir, you (hall fee 
my Lady, or fo, d'ye fee, and receive the Thanks of the 
Houfe. 

Prince, As Gat fhall fave me. Sir, I am forry for it — 
another time. Sir : I have eameft bufinefs. Now, I am 
fure nothing worth feeing can belong to this litter of 
Fools. 

L. Blun, My Daughter is a Perfon of Quality, I afTure 
you. Sir. 

Prince, I doubt it not Madam if fhe be of the 

fame Piece — Send me a fair Deliverance. 

Q4 Sir 
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\Sir Morgan leads him to Mirtilla, hejlarts, 

Ha ! What bright Vifion^s that ? 

Mir, Heaven ! 'Tis the lovely Prince I faw in Flanders. 

Sir MerL Look how he (lares — ^why, what the Devil 
ails he ? 

Sir Morg. To her, Sir, or fo dVe fee, what a Pox are 
you afraid of her ? 

L. Blun, He's in Admiration of her Beauty, Child. 

Prince, By Heav'n the very Woman I adore ! 

\^Aftd€, 

Sir Morg, How d'ye, fee Sir, how do ye, ha, ha, ha ? 

Prince, I cannot be miftaken ; for Heav'n made no- 
thing but young Angels like her 1 

Sir Morg, Look ye Page, is your Mailer in his right 
Wits? 

Sir Merl, Sure he's in love, and Love's a devilifli 
thing. 

Sir Morg, Sa, ho, ho, ho, where are you Sir, where 
are you ? 

Prince, In Heav'n ! \Puts him away. 

Oh ! do not rouze me from this charmmg Slumber, Idl 
I fliou'd wake, and find it but a Dream. 

Sir Merl. A plaguy dull Fellow this, that can fleep in 
fo good Company as we are. 

Sir Mor^, Dream A Fiddle-ftick ; to her, Man, to 

her, and kifs her foundly, or fo, d'ye fee. 

Sir Merl, Ay, ay ; kifs her. Sir, kifs her — ha, ha, ha, 
he's very fimple. 

Prince, Kifs her, there's univerfal Ruin in her 

Lips. 

Mir, I never knew 'em guilty of fuch Mifchiefs. 

Sir Morg, No, 111 be fwom, I have kill 'em twenty 
times, and they never did me harm. 

Prince, Thou kifs thofe Lips? impoflible, and falfe ; 
they ne'er were prcfl but by foft Southern Winds. 

Sir Morg, Southern Winds — ha, ha, lookye d'ye fee 

Boy, thy Mailer's mad, or fo, d'ye fee ^why, what 

a Pox, d'ye think I never kifs my Wife, or fo d'ye 
fee. 

Prince, 
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PHnce, Thy Wife !- 



Mir, He will betray his Paffion to thefe Fools : Alas, 
he's mad and will undo my Hopes. \Afide, 

Prince. Thou mayfl as well claim Kindred to the 
Gods ; (he's mine, a Kingdom fhall not buy her from 
me. 

Sir Morg. Hay day, my Wife yours ! look ye, as d'ye 
fee, what is it Midfummer-moon with you, Sir, or fo, 
d'ye fee ? 

Mir, In pity give him way, he's madder than a 
Storm. 

Prince, Thou know'ft thou art, and thy dear Eyes 

confefs it a numerous Train attended our Nuptials, 

witnefs the Pried, witnefs the facred Altar where we 

kneel'd ^when the blefl filent Ceremony was per- 

form'd. 

Mir, Alas ! he's mad, pail all recovery mad. 

Sir Merl. Mad, fay, poor Soul — Friend, how long has 
your Mafler been thus intoxicated ? 

Page, He's mad indeed to make this Difcovery. 

{Afide, 
Alas, Sir, he's thus as often as he fees a beautiful Lady, 
fmce he loft a Mifbefs, who d/d in Flanders to whom 
he was contradled. 

Sir MerL Good lack ay, ay, he's diftradled, it 

feems. 

Page, See how he kneels to her ! fland off, and do but 
mind him. 

Mir, Rife, Sir, youl ruin me^— diffemble if you 

love — or you can ne'er be happy. 

\In a low Voice, and raifing hint. 

Prince, My Tranfport is too high for a Di^ife 

give me fome hope, promife me fome Relief, or at your 
Feet 111 pierce a wounded Heart. 

Mir, Rife, and hope for all you wifh : Alas, he 

faints \She takes him up, he 

falls upon her Bofom, 

Page. Hold him faft, Madam, between your Arms, 
and hell recover prefently. Stand all away. 

•^ V O L. I V. Q 5 Prince, 
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Prince, Oh ! tell me, wilt thou blefs my Youth and 
Love ? Oh ! fwear, left thou (houldft break — for Wo- 
men wou'd be Gods, but for Inconftancy. 

Page. See, he begins to come to himfelf again 

keep off 

Mir. You have a thoufand Charms that may fecure 
you — The Ceremony of my Nuptials is every Evening 
celebrated, the noife of which draws all the Town toge- 
ther ; be here in Mafquerade, and FU contrive it fo, that 
you fhall fpeak with me this Night alone. 

Prince. So, now let my Soul take Air 

L. Blun. What pity 'tis fo fine a Gentleman ihou'd be 
thus. 

Mir. You muft be bringing home your Fops to me, 
and fee what comes of it. \Asflu paffes out. 

Sir Mor. Fops ! I thought him no more a Fop, than I 
do my own natural Coufm here. \Ex, Mir. in Scorn, 

Prince. Where am I ? [ The Page has whifpet^d him. 

Sir Merl. Why, here, Sir, here, at Sir Morgan Blun- 
der'^ Lodging in Lifuolns-Inn-Fields. 

Prince. That's well, he has told me — Where have I 
been this long half hour, and more ? 

Sir Mcrl, Nay, the Lord knows. 

Prince. I fanc/d I faw a lovely Woman. 

Sir Merl. Fanc/d-i why fo you did Man, my Lady 

Mirtilla Blunder. 

Prince. Methought, I flept upon her fnowy Bofom, 
and dreamt I was in Heaven, where I claim'd her. 

Sir Merl, Good lack aday — why, fo you did, Sir, ha, 
ha, ha. 

Prince, And rav'd on Love ; and talk'd abundance of 
Nonfenfe. 

Sir Morg. Ha, ha, ha, by my Troth, and fo you did, 
Sir. 

Prince. I ask your Pardon, Sir, 'tis an infirmity I 
have that ever takes me at the approach of a fine Wo- 
man, which made me fo unwilling to fee your Lady. 

Sir Morg. Lookye, I ask your Pardon heartily, or fo, 
d'ye fee — and am forry you are not in a Condition to 
vifit her often. 

Prince, 
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Prince, I (hall be better when I am us'd to her ; 'tis 
the firft time only affe(fis me. 

Sir Morg, Pray, Sir, be pleased to ufe your felf to her, 

or fo, d^e fee (he's a civil Perfon, and a Perfon of 

Quality before I marr/d her, d'ye fee. 

L. Blun, My Son tells you Truth, Sir. 

Prince, Madam, I doubt it not, pray beg her Pardon, 
and do you give me yours. [Bows and kijfes her 

Handy andeoes out 

L. Blun, A mod accompli(h'd Perfon [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 

Enter Olivia and Terefia, in Mens Clothes, 

Oliv, Well, the Ball does not begin thefe three Hours, 
and we'll divert our felves at my Aunt's Ba(fet-Table, 
which you fee is preparing ; her natural Propenfity to 
oblige both Sexes makes her keep a Bank on purpo(e to 
bring 'em together. There we (hall fee the old and the 
young, the ugly and the handfome. Fools that have 
Money, and Wits that have none; and if the Table 
affords us nothing to pleafe the Appetite, we'll abroad 
for Forage. 

Enter Sir yi^xXxn pulling in George, follov/d iy 
Sir Morgan, Page and Footmen to George. 

Sir Merl, Nay, Sir, f am refolv'd you (hall honour my 
Aunt's Ba(ret-Table 

Geo, My Aunt's Ba(fet-Table ! There may be Money 
(lirring among thefe Fools, and Fortune may befriend 
me. \AJide, 

Sir Merl. Sir Morgan^ pray know this worthy Gentle- 
man, I have the honour to lodge in the Houfe with him. 

[ Theyfalute one another. 
Sir, this is Sir Morgan Blunder, a Perfon of Quality 
in WaleSy I a(fure you. 

Geo, I quedion it not. Sir, and am proud of the Ho- 
nour of kiulng your Hands. 

Teres, Yonder's a handfom Gentleman. 

Oliv, My Brother George^ as I live, 'tis as I cou'd 
wi(h. [AJide, 

Enter 
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Enter Welbom. 

Welb, Lejere ! 

Geo, Welbom I Welcome from Paris, I heard of your 
arrival from Prince Frederick, 

Welb, Yes, I am come to my Deflru<5\ion, Friend. 

Geo. Ay, thou'rt to be marr/d, I hear, to a Welch 
Fortune. 

Welb, Tho Matrimony be a fufficient Curfe, yet that's 
not the word — I am falFn mod danmably in love, fince 
I arriv'd, with a young Creature I faw in the Mall t'other 
Night ; of Quality (he was, I dare fwear, by all that was 
about her ; but fuch a Shape ! a Face ! a Wit ! a Mind, as 
in a moment quite fubdu'd my Heart : (he had another 
Lady with her, whom (dogging her Coach) I foimd to be 
a Neighbour of mine, and Grand- Daughter to the Lady 
Yoiithly ; but who my Conqueror was I never fince could 
learn. 

Oliv, *Slife, TereJiUy yonder's the handfom Fellow that 
entertain'd us with fo much Wit, on Thur/day lafl in 
the Mall. 

Terc. What, when you chang'd your Breeches for Pet- 
ticoats at my Lodgings. 

Oliv. That Night, and ever fmce, I have felt a fort of 
Tendre for him. 

Tere. As I do for his Friend Pray Heav'n he be 

not marry'd ! I fear he has laid an Imbargo on my Heart, 
before it puts out of the Port. 

Geo. Pixt you not for the BaiTet ? 

Welb. No, IVe bufmefs at the Ball to night ; befides, 
my Lady Blunder has a Quarrel to me for lafl Night's 
Debauch ; HI wait on you in the Morning. 

[Exit Welbom. 

Geo. Well, you to your Bufmefs, and I to mine. 

[Speaks as the reft go out. 

Let the dull trading Fool by Bufmefs live, 
Statefmen by Plots ; the Courtier cringe to thrive ; 
The Fop of Noife and Wealth be cullied on. 
And purchafe no one Joy by being undone, 

Whim 
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Whilfl I by nobler carelefs ways advance, 
Since Love and Fortune are acquired by Chance. 
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\ExcunL 
A Song, fung by Sir Rowland in the fecond A61. 

To TERESIA, 

THO the Young prise Q\x^\^s Fire^ 
* Tis more valued by the Old ; 
The Sun's Warmth we now admire^ 
More than when the Sea/on's cold. 



Dialogues in the Mafque, at the beginning 

of tlie third A 61. 

/T^.T^Ime and Place you fee confpire, 

X With tender Wifhes, fierce Defire ; 
See the willing Vidlim (lands 
To be offered by your Hands : 
Ah ! Let me on Love's Altars lying, 
Clafp my Goddefs whilfl I*m dying. 

She, Oh Lord ! what hard words, and flrange things 
d'ye fay ; 
Your Eyes too leem clofing, and jufl dying away : 
Ah ! pray, what d'ye want ? Explain but your mind, 
Which did I but know, perhaps I'd be kind. 

He, My pretty foft Maid, full of innocent Charms, 
I languifh to figh out my Soul in thy Arms ; 
Oh ! then, if Tm lov'd, deny not the Blifs, 
But tell me I'm happy, with a ravifhing Kifs. 



She 
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She, Oh ! Fy, Sir, I vow I cannot endure you ; 
Be civil, or elfe HI cry out I affure you ; 
I will not be kifs'd fo, nor tumbled, not I, 
111 tell all your tricks, that I will, if I die. 

He, Nay, never diffemble, nor fmother that Fire ; 
Your Blulhes, and Eyes betray your Defire. 
The Pra6lis'd, not Innocent, dsdly with Blifs, 
Then prithee be kind, and talle what it is. 

She, Let me die now, you're grown a (Irange fort of a 
Man, 
To force a young Maid, let her do what (he can ; 
I fear now I blum to think what we're doing. 
And is this the end of all you Men's wooing ? 

He, At this Pleafure all aim, both Gk>dly and Sinners, 
And none of 'em blufh for't but poor young Beginners. 
In Pleafure both Sexes, all Ages agree. 
And thofe that take mod, moil happy will be. 

Chorus, In Pleafure both Sexes, &*c. 



ACT 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

Enter Olivia as a Man, Terefia in Ma/guerade; the 
Scene openSj and difcovers Lady Youthly, Lady Blun- 
der, Mirtilla, Manage, Prince Frederick in a rick 
Habit, Welbom in one like his, with a Cloke over 
hiniyjlands afide, and/everal others of both Sexes, 

OIiv,/^H, my dear Terefia, Pm loft in Love ! I've 

\J feen a Man, or rather 'tis an Angel ! fo 

gay, fo foft, fo charming, and fo witty ; fo drefs'd ! fo 
ihap'd ! and danc'd with fuch an Air ! 

Tere, Hey day ! Prithee where's this Wonder to be 
feen? 

Oliv, Why doft thou ask ? Haft thou not feen a Man 
of Drefs, and Movement of uncommon Faftiion ? 

Tere, A great many, very odd, and fantaftick, I'm 
fure my dear Man is none of 'em. \Sighs, 

Oliv, Thy Heart when fir'd bums eafily, and foft. but 
I am all impatient. Darts, and Flames, all the effeAs of 
Love are panting in my Heart, yet never faw his Face : 
but fee, he comes, and I muft find a way to let him 
know the mifchicfs he has done. 

Mir. Endimion, where's Sir Morgan T 

Oliv. At his ufual Diveriion, Madam, drinking. 

Mir. Do you wait near me to Night, I may perhaps 
have kinder Bufinefs for you e'er the Morning. 

Oliv, You heap too many Bleftlngs on me, Madam. 

Prince, Oh, turn thy lovely Eyes upon thy Slave, that 
waits and watches for a tender Look. 

Mir, Oh, Sir, why do you prefs a yielding Heart too 
much, undone by what you've faid already ? 

Oliv, Thofe foft Addrefles muft be thole of Love. 

[Andg 

Mir, My Honour was in danger when I promis'd 

and yet I blufti to tell you I was pleas'd, and bleft the 
dear neceftily that fbrc'd me. 

Oliv. 
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Oliv, Ha ! 'tis the Man I love and courts Mir- 

iiila, and (he receives him with inviting Looks. 'Sdeath, 
(he's a common Lover ! already Fm arriv'd to Jea- 
loufy ! 

Enter George in Mafquerade, with a Paper on his 
Back and Breajl^ goes to Mirtilla, fees one court- 
ing her, 

Geo, What gilded thing is that? 1 muil diflurb 

'em 

'Tis I, Mirtillay langui(hing for the appointed Happi- 
nefs, while you, perhaps, are taken up with different 

Thoughts 

Mir, Lejere ! How very feeble do old Lovers charm ! 
Only the new and gay have pow'r to warm — How (hall 
I put him off? For now my ambitious Love declares for 
Frederick ; 'tis great to enflave a Prince. [Afede. 

Lejere wait till I give the word — perhaps it may 

be late -go mix your felf i'th' Crowd, you may be elfe 

fufpec^ed — {Goes from him, 

Tere, I have a (hreud guefs that this (hou'd be my Man 

by his Shape, and Mein. [Looking round about George. 

Let me fee What's this written on his Back ? 

To be lett ready flimifh'd [Reeuiing it. 

A very good hearing : So ho, ho, ho, wno's withm 
here? [Claps him on the Back, 

Geo, Who's there ? [Exit Olivia. 

Tere, Love and Fortune. 

Geo, Two very good Friends of mine, prithee who 
art thou that bring'ft 'em ? 

Tere, A wandring Nymph, that has had a fwinging 

Chara<5\er of your Perfon and Parts if thou he'd the 

Man, prithee dear Stranger, let me fee thy Face ; and if 
I'm not midaken, 'tis ten to one, but we may go near 
to (Irike up fome odd Bargain or other. 

Geo. And I am as likely a Fellow for fome odd Bar- 
gain or other, as ever you met with — Look ye, am I the 
Man? 

Tere, Let me fee — a very handfome Face, inclining to 
round ; fine wanton Eyes, with a plaguy roguifh Lear ; 
plump, round, red Lips ; not tall, nor low, and extreme- 

ly 
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ly well fafhion'd. {Reads all this in her Tablets. 
— Ay, ay, you are the Man 

Geo, I am glad on't, and prithee dear Creature, let me 
fee if thou art not the Woman — 

Tere, Heav'n ! what Woman, Sir ? 

Geo, Why, any Woman thaf s pretty, witty, young, 
and good-natur'd. 

Tere, I had rather (hew any thing almoft than my 
Face. 

Geo, Faith, and that's kind ; but every thing in its due 
time : I love to arrive at Happinefs by degrees, there's as 
much Pleafure in the Journey of Love, as in the Arrival 
to't, and the firft Stage is a handfom Face. 

Tere, Where you bait a while, take a fhort Survey, and 
away. 

Geo, To Wit, and good Humour ; where a Man finds 
Pleafure enough to engage him a long while. 

Tere, Then to all the fmall Villages, call'd little Free- 
doms, kifling, playing, fooling, fighing, dying — and fo 
on to the lad Stage, where Whip and Spur laid by, all 
tir'd and dull, you lazily lie down and deep. 

Geo. No, Fm a more vigorous Lover : And fince in 
the Country of true Love, there remains a Terra Incog- 
nita, I fhall always be msiking new Difcoveries. 

Tere. True Love ! is there fuch a thing in the whole 
Map of Nature? 

Geo. Yes, I once difcover'd it in my Voyage round 
the World. 

Tere, Sure 'tis fome enchanted Place, and vanifhes as 
foon as 'tis approach'd. 

Enter Sir Rowland. 

Geo. Faith, lef s fet out for it, and try ; if we lofe our 
Labour, we (hall, like Searchers for the Philofophers 
Stone, find fomething that will recompenfe our pains. — 

[Lady Youthlyyir/j her, and fends her 

Woman to take her from him. 

Ha, gone — I mud not part fo with you — I'll have you 

in my Eye. [ The Spani(h Dance : Whilfl they 

dance, the Prince talks to Mirtilla. 

Mir, 
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Mir, This Night gives you an Aflignation 1 trem- 
ble at the thought Ah, why will you purfue me thus 

to Ruin? Why with refiftlefs Charms invade my Heart, 

that cannot fland their Force alone ^without my 

Woman ? the Enterprize with you would be too dan- 
gerous. 

Prince, Dangerous to be ador'd ! and at your Feet be~ 
hold your Slave making eternal Vows ? 

Mir, If I were fure that you would pafs no further — 

Prince, Let the fond God of Love be my Security 

will you not truft a Deity ? 

Mir, Whom fhould fhe trufl, that dares not trull her 
felf? 

Geo, That is fome Lover, whom I mud obferve. 

\Afide, 

Mir, Alas, the Foe's within that will betray me, Ambi- 
tion, and our Sex's Vanity Sir, you muft prevail ^ 

Prince, And in return, for ever take my Soul. 

Mir, Anon Til feign an Illnefs, and retire to my Apart- 
ment, whither this faithful Friend (hall bring you, Sir. 

f' Pointing to Manage. 
bme Love Bargain, 

and Manage call'd to Witnefs. By Heav'n, gay Sir, IT! 
watch you. 

Tere. But hark ye, my Fellow- Adventurer, are you not 
marr/d? 

Geo, Marr/d: that's a Bug-word prithee if thou 

had any fuch Defign, keep on thy Mask, left I be tonpted 
to Wickednefs. 

Tere, Nay, truth is, 'tis a thoufand pities to fpoil a 
handfom man, to make a dull Husband of: I have 
known an old batter'd Bully of Seventy, unmarr/d, 
more agreeable for a Gallant, than any fcurvy, out-of- 
humour'd Husband at Ei^ht and Twenty. 

Geo, Gad, a thoufand times. 

Tere, Know, I have Five Hundred Pounds a Year. 

Geo, Good. 

Tere And the Devil and all of Expe<^tion from an old 
Woman. 

Geo, Very good. 

Tere, 
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Tere. And this Youth, and little Beauty to lay out in 

love. [Pulls off her Mask. 

Geo, Terefia / the lovely Maid defign'd for my Mother ! 

now, what a Dog am I ? that gives me the greater Gull 

to her, and wou'd fain cuckold my Father. 

[Talks to her afide, 
[Mirtillay^^wj to faint, 

Man, My Lady faints help, help. 

Mir, Only the Heat opprefles me but let it not 

difturb the Company, Til take the Air a httle, and return. 

[Goes out with Manage. 
Geo, Is this defign'd or real ? — perhaps fhe is retir'd 

for me Mrs. Manage, 

[Manage re-enters^ he pulls her by the Sleeve, 

Man, Ha ! Monfieur Lejerel what fhall 1 feign to put 

him off withal. [Afide, 

J Geo, Why doll thou ftart ? How does my dear Mir- 

HI la f 

Man, Repofing, Sir, a while, but anon 111 wait on her 
for your admittance. 

[Prince Frederick puts on WelbomV Clokey goes out, 
tf«</Welbom enters into the Company dre/^d like 
the Prince, 

Geo, Ha, (he fpoke in pafTmg by that gay thing 

What means it, but HI trace the Myftery. 

Sir Row, The young People are lazy, and here's no- 
thing but gaping and peeping in one another's Vizards ; 
. come. Madam, let you and I (hame 'em into A<ftion. 

[Sir Rowland and Lady Youthly dance. After the 
Dance, Olivia enters with a Letter, and gives it to 
Welbom. 
IVel. Ha ! what's this. Sir, a ChaUenge ? 
Oliv, A foft one. Sir. 

IVel. A Billet whoever the Lady be, (Reads,) 

She merits fomething for but believing I am worth her 
Mirth. 

Oliv, I know not. Sir, how great a Jell you may 
make of it ; but I aflure you the Lady is in eameft, and 
if you be at leifure to hear Reafon from her 

Wei, 
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WeL Fair and foftly, my dear Love-Meffenger, I am 
for no hafly Bargains ; not but I (hou'd be glad to hear 

Reafon from any of the Sex But I have been fo 

damnably jilted Is (he of Quality. 

Oliv, Yes. 

WeL Then TU not hear any thing from her : they are 
troublefome, and infolent ; and if fhe have a Husband, to 
hide her Intrigues fhe has recourfe to all the little Arts and 
Cunnings of her Sex ; and (he that jilts her Husband, 
will her Lover. 

Oliv. She is not troubled with a Husband, Sir. 

IVcL What, (he's parted from the Fool ! then (he's ex- 
penfive, and for want of Alimony, jilts all the believing 
Block-heads that (he meets with. 

Oliv. But this is a Maid, Sir. 

WeL Worfe ftill ! At every turn (he's raving on her 
Honour; then if (he have a Kinfman, or a Brother, I 
muft be challenged. 

Oliv. Sir, you miflake, my Lady is for Matrimony. 

WeL How! 

Oliv. You have not forfwom it, I hope. 

WeL Not fo but 

Oliv. If a Lady, young and handfom, and Ten Thou- 
fand Pounds 



WeL Nay, I am not pofitive 

Enter Sir Morgan, and Sir Merlin, drunkyfinging. 
Wife Coxcombs be datnt^d, her^s a Health to that many 
Thatfmce Life is butjhort, lives as long as he can. 

Sir Morg. Where is my Lady Mirtillaj Rogues ? 

Sir Men. And my Midrefs, Rafcals ? For we are re- 
fold to (hew our felves in Triumph to our Wives and 
MiftrefTes. 

L. Youth. Your Midrefs, Sir Merlin ? miflake not your 
Mark. 

Sir Merl. Ha ! Art thou there, old Cathedral ? Why 
thou looked as magnificently as old Queen Befs in the 
W^<5/?/«/>f/?t*r-Cupboard. 

Sir Morg. Lookye as d'ye fee, when Adam wore a 
Beard, (he was in her Prime, or fo, d'ye fee. \Sing5. 

L. Youth. 
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L, Youth, Sir, you are a faucy Jack, and your Father 
fhall corredl you. 

Sir Merl. My Father ! my Father's an old Toad, d'ye 
fee ; and I hope to fee him hang'd. 

Sir Row, Here's a Heathen-Chriflian ! fee his Father 
hang'd ! 

Sir Merl. Ay hang'd, and all the old Fathers in Chrift- 
tndom. Why, what a Pox (hou'd Fathers trouble the 
World for ? when I come to reign in Parliament, I will 
enadl it Felony, for any Father to have fo little Grace 
to live, that has a Son at Years of Difcretion. 

Sir Row, A damd'd Rogue, I'll difmherit him imme- 
diately. 

L. Blun, Is it fo great a Crime, Brother, for a Gentle- 
man to be drunk ? 

Sir Merl, You lye Hke a Son of a Whore 1 have 

been drinking Coniufion to all the Fathers and Husbands 
in England, 

Sir Morg, How, Sir, Confiifion to Husbands },J-ook 
ye d'ye fee. Sir, fwallow me that Word, or I'll mauce you 
depofit all the conjugal Wine you have druftk. 

Sir Merl. I depofit all your Wine ! Siirah, you're a 
Blunderbufs. 

Sir Morg. Sirrah, you are a diminutive Bully. 

Sir Merl. Sirrah, you're the Whore of Babylon^ and I 
defy you. 

Sir Morg. Lookye d'ye fee, I fcom to draw upon a 
drunken Man, or fo, I being fober ; but I boldly chal- 
lenge you into the Cellar, where thou (halt drink till thou 
renounce thy Charadler, or talk Treafon enough to hang 
thee, and that's fair and civil. 

Sir Merl. Agreed ; and when I'm drunk enough to 
ravifli, I'll cuckold my old Dad, and fight him for his 
Miftrefs. 

Sir Row. I have no Patience ; 111 kill the Dog, becaufe 

I'll have the Law on my fide Come on. Sir. 

{Draws ^ the Ladies run out, 
\Sir Merlin draws. George runs in and parts *em. 

Ceo. Villain ! Rafcal ! What, draw upon thy Father ! 

Sir 
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Sir Row, Pray, Sir, who are you ? that I may thank 
you for my Life. 

Geo, One, Sir, whofe Duty 'twas. 

\Pulls off his Visard, 

Sir Row. What, my ^tsx George! 111 go and cut 

off file Intail of my Eftate prefently, and thou (halt have 
it all, Boy, thou (halt [Exeunt all but George. 

Geo, Fortune is (lill my Friend : Had but Mirtilla been 
fo ! I wonder that (he fends not to me : my Love's im- 
patient, and 1 cannot wait — while the dull Sot is boozing 
with his Brother-Fools in the Cellar, I'll foftly to the 

Chamber of my Love Perhaps (he waits me there — 

\ExU, 

SCENE II. A Oiamber, and Alcove^ 
difcovers Mirtilla and Prince Frederick. 

Prince, Oh ! I am ravi(h'd with excefs of Toy. 

Mir. Enough, my charming Prince I On, you have 
faid enough. 

Prince, Never, my Mirtilla / 
The Sun that views the World, nor the bright Moon, 
that favours Lovers Stealths, (hall ever fee that Hour. 
Vad, as thy Beauties, are my young Defires ; and every 
new Poffefnon kindles new Flames, foft as thy Eyes, foft 
as thy tender Touches ; and e'er the Pantings of my Heart 
are laid, new Tranfports, from new Wifhes, dance about 
it, and (lill remain in Love's harmonious Order. 

[Kiffes and embraces her. 
Enter Gtor%Qy foftly. 

Geo, This Houfe I know, and this should be her Bed- 
chamber, becaufe the beft ; and yet methought I heard 
another Voice but I may be midaken. 

Prince, I faint with Pleafure of each tender Clafp ; I 
figh, and langui(h, gazing on thy Eyes ! and die upon 
thy Lips, with every Kifs. 

Geo, Surely I know that Voice ! Torments, and Hell ! 
but 'tis impo(rible. [AJide, 

Prince. 
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Prince, Oh ! fatisfy my Doubt, my trembling Doubt ! 
Am 1 belov'd ? Have I about me ought engaging to thee, 
Charmer of my Soul ? 

Geo. It is the Prince. \Afide, 

Mir, Ah, Prince ! Can you fuch needlefs Queflions 
ask, after the Sacrifice which I have made ? 

Geo, Hell take thee for that Falfhood. {Draws, 

Mir, Think not the mighty Prefent of your Jewels, 
enough to purchafe Provinces, has bought one fingle 
Sigh, or Wi(h : No, my dear Prince, you owe 'em all 
to Love, and your own Charms. 

Geo, Oh damn'd, dilTembling Jilt ! \Afede, 

Prince, No more, no more, my Soul's oppreft with 
Joy : let me unload it in thy tender Arms, and figh it out 
mto thy ravifhing Bofom. 

Geo, Death, and Danmation ! 

I fhall forget his Quality and Virtue, forget he was my 
Friend, or fav'd this Life ; and like a River, fwell'd with 
angry Tides, o'erfiow thofe Banks that made the Stream 
fo gay. 

Mir, Who's there? 1 heard a Voice — Manage? 

Geo. Yes. \Softly, 

Prince, Approach, thou Confident of all my Joys ; ap- 
proach, and be rewarded 

[Prince takes his Jewel Jrom his Hat, 

Geo, Yes, for my excellent Bauding By Heav'n I 

dare not touch his princely Perfon. 

Prince, Where art thou } take this Jewel, and retire. 

{Gropes for his Hand, gives it him, 

Geo, E'en my Misfortunes have a fort of Luck ; but 111 
withdraw, for fear this Devil about me fhou'd raife my 
too rafh Hand againft his Lifie. {Exit, 

Prince. Come, my eternal Pleafure each Moment 

of the happy Lover's Hour, is worth an Age of dull, 
and common Life. 

{Exeunt into the Alcove^ the Scene /huts. 
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S C E N E 1 1 1. A Garden by Night JHll. 

Enter George with his Sword in his Hand, as before, 

Geo. Why do I vainly call for Vengeance down, and 
have it in my Hand ? By Heav'n, ITl back Whi- 
ther? To kill a Woman, a young perjured Woman ! — 
— Oh, ye falfe Fair Ones I (hou^d we do you Juftice, a 
univerfal Ruin wou'd enfue ; not one wou'd live to flock 
the World anew. Who is't among ye All, ye Fair De- 
ceivers, ye charming Mifchiefs to the noble Race, can 
fwcar (he's Innocent, without Damnation ? No, no, go 
on — be falfe — be fickle flill : You a<5l but Nature — But 
my faithless Friend — where I repofe the fecrets of my 
Soul — except this one — Alas ! he knew not this : — ^Why 
do I blame him then? 

Enter Olivia, dref^d as before, 

Oliv, Fire ! Fire ! Fire ! 

Geo, Olivic^s Voice! Ha! what art thou? Thy 

Voice fhou'd be Olivia^s, but thy Shape — and yet a Wo- 
man is all o'er Difguife. 

Enter Lady Blunder in her Night-Gown, 

L. Blun, Fire ! Fire ! Fire ! My Son, my dear Sir 
Morgan, 

Enter Sir Rowland, and Servants, 

Sir Row, A Pox on your Son, and mine to boot ; 
they have fet all the Sack-Butts a Flaming in the Cellar, 
thence the Mifchief began. Timothy , Roger, J^ffr^y 
my Money-Trunks, ye Rogues ! my money-Trunks ! 

L. Blun, My Son, good Roger ! my own Sir Mo^gy / 

Sir Row. The ten thoufand Pounds, ye Rafcal, m the 
Iron Trunk, that was to be paid Mr. Welborn for Olivid^ 
Portion. \Exit^ 

L. Blun, Oh my Son ! my Son 1 — run to the Parfon, 
Sam, and let him fend the Church-Buckets. Oh, fome 
help ! fome help ! 

Enter Manage. 

Man, Oh, Heavens ! my Lady Mirtilla^s Chamber's 
all on Flame. 

Enter 
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Enter Britton. 

Geo, Ha, ^the Prince ! I had forgot his Danger. 

Man, Ah ! look up, and fee how it bums. 

Geo, Brit ton J a Million for a Ladder ! 

Man, Bleflfing on you, Sir, if you dare venture thro 
the Houfe ; there lies one in the Fore-Garden. 

Brit. The Paflage is on fire, Sir, you cannot go. 

Geo, Revenge is vanifli'd, and Love takes its place : 
Soft Love, and mightier Friendfliip feizes alL I*fi fave 
him, tho I perifh in the Attempt. 

\Runs out, Britton after him. 
Enter at another Door, Sir Rowland. 

L. B/un, A thoufand Pound for him that faves Sir 
Morgan ! 

Sir Rowl, And, do ye hear, let my Rogue lie ; I'd 
rather he (hould be burnt, than hang'd on Tyburn 

Road, for murdering his Father. But Where's Boy 

George f 

Enter Men with Trunks, 

Rog. Safe, Sir, I hope ; he was not in the Houfe. 

Sir Rowl, So, fo, away with thefe Trunks to my 
Lady Youthiys in SouthamptonSc^^Te, and tell her we 
mud trouble her to night. Come, Sifter, let's away. 

[Ex. Lady Blunder, and Sir Rowland. 
Prince Frederick and Mirtilla, appear at the Window, 

the Flame behind Vw. 

Prince, Help, help, and fave Mirtilla I Ask any Price, 
my Life, my Fortune I All ! 

Mir. Oh, Heav'ns, the Flame purfues us as we fly. 

Prince, No help ! Oh Gods, I fhall prevent the Flame, 
and perifti by my Fears to fee you die ! 

Mir. Alas ! Sir, you with eafe may fave your Life ! 
This Window you niay leap, but I want Courage. 

Prince, No, my Mirtilla, if it be thy Fate, 111 grafp 
thee, ev'n in Flames, and die with thee. 

Mir. We die ! we die ! the Flame takes hold of us. 
Enter George with a Ladder, and puts it to the 

Wiftdow, 

Prince, Ha ! fome pitying God takes care of us. 

•$ Vou IV. R Hafte, 
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Hade, hade, my Charmer ; Heav'n has fent us Aid. 

{Puts her on the Ladder^ flu defcends 
into George V Arms ; after her ^ the 
Prince, Geovfs^ puis ker into Ma- 
nage'j Arms, flu faints ; he runs 
up to receive the Prince, 

Prince, Lejere ! dear Man of Luck Some happy 

Star reign*d at thy glorious Birth ; every thing is profpc- 

rous thou efpoufefl. How fares my Love/ the Trea- 

fure of my Soul ? 
Man, Only fainting with the Fright, but (he recovers. 
Prince, My Chair there, quickly, that waits for me. — 
Enter Chair ; he puts her, and Manage into it. 

* Enter Olivia. 
Carry 'em to Mr. IVetdorn's, to my Lodgings there, 
and then return to me ; for I am wondrous faint, and 
cannot walk. 

Oiiv, Ha ! by my Life, my Man ! 
Prince, But if I might impofe fo much, Lejere, upon 
thy Friendftiip, I beg thou wouldfl fee her fafely carry'd 
to my Lodgings at lvelbom*s, 
Geo, You fhall command me, Sir. 

[Exeunt Chair, George and Britton. 
Oliv. You feem not well. Sir, pray repofe upon my 
Arm a while. 
Prince, I thank you. Sir, indeed I am not welL 
Oliv, Methinks I find a Pleafure but in touching him — 
Wou'd I cou'd fee his Face by all this fatal Light. 

Enter Conflable and IVatch, 
Conft, So, fo, the Fire abates, the Engines pla/d 
rarely, and we have Ten Guineas here, Neighbours, to 
watch about the Houfe ; for where there's Fire, there's 

Rogues Hum, who have we here? How now, 

Mr. Hum, what have you got under your Arm there, 

ha ? Take away this Box of Jewels. 

\Sir Morgan, and Sir Merlin, creeping 
out of the Cellar IVindow, 
Ha, who have we here creeping out of the Cellar- Win- 
dow ? more Rogues ! 

Sir 
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Sir MerL Sirrah ! youVe a Baud, Sirrah ! and for a 
Tefter will wink at the Vices of the Nation, SirraJi ! Call 
Men of the bed Quality Rogues ! that have flood for 
Knights of the Shire, and made the Mobile drunk, 
Sirrah ! 

Confi, We cry you Mercy, Sir, we did not know your 
Worihips. 

Sir Morg, Lookye d'ye fee, here's a Crown for you ; 
carry us to the next Tavern, and well make thee, and 
all tny Mirmidons, as drunk as a Boat in a Storm. 

Oliv, Sir, I find you have Intereft with thefe arbitrary 
Tyrants of the Parifh ; pray will you bail me, and this 
Gentleman ? 

Sir MerL What, Endimion / my Lady Mirtilld^ Page ? 
He lent me Money to Night at the Baffet-Table ; 111 be 
bound Hand and Foot for him, Mr. Conftable, and gad 
well all to the Tavern, and drink up the Sun, Boys. 

Oliv, Yonder Gentleman too has received fome hurt by 
the Fire, and mufl go home. Sir ; but you mufl reflore 
him the Box, Mr. Conilable. 

Sir Morg, Ay, ay, lookye d'ye fee, return the Gentle- 
man all ; Uie/re Gentlemen, and our intimate Friends, 
d'ye fee. \Exeunt Prince, and Olivia. 

Enter a Servant, 

Conjl, Stand : Who goes there ? 

Sir M&rg, Philip Lookye d'ye fee, he fhall along 

with us to the Tavern. 

Serv, Sir Morgan, I came to feek you : your Lady Mo- 
ther fent me back on purpofe ; (he has fpoil'd her Beauty 
with crying for you. 

Sir Morg, And wafh'd off all her Paint? Or fo 

d'ye fee ! Gad fa' me, Philip, this is ill Luck. Come let 
us go drink down Sorrow. 

Serv, Being fent of fuch an Errand, as your Safety, 
Sir, I dare not (lay and drink now, before I've fatisfy'd 
your Mother. 

Sir Merl, Not drink ! I charge you in the King's 
Name, Mr. Conftable, bring him along. 

\The Conftable and Watch feize him, 

R 2 Sings 
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Sings. 

Wife Coxcombs be damtCd^ her^s a Health to the Man, 
That fince Life is but fhort, lives as long as he can. 



A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

The Princes Lodgings. 

Enter Page with Lights, fets ^em on the Table, [Ex. 

Enter Mirtilla, led by Mrs, Manage. 

Mir, T T A ! where am I, Manage t 

LjL Man, Heav'n be thanked, Madam, at the 
Prince's Lodgings. 

Mir. What happy Star condu<5led us, and fav'd us 
from the Fury of the Flames ? 

Man, Thole whofe Influence are always gracious to 
your Ladyfhip. 

Mir, But Where's the Prince? Where's my illuftrious 
Lover? 

Man, Waiting the Return of the Chair, Madam. 

Mir, But my Endimion / — Is Endimion fafe ! 

Man, Madam, he is : I faw him in the Garden. 

Mir, Then perilh all the reft— Go fend to fearch him 

out, and let him inftantly be brought to me Ha 

Lejere, 

Enter George. 

Geo, Baud, ftand afide — and do your Office yonder — 

{Puts away Manage. 
Why are you frighted, Madam, becaufe I'm not the 
Lover you expelled ? 

Mir, What Lover ! be witnefs Heaven 

Geo, 
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Geo, That thou art falfe, falfe as the infatiate Seas, 
that fmiling tempt the vain Adventurer, whom flattering, 
far from any faving there, fwell their falfe Waves to a 
deftru(f\ive Storm. 

Mir, Why all this mighty Rage ? Becaufe I dif- 

appointed you to night ? 

Geo, No, by Heaven, I dully cou'd have waited for 
the Hour; have hop'd, and wifh'd, and languifh'd out 

an Age. But, oh Mirtilla / Oh thou perjur'd Fair ! 

But vanifh all the Softnefs of my Soul, I will be fa- 
tirical. 

A Plague ^ a Torment^ to your fickle Sex, 
Thofefmilingy filing J weeping Hypocrites, 

Mir, And can you think my Flight is criminal ? becaufe 
I fav'd this worthJefs Life ^for you 

Geo, What Innocence adorns her Tongue, and Eyes ! 
while Hell and Furies give her Heart its motion. You 
know not where you are ? 

Mir, Perhaps I do not. 

Geo, Swear, for thou'rt damn'd already, and by what 
black Degrees I will unfold : When firft I faw this gay, 
this glorious Mifchief, tho nobly bom, 'twas hid in mean 
Obfcurity ; the (hining Viper lay half dead with Poverty, 
I took it up, and laid it next my Heart, fed it, and call d 
its faded Beauties back. 

Mir, Confefs'd ; And what of this ? 

Geo, Confirmed you mine, by all the Obligations Pro- 
fufenefs cou'd invent, or Love infpire. 

Mir, And yet at your Return you found me manyd 
to another. 

Geo, Death and Hell ! that was not yet the word : 
You flattered me with fome Pretence of Penitence ; but 
on the Night, the dear deflrudlive Night, you rais'd my 

Hopes to all diflra<5ling Love cou'd wifh that very 

Night Oh let me rave and die, and never think that 

Difappointment o*er ! 

Mir. What, you faw me courted at the Ball, per- 
haps. 

R 3 Geo. 
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Geo, Perhaps I faw it in your Chamber too. Breath- 
lefs and panting, with new-ad\ed Joys, the happy Lover 
lay Oh MirHlla / 

Mir, Nay, if he knows it, 111 deny't no more. 

\Afid€. 

Geo, There is no Honefty in all thy Kind. 

Mir, Or if there be, thofe that deal in't are weary of 
their Trade. But Where's the mighty Crime ? 

Geo, No, I expe<5l thou ihouldil out-face my £yes^ 

out-fwear my Hearing, and out-lye my Senfes ^Thc 

Prince ! the Prince ! &ou faithlefs dear defb-u<5lion. 

Mir, The Prince ! good Heaven ! Is all this Heat for 
him? 

Geo. Thou own'ft the Conqueft then ? 

Mir, With as much Vanity as thou wouldft do, if thou 
hadft won his Sword : Had thou took care wifely to teach 
me all the Arts of Life, and doR thou now upbraid my 
Induftry? Look round the World, and thou (halt fe^ 
Lejere, Ambition flill fupplies the place of Love. The 
worn-out Lady, that can ferve your Interefl, you fwear 
has Beauties that out-charms Fifteen ; and for the Vanity of 
Quality, you feign and languifh, lye, proteft, and flatter — 
All Things in Nature cheat, or elfe are cheated. 

Geo, Well faid ; take off thy Veil, and (hew the Tilt 

Mir, You never knew a Woman thrive fo well by real 
Love, as by DifTunulation : This has a thoufand Arts and 
Tricks to conquer; appears in any Shape, in any Hu- 
mour ; can laugh or weep, be coy or play, by turns, as 
fuits the Lover bed, while (imple Love has only one 
Road of Sighs and Softnefs ; tnefe to Lejere are due : 
But all my Charms, and Arts of gay diilembling, are for 

the credulous Prince. Ha — he's here! and with 

him the dear Youth that has endav'd me, who triumphs 

o'er the red. [AJUU, 

Enter Prince Frederick, OXxviaL following^ fees Mirtilla, 

and withdra'Ws, 

Oliv, Ha ! Mirtilla, and my Brother here.^ Oh how 
I long to fee that Stranger's Face. [Afide, 

Prince, Mirtilla^ thou Charmer of Life's dull and 
tedious Hours, how fare» thy Heart ? Dwells any Pant- 

ings 
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ings there, but thofe that Love, and his dear Joys 
create ? 

Mir, Or if there do, you fliou'd excufe it now. 

Geo, How many Devils reig^ in beauteous Woman ! 

Prince. My dear Ujere, congratulate my Joys ; take 
all my Friendfliip thou — ^but thou my SouL Come, come, 
my Friend, let us retire together ; I'll give thee leave to 
gaze upon my Heaven, and feed on all the Sweets that 
Frienofhip may : But all the reft of the vaft Store is 
mine. 

Man, Madam, Endimion is already here. 

\Afide to her, 

Mir, Thou haft reviv'd me — Let him wait my Call. 

\^Exit Prince and Mirtilla, George goes out^ and 
peeps at the Door, Olivia comes forward 

Oliv, Spite, Spite, and dire Revenge, feize my fond 

Soul ! Oh that I were a Man, a loole leud Man ; how 

eaftly wou'd I rob him of her Heart, and leave him but 
the ftiadow of Enjoyment ! 

Re-enter George. 

Geo, Now, my dear Sifter, if thou ever lov'dft me, 
revenge thy Brother on this perjured Woman, and fnatch 
her from this gallant Rival's Arms. She loves thee— 
Diftemble thou to love again ; meet her Advances with 
an equal Ardour, and when thou haft wound her up to 
dalhance. Til bring the Prince a witnefs of her Shame. 

Oliv, But what if he ftiou'd kill me 

Geo, ni take care of that. 

Oliv, Then e'er the morning dawns, you ftiall behold 
it : She languifties to fee me, and I wait on purpofe 
for her Conmiands. 

Geo, As I cou'd wifti : Be fure to acl the Lover well. 

iExit. 

Oliv, As well as I can a<5l it. 

Enter Welbom, habited as lajl. 
That all Mankind are damn'd, I'm pofitive ; at leaft all 
Lovers are. 

Wei, What have we here ? the Spark that rall/d me 
about a Woman at the Ball to night ? Who is it. Sir, 
you curfe fo heartily. 

R 4 Oliv, 
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Oliv, Ha, how beautiful he is how many Channs 

dwell in that lovely Face \AfuU, 

Tis you I curie. 

Wei, Gad, I thank you for that, you were kinder to 
night, when you told me of a fine Woman that was in 
love with me. 

Oliv, Why, what have you to do with Woman-kind ? 

Wei, A pretty civil Queftion ; has the Lady that fent 
you a mind to be inform'd } 

Oliv, Or if fhe had, you're not at leifure now, you 
are taken up, Sir, with another Beauty. Did not you 
fwear, never to fpeak to Woman-kind, till I had brought 
her, I told you, figh'd for you ? 

WeL Right, and I have kept my word religioufly. 

Oliv. The Devil you have, witnefs the Joy Mirtilla 

fave your Soul : Even now you were all Tranfport, all 
Ixtafy of Love ; by Heaven you had forgot you brought 
me in, and paR triumphant in Mirtillt^s Anns, Love in 
your Heart, and Pleafure in your Eyes. 

Wei. Ay, fure he miftakes me for the amorous Prince, 
and thus, perhaps, has miflook me all the Night : I mufl 
not undeceive him. [AJide. 

Whate'er you faw, I have a Heart unwounded, a Heart 
that never foundly loved, a little fcratch it got the other 
day by a young Beauty in the Mall, her Name I know 
not, but I wifh'd to know it, and dogg'd her Coach, I 
figh'd a little after her, but fince ne'er faw the lovely 
Vifion. 

Oliv, Sure this was I. [Afidt. 

What Livery had fhe. Sir ? 

Wei. That I took notice of, 'twas Green and Gold — 
Since that, I trifle now and then with Love, to chafe 
away this Image, and that's alL 

Oliv. Ha, now I view him well, 'tis the fame hand- 
fome Fellow that entertain'd us in the Mall lafl Thurf- 
day. 

Wei. Come, Sir, 'tis late, pleafe you to take a Bed 
with me to Night, where well beget a better Under- 
flanding. 

Oliv, 
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Oliv, A better than you imagine ^^Sdeath to bed 

with him, I tremble at the thou^t — Sir, I do not love 
a Bedfellow. 

Wei. Sir, I have lent my Lodgings to a Stranger of 
Quality, or I wou'd offer you a (ingle Bed— but for 
once you may difpenfe with a Bedfellow. 

Oliv, I will not put you to that trouble. Sir. 

WeL Do you defign to make me your Friend, and ufe 
me with Ceremony ? Who waits there ? 

Enter Footman, 

Oliv, 'Slife, what (hall I do? I cou'd even confent, 

to prevent his going to Mirtilla ^befides, I have no 

home to go to— 

WeL Come, no more Scruples — here— a Night-Gown 
and a Cap for the Gentleman. 

Oliv, What (hall I do ?— I have a little urgent Bufi- 
nefs, Sir. 

WeL If there be abfolute nece(rity. 111 fee you to 
your Lodgings. 

Oliv, Oh, by no means. Sir. 'Sdeath, whither can I 
go? 

WeL Why do you paufe ? Deal freely with me. Sir, I 
hope you do not take me for a Lover of my own Sex — 
Come, come to bed. 

Oliv, Go you, Sir, TU fit and read by you till Day. 

WeL 'Sdeath, Sir, d'ye think my Bed's infectious ? 

Oliv, I (hall betray my Sex in my denial, and that at 
la(l I can but do if Nece(rity compel me to't \Afide, 

Go on. Sir, you have (ham'd me. \Exeunt, 

Enter Prince and George. 

Prince, And thus thou haft my whole Adventure out, 
fhort was the Conqueft, but the Joys are lafting. 

Geo, I am glad on't, Sir. 

Prince, Why doft wear a Qoud upon thy brows, 
when Love's gay Sunfhine dances in my Eyes ? If thou'rt 
her Lover too, I pity thee ; her folemn Vows breath'd in 
the height of Love, difarm me of thy hopes, if Friend(hip 
wou'd permit thee. 

Geo. I do not think it. Sir 

Prince, Not think it, not think that (he has fwom ! 

R 5 Geo. 
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Geo, Yes, doubtlefs, Sir (he's prodigal of Vows, 

and I dare fwear, by all (he's fwom by, (hell break 'em 
all : She has lefs Faith than all the ficlde Sex, uncertain 
and more wanton than the Winds, that fpare no Births 
of Nature in their wild courfe, from the tall Cedar to 
the Flowers beneath, but ruffle, ravi(h, and ruin alL 

Prince, I fpeak of my Mirtilla, 

Geo, Why fo do I of yours, of mine, or any 

Man's Mirtilla. 

Prince, Away, (he that with force of Love can (igh 
and weep 

Geo, This very (he, has all the while diilembled ! 
Such Love (he deals to every gaudy Coxcomb, how will 
(he pra<5li(e then upon a Hero ? 

Prince, Away, it cannot be. 

Geo, By all your Friend(hip to me, Sir, 'tis truth. 

Prince, Racks and Tortures !— let her have made of 
me a mere Example, by whom the cozen'd World might 
have grown wife : No matter, then I had been pleas'd, 

tho cullyed Why haft thou ruined my Repofe with 

Truths that carry more Damnation than a Lye? But 
Oh — thou art my Friend, and I forgive thee. 

Geo, Sir, I have done, and himibly ask your Pardon. 

{Offers to go. 

Prince, Stay, (lay, Lejere^ if (he be falfe, thou'it 

all the World has left me ; and I believe ^but canft 

thou prove this to me ? 

Geo, Perhaps I may before the Morning's dawn. 

Prince, Ha, prove it here — here, in this very Houfe! 

Geo, Ay, here, Sir. 

Prince, What, in my Lodgings will (he receive her 
Spark by Heaven, were he the darling Son of a Mo- 
narch, an Empire's Hope, and Joy of all the Fair, he 

(hou'd not live to rifle me of Peace. Come, (hew 

me this deftin'd Victim to my Rage. 

Geo, No, my Revenge is only comical If you 

wou'd fee how Woman can diflfemble, come on, and 
follow me. 

Prince, What, difturb her Reft ! Didft thou not fee 
her fainting with the Fatigues this Night had given her, 
and begg'd me I wou'd leave her to Repofe ? 

Geo, 
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Geo, Yes, and wonder'd at her Art ; and when you 
begg'd to watch by her Bed-fide, with what dear Pro- 
mifes fhe put you off ; while every word fell freely from 
her Tongue, as if t had been her lafl, fo very fick (he 
was — till you were gone— Hark — a Door opens — I will 
obfcure the Lights. \Puts away the Lights, 

Enter Olivia. They retire a little, 

Oliv, Was ever Maid fo near being undone? Oh 
Heavens ! in bed with the dear Man I love, ready to be 
betra/d by every Sigh. [George /^4P^j. 

Geo, Tis Olivia, 

Enter Manage groping, 

Man, I left him here wl^, by dark? Endimion^ 

young, handfome Sir, where are you ? \Catls Olivia. 

Geo, Do you hear that. Sir ? 

Man, Oh^ are you here? {Runs againjl Olivia. 

Oliv, 'Slife, 'tis Manage how mall I ekrape ? 

\Afide, 

Man, Come, Sir, my Lady Mirtilla has difmifs^d her 
troublefome Lovers, for your more agreeable Com- 
pany. 

Geo, D'ye hear that. Sir? 

Man, Come foftly on. Sir, and follow me. 

Oliv, Pm all Obedience — 
She cannot raviih me, and that's a Comfort. 

\Afide^ going out. 

Prince, Oh, Lejere — can this be pomble ? Can there 
be fuch a Woman ? 

Geo, Follow him. Sir, and fee — 

Prince, See what ! — be witnefs of her Infsuny ? Hell ! 
Hell, and all the Fires of Lull poffefs her ! when (he's 
fo old and leud, all Mankind ihun her. — 111 be a Coward 
in my own dire Revenge, and ufe no manly Mercy. — 
But oh, I faint, I faint with Rage and Love, which like 

two meeting Tides, fwell into Storms. Bear me a 

minute to my Couch within. 

Geo, What have I done ! now I repent my Raflmefs, 

SCENE 
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SCENE draws off^ difcovers Mirtilla at 

her Toy let ^ drefs^d. 

Enter Manage, leading Olivia in as Endymion, who 
falls at Mirtilla'j Feet, whiljl Jh/s there, Jin^ a Song; 
flu takes him up, 

Mir, Rife, — When Lovers are alone they pardon Ce- 
remony. 1 fent for you to end the Night With me ; 

fay — how (hall we employ it ? 

Oliv. rU figh, and gaze upon your lovely Face. 

Mir, Nothmg but figh, and gaze ; we (hall grow dulL 

Oliv, rU tell you Tales of Love, and fmg you Songs. 

Mir, Thy Voice, 'tis true, can charm a thoufand ways ; 
but Lovers time their Joys, thefe for the Day, thofe for 
the lovely Night. And when they would be filently in 
love, have Mufick of foft Sighs and gentler Whif- 
pers. 

Oliv. Oh, Love infpires all this — What (hall I do ? 

Mir, Nay, think not becaufe I fent for you alone, 
while Night and Silence favour Lovers Stealths, to take 
advantage of my yielding Heart 

Oliv, I wou'd to Heaven (he were in earned now. 
A Noife, Enter Manage. 

Man, Oh, hide your Favourite, Madam do you 

hear. 

Mir, A jealous Lover only, comes in fuch a Storm — 
Dear, to my Heart, whofe Safety is my Life. Submit to 
be concealed — ^but where — Oh Heavens, he comes — 
Tis for you I fear — \They fearch for a place, 

Man, He comes 

Mir, Here, let my Train fecure you Till now I 

never found the right Ufe of long Trains and Farthingals. 
\She kneels, Man. puts her Train over Ouvia. 
Enter Prince and George, at the Door, 

Geo, 'Sdeath, you have made thefe Paufes and Alarms 
to give her time to jilt you. 

Prince. 
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Prince, Pray Heaven (he do I'd not be undeceiv'd 

for all the Sun lurveys. {Enters, 

Mir. My Lord the Prince ! now you are kind indeed. 

{Goes and embraces him, 
— hah ! what means this Unconcern ? 

Prince, I thought Pad left you fick, extremely fick. 

Mir, And are you griev'd to find my Health return ? 

Prince, No, wondrous glad of it. You're mighty gay, 
Mirtilla^ much in Glory. 

Mir, Can he, who lays his Fortune at my Feet, think 
me too glorious for his Arms and Eyes ? 

Geo, Fifty to one the Gipfy jilts him yet. \Afide. 

Prince, Pray Heaven (he lyes but handfomly — \AficU, 
— for mine, Mirtilla / Ha — ha — 

Mir, Am I not yours ? You cannot doubt my Vows. 

Geo. Shell do't, and make me love her anew for her 
rare dexterity at dilTembling. 

Prince, I left you wearied, going to your Bed, but 
find you at your Toylet gayly drefs'd, as if fome Con- 
queft you defign'd e'er morning. 

Mir, Manage, Sir, from the Fire, fecur'd thefe Trifles, 
and I was trying feveral Dreffes on ; that this flight Beauty 
that you fay has charm'd you, might, when you (aw it 
next, complete the Conque(l. 

Geo, And that thou wilt, if Flattery can do't 

Prince, Now, were (he guilty, as I am fure (he's not, 
this Softnefs would undo me, and appeafe me. 

Mir, You feem as if you doubted what I fay. 

{This while, Olivia ^^/j off un/een. 
By all the Powers 

Prince, Hold, I fcom to need an Oath to fix my 
Faith ; Oh ! thou art all divine, and canft not err. 

{Embraces her, 
Curs'd be the Tongue that dares profane thy Virtue, and 
curs'd the liftning Fool that dajres believe it. 

Geo. What a poor, wretched, baffled thing is Man, 
by feebler Woman aw'd and made a Coxcomb ! 

Mir, Durft any one traduce my Virtue, Sir 1 and is it 

poffiblc that you could hear it ? Then perifli all the 

Beauties you have flatter'd. {Tears htr Head-things, 

Prince, 
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Prince, Come to my Arms, thou Charmer of my 
Soul ! and if one fpark of Jealoufy remain, one of 
thofe precious Tears (hall quench the Crime — Oh, come, 
and let me lead thee to thy Bed, and breathe new Vows 
into thy panting Bofom. 

yLeads her off ^ flu looks back on George and /miles. 

Geo, Now all the Plagues of iniur'd Lovers wreck 
thee ; 'Sdeath, where has (he hid Olivia t or how am I 
deceived? — *T'\s Day, and with it new Invention rife 
to damn this Woman to the fin of Shame ; br^ik all 
the Chains that hold the princely Youth, and fink her 
vrith her fanc/d Power and Vanity. [Exit, 

SCENE changes to Lady Youthly'j. 

Enter Sir Rowland Aal/ dre/^d, Lady Blunder in an 
UndrefSy Lady Youthly in her moming-dre/Sy Terefia 
and Mr, Twang. 

Sir Row, Morrow my Lady Youthly^ and thank you 

for my Night's Lodging ^You are as early up as lif it 

had been your Wedding-day. 

L. Youth, Truly, Sir Rowland^ that I intend. 

Sir Row, But Where's the Bride-groom, Madam ? 

Enter Roger. 
How now, Roger ^ what, no news yet of George t 

Rog, Alas ! none Sir, none, till the Rubbifli be re- 
move. 

Sir Row, Rubbifh— What — what is George become 
the Rubbifti of the World then ? [ Wetfs, 

Twang, Why, Man is but Dud, as a Man may lay, 
Sir. 

L. Blun, But are you fure, Roger^ my Jewel, my Sir 
J/<jgg;y efcap'd? 

Kog, The Watch drew him out of the Cellar-window, 
Madam. 

L. Youth, How, Mr. Twangs the young Gentleman 
burnt — Oh — [Falls in a Chair, 

Tere, Alas ! my Grandmother faints with your ill News 
— Good Sir Rowland comfort her, and dry your Eyes. 

Sir 



OTy the Amorous JUL 399 

Sir Row. Burnt, Madam ! No, no, only the Houfe fell 
on him, or fo— — 

[Feigns Cfuarfulnefs^ and fpeiiks to Lady Youthly. 

L. Youth. How ! the Houfe fell on him— Oh ! 

Sir Row. Ah, Madam, that's all ; why, the yotmg 
Rogue has a Back like an Elephant — 'twill bear a Caflle, 
MadanL 

L. Youth. Alas, good Man : What a Mercy 'tis, Mr. 
Twangj to have a Back like an Elephant ! 

L. Blun. Of what wonderful life it is upon occafion — 

^\x Row. Ay — but — but I ftiall never fee him more, 
Back nor Bread. VWeeps, 

Twang. Good Sir, difcomfort not my Lady — Confider 
Man's a Flower — 

Sir Row. Ay, but George was fuch a Flower ! He 
was, Mr. Twangs he was the very Pink of Prentices. 
Ah ! what a rare rampant Lord Mayor he wou'd have 
made ? And what a Twinging SherifT— {Cries. 

Tere. What, cry, fo near your Wedding-day, Sir RoW' 
landf 

Sir Row. Well, if he be gone — Peace be with him : 
and 'Ifaks, Sweet-heart, we'll marry, and beget new 
Sons and Daughters — but — but I fhall ne'er beget another 
George. [Cries. 

Tere. This is but a Scurvy Tune for your hymenical 
Song, Sir. 

Sir Row. Alas ! Mrs. Tere/ia, my Inftrument is un- 
tun'd, and good for nothing now but to be hung upon 
the Willows. 

Cry within. Murder, Murder, Murder ! 
Enter Footman. Sir Merlin with his Sword drawn, and 

Sir Morgan. 

Sir Row. What's here, my Rogue ? 

Twang. What's the matter. Gentlemen, that ye enter 
the Houfe in this hoftile manner ? 

Sir Morg. What, Mr. Twangs d'ye fee ! 

Sir Mer. Ay, ay — ftand by Divinity — and know, that 
we, the Pillars of the Nation, are come, d'ye fee — to 
ravifti. 

L. Blun. Oh, my dear Sir Morgan. {Embraces him. 

Sir 
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Sir Morg, I do not intend to ravilh, like a Jew^ in 
my own Tribe 

L. Youth, What fay they, Mr. Twanz^ ravifh? Oh, 
fave my Honour — ^lead me to my Bed-Chamber, where, 
if they dare venture to come, they come upon their 
Peril [Twang leads her out. Sir Morgan goes to Tere. 

Sir Mer. Old Fellow, do'll hear ? Sir Pandarus of 
Troy, deliver me my CreJ/ida, d'ye fee, peaceably, or I 
am refolved to bear her off Vi 6r* Armis. 

L. Blun. Sweet Nephew retire, we are jufl upon 
making your Peace. 

Sir Mer, H a — O Id Queen C7w/«/V^r, without her Ruff on ? 

[Sir Merlin takes hold of her to bear her off\ 

flie cries : Sir Rowland draws upon him^ 

As they are going to fight, George enters, 

Geo, Is there a Man in Nature's Race fo vile, dares 
lift a guilty Hand againft his Father ? 

Sir Mer, Father me no Fathers ; I fight for Terefia^ my 
lawfully begotten Spoufe. 

Geo, That I once called you Brother, faves your Life ; 
therefore refign your Sword here at his reverend Feet 

Sir Mer. Sirrah ; you lye. Sirrah 

Geo, There, drag away this Brute. 

\Difarms him. To the Footman, 

Sir Mer. Rogues, Dogs, bring Mrs. Terefia along with 
you. 

Tere. Sure this is my fine Fellow — and yet the very 
fame that's to be married to my Grandmother ; nor can 
that City Habit hide the Gentleman. 

[George /peaks this while with his 
Father, who embraces him. 

Sir Morg. Burnt, fay you, Mrs. Terefia, d^e fee 

my Lady Mirtilla burnt ! Nay then, 'tis time to go to 
deep, get fober, and marry again. \Goes out. 

Sir Row, Enough, my Boy, enough ; thou delerv'ft my 
whole Eftate, arid thou (halt have it. Boy — This day thou 
(halt marry the Widow, and I her Grand-child. Ill to 
my Lawyers, and fettle all upon thee inftantly. [Goes out. 

Geo, How ! marry to day — Old Gentleman, you muA. 
be cozen'd ; and Faith, that goes againft my Confcience — 

Ha, 
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Ha, the fair, the young Terefia there ^When a Man's 

bent upon Wickednels, the Devil never wants an Op- 
portunity to prefent him with : that (he (hou'd be in my 
way now — Fair Creature, are you refolv^d to be my Mo- 
ther-in-law ? 

Tere, As fure as you to be my Grandfather, Sir 

And fee the News of your being come, has rais'd 

my Grandmother. 

Enter Lettice and Lady Youthly. 

Geo, A Pox upon her, her Ghoft had been lefs frightful. 

Tere, I cou'd have fpar'd her now too ; but fee (he 
advances as fwifl as Time. 

Geo, And as old : What (hall I do ? I die to fpeak 
with you 

L. Youth, Where, Where's this yoimg welcome Gen- 
tleman ? — Oh, are you here. Sir — 

[She fees him not, but runs upon him. 
Lettice, take Terefia, and get you to your Chamber, (he 
has her Trinkets to get ready againft the Wedding anon, 
for well make but one work of both. 

Tere, Ay, 'twill fave Charges, Madam 

L. Youth, Ay, ay, get you gone. Lovers fometimes 
wou'd be private. 

Geo, Harkye — leave me not to her mercy ; by Love, 
if you do, I'll follow you to your Chamber. 

Tere, Leave you ! no, hang me if I do, till I have 
told you a piece of my mind, for I find there's no 
dallying. 

L. Youth, Well, Sir, I have finifh'd the great Work. 

Geo. I wi(h you had Terefia, once you made me 

hope you did not hate me. 

L. Youth, What fays he, Terefia f 

Tere. He fays he hopes you do not hate him. Madam. 

L. Youth, No, by my Troth, Sir; I feel fomething 
for you, I have not felt before. 

Geo. Not thefe threefcore Years, I dare fwear 

You have too much Wit, Terefia, to have been only 
pleas'd with the embroider'd Coat, and gaudy Plume, 
where (lill the Man's the fame. 

L. Youth. What fays he, embroider'd Coat and Plume ? 

^ V o L IV. Tere. 
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Tere, He hopes your Ladyfhip likes him ne'er the 
worfe, for being without thofe Fopperies. 

L. Youth, Marry do I not, I love not this over-finery 
in a Husband ; thofe Fellows that drefs, think fo well 
of themfelves, they never mind their Wives. 

Geo. Are you (o dull, Tenfia^ not to fee, this Habit 
was put on, only to get an opportunity to tell you my 
Paflion. 

L. Youth. Tell me of his PafTion ! was it fo, alas, good 
young Man ^Well, well, Til defer your Joys no lon- 
ger, this Night (hall make you happy ; Mr. Twang (hall 
join us. Sir. 

Geo. A bleffed hearing you fee, charming Maid, 

how very fhort a fpace there is between this and the 
hailning Hour ; ftand not on Virgin Niceties, but anfwer 
me, our time admits of no Confideration. 

Tere. I have not been this Four and Twenty Hours a 
Lover, to need confidering ; as foon as you had my 
Heart, you had my Confent, and that was the firA mo- 
ment I faw you at the Baflet-Table. 

Geo. Ha ! at the Baflet-Table ? 

Tere. Yes, I was the frank Youth that lent you Money 
—but no more — your Time and Place. 

L. Youth. What are you prating to him there ? 

Tere. He doubts your Love, Madam, and I'm con- 
firming it. 

L. Youth. Alas, good Gentleman !— anon I'll con- 
vince him for in the EVning, Sir, the Prieft ihall 
make us one. 

Geo. Ah, Madam, I cou'd wifh 'twere not fo long de- 
fer'd, for fure I love you like a fighing Swain ; and as a 
Proof of it, I have here prepared an Emblem of my 
Love in a Dance of Country Lovers, where Paflion is 
fmcere. 

L. Youth. Good-lack-a-day, indeed you're fo obhging : 
But pray let us have the Dance. [Dance. 

L. Youth. Very pretty indeed. Come, good Gentle- 
man, don't droop, don't droop ; come, hold up your 
Head you may be allowed one Kifs before- 
hand. 

Geo. 
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Geo, {Kijftsher^ Oh, what a peftilential Blafl was 
there I \Afide. 

L. Youth. Come, come, Terefia, come with me. 

Geo, to Tere/la, 111 fend a Chair to your Back-gate 
anon, that (half wait you on the Field-fide, and bring you 
whither I fhall appoint Get ready inflantly. 

Tere, And if I fail, may I be eternally damn'd to the 
Embraces of old Age. [Exeunt all but George. 

Geo, Mirtilla, thus thy Scorn I will out-brave, 
And let my Father the kind Cheat forgive ; 

If I with dexterous charitable care 

Ea/e him of Burdens he wants Jlrength to bear, 

{Exeunt* 



ACTV. SCENE I. 

£'«//r Welbom drejjing himfelf\ to Jiim a Footman with 

a Letter, 

Wei, T) Rithee what became of the Spark that lay with 
X me lad Night ? 

Foot, I know not, Sir, he 'rofe before day What 

Letter's this. Sir ? It lay upon your Toilet. 

\Gives Welbom a Letter, 

Wei, To the dear Man who/e Name I would be glad 

to know [Reads, 

Hum a Woman's Hand [Opens it. 

The Lady you faw lajl Thurfday in the Mall,^£7x^ had in 
Bed with you la ^ Night, Adieu. 

Oh ! dull Divinity of Love ! that by no Inflindl, no fym- 
pathizing Pains or Pleafure, could inftrufl my Senfe, 
how near I was to Happinefs ! 

Enter George, ^«/. 
^—LeJerCy behold me here the moft unlucky Fellow 
breathmg. Thou know'ft I told thee how I was in love 

with 
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with a young Woman in the Mall: And this very Night 
I had this very Woman in my Arms. 

Geo, Is this your ill Luck, Sir ? 

Wei, 'Sdeath, all the while I took her for a Man : But 
finding me afleep, (he foftly rofe ; and, by a Light yet 
burning in my Chamber, fhe writ this Billet, and left it 
on my Table. [Gives it George, h€ reads it. 

Geo. By all that's good, Olivia / — And were you very 
honeft. Sir ? 

Wei. To my eternal Shame, as chafte as Ice. 

Geo. What will you fay now, Charles^ if I bring this 
Woman to you again t 

Wei, Canft thou ? Oh, let me kifs thy Lips away. 

Geo. For all her Frolick, Charles^ Ihe's very honeft, a 
Fortune, and of Quality— and were't not for Olivia^ 
thou ftiouldft marry her. 

Wei. Olivia I ne'er faw, and now 'twill be too 
late. 

Geo. Nay then. Sir, I muft fight in her Defence. 

Wei. You fight in her defence ! Why, doft thou love 
her ? — By all that's good, I will refign her to thee. 

Geo. You fhall not, Sir ; and know (he is my Sifter. 

Wei. Olivia thy Sifter ! 

Geo. Ask no more Queftions, but defend your felf, if 
you refufe to marry her ; for her Honour's mine. 

Wei. Were (he an Angel, I muft love this Woman. 

Geo. Then thou (halt have her Hafte, and get a 

Licence no more truft my Friend(hip— Go. 

{Exit Welbom. 
Enter Olivia, 

Olivia^ where did you lie laft Night ? Nay do not 

blu(h, for you may yet be virtuous. 

Oliv. Virtuous ! Not the young Rofes in the bud fe- 
cur'd, nor breaking Mom ungaz'd at by the Sun, nor 
falling Snow has more of Purity. 

Geo. I do believe you ; but your dangerous Frolicks 
will make the World talk (hamefully. 

Oliv. Let them talk on, I will not humour Fools. 

Geo, No more — here's Manage Contrive an Aflig- 

nation with Mirtilla ; but do not hide again where none 

may. 
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may find you. This done, Til tell you more, and make 
you happy. How now, Manage y is the Prince flir- 
ring? 

Man, He's in his Dreffing-Room, Sir, ^This from 

my Lady, Sir. [Slides the Letter into Olivia'j 

Hand as flu paffes out, 

Geo, What have you there, Olivia f {Takes the Billet, 

Oliv, An Affignation from you perjur'd Miflrefs, 
Sir. 

Geo. 'Tis well ^you muft obey the Summons ; and 

wind her up to all the height of Love ; then let her loofe 
to Shame. Til bring her Lover in the height of Dalliance, 
who, when he fees her Perfidy, will hate her. 

Oliv, And then the lovely Man (lands fair for me. 

\Afide. 

Geo, Go write an Anfwer back ^and wait her hour. 

\Exeunt fevereUly. 

SCENE II. The Drefftng-Room. Dif co- 
vers the Prince at his Toy let, drejjing. Mufick 
and a Song, 

Enter George, waits till the Song is ended. The Prince 
fees hinty comes to him with Joy, and falls about his 
Neck, 

SONG, by Mr. Gildon. 
\, 

AH Charmion ! Jhroud thofe killing Eyes, 
That dart th' extremes of Pleafure, 
Elfe Celidon, thofavour'd, dies 
As well as him that you defpife, 
Tho with this different meafure : 

While lingring Pains drag on his Fate, \ 

Dif patch ts all th^ Advantage of my State ; l 

For, ah / you kill with Love^ as well as Hate, ) 

Abate 
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Abate thy Luxury of Charms^ 
And only Part cUf cover ; 
Your Tongue^ as well as EyeSy has Arms 
To give a Thou/and fatal Harms 
To the poor liflening Lover : 
Thy Beams, like Glory s veiPdfhoi^d be, 
And like the Front ofHeai/n, unfeen/pafs by ; 
For to behold V/«, in full force, we die. 

Prince, Lydia, Oh ! I faint, I die with thy Beauty's 
Luxury ! by Heaven, Pm all Rapture, Love, and Joy : 

Such a dear Night, Lejere ! Poets may fancy pref- 

fing Goddefles, on downy Beds of Clouds But 

oh, Lejere I Thofe Gods were never half fo bleft 

as I ! 

Geo, What pity 'twere to wake you from this Dream. 

Prince, It is not in the Power of Time nor Age : For 
even then Mirtilla will have Charms ! Oh, how flie 
fpeaks ! how well (he'll grace a Story I 

Geo, How gay her Wit ! how movingly (he writes ! 

Prince, I do believe fhe does. \A little ferioujly. 

Geo, Would it difpleafe you, ftiould you fee a Billet 
from her? 

Prince, That's as it were dire^led. {Gravely. 

Geo, You would not credit what you faw lafl Night 

Prince, Nor wou'd have loft that Night for all the Trea- 
fure the vaft Ocean hides. 

Geo, I wou'd not have a Man, fo good and great, be 

made a Woman's Property There, Sir. 

{Gives him the Billet, 

Prince, 111 not believe it her's ; there are a thoufand 

ways to ruin Innocence ; if (he be falfe (he's damn'd. 

Confirm me, and of courfe I (hall defpife her. You cure 
me, when you (hew her worth my Scorn. 

Geo, Will you be rul'd then, and believe it Friend(hip 
in me? 

Prince, I will. 

Geo, 
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Geo. Give her, by Abfence, but an Opportunity ; feign 
fome Excufe to leave the Town to day. 

Prince, See where (he comes 

Enter Mirtilla. 
Adorned with all the beauteous Wonders of her Sex. 
The Gods of Love are playing in her Eyes, and give us 
Wounds from ev'ry graceful Motion. Ah, my Mirtilla / 
how fhall I fupport the Abfence of a many coming Hours, 
that languifh, being from thee but a Moment ? 

Mir. I hope, my Lord, Fate is not fo unkind, to let 
me live without you many Hours. 

Prince. Can all this be diflembrd ? [AJide to George. 

Geo. How much more have I heard? yet all was 
falfe. 

Prince. I mufl this Day this tedious live-long Day, 

be abfent from thy Sight but (hall be back i*th' Eve- 
ning : I'll leave Lejere to wait on your Commands. 

Mir. Lejere (hall ever, Sir, be dear to me But Til 

retire, ancl figh till your Return that World affords 

no Pleafure where you are not. 

Prince. Do you hear that, Sir ? [AJide to George. 

Till Night, thou deareft Ble(rmg of my Life ^Adieu. 

[Mirtilla going outy pulls Lejere by the Sleeve. 

Mir. Thou little, mifchievous informing Thing, how 
vainly had thou laviih'd out Invention ! [Smiling. Exit. 

Prince. By Heaven, methinks 'twere Sin but to fufpedl 
her. 

Geo. Think fo ; 111 trouble your Repofe no more : 
I've done my Duty, and I wou'd not fee you made a-^ 

Prince. Property — Ha — A loeth'd convenient Tool — 
A Woman's Implement — 'Sdeath ! (he that off— Loofe 
to the nafty Love of every Fool, that will be flatter'd, 
cozen'd, jilted, cuckolded — No more — I will, unfeen, 
convey my fclf into the Clofet in my Dreffmg-Room; 
'tis near her Bed and if I find her wanton 

Geo. If you find her the Youth is waiting now that 

(hall convince you. 

Prince. Where? Oh fet the happy Slave but in 

my View, and— 

Geo. 
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Ceo, No faith, Sir, be convinced before you (IrikCy 
for fear (he jilt you out of Senfe and Reafon 

Prince. Come to my Clofet, from thence we may 
obferve all that pades in her Chamber ; from whence 111 
break upon the perjur'd Fair, like Thunder from a Cloud, 
and more deflrudlive. \Exeunt, 

SCENE dif covers Mirtilla a^ Manage. 

Mir. Is the Prince gone ? 

Man. Yes, Madam. 

Mir. Then bring Endimion to me. 

Man. Madam, I wifh you'd think no more of him; 
for I forefee, that this Amour mufl ruin you- Remember 
you left a Husband for the Prince. 

Mir. A Husband ! my Drudge, to toil for me, and 
fave me the Expence of careful Thoughts : My Cloke, my 
Led-Horfe, for Neceifity to fill my Train — ^no more — 
but Etidimion waits. \Exit Manage* 

There is a native Generofity in me, that checks my 

Inconftancy to this great Man ; yet I have fo much Wo- 
man in my Soul, cannot pain my felf to do him Juflice 
— A new defire of humouring my wifh, fways all my 
Interefl, and controuls all my Honour. Why fhould i 
lofe a Pleafure for a Promife ? fince Time, that gives our 
Vouth fo fhort a Date, may well excufe our needful Per- 
jury. \Enter Manage, and Olivia,.^ runs 

and embraces him. 
Let the young bafhful Maid, imsldll'd in Love, 
deny the prefTmg Swain. 

Let withered Age, who fondly dreams of Virtue, lofe the 
dear Opportunities of Life. 

The coming Hours prefent themfelves to us ; and are too 
nice, not to be fhatch'd when offered. 

Oliv. So hafly ! this difarms me of Excufe. \Afede. 

Mir. Why are thy Eyes bent down ? Why doh thou 
paufe ? 

Oliv. So hot ! 1 mufl prepare to fhew my Sex's 

Evidence, if nothing elfe will do. [Unbuttons her Coat. 

Mir. What not a Word ! 

Advance 
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Advance thou bafhful Youth Love in thy Eyes, and 

Coward in thy Heart ! The one all Fire, the other too 
much Ice. 

Prince and George looking out. 
Prince, Yet flay me, my Lejere, from my hafly Ven- 
geance. 

Oliv, Ah, Madam, how are you miftaken ! 'Tis not 

Coldnefs in me ^but 

Mir, What, Ba(hfulnefs ! 
Oh, Love will lend thee Courage ; 
This Trembling is the foft EffeOs of it 
Oliv, Oh, how vilely (he's miftaken ! 
Mir, Come to my Bed, and prefs the Rofes down; 
and lend more fweetnefs to 'em than they bring. 

[She leading him to her Bed, the Prince enters, 
with Lejere, holding his Sword in Hand ; 
he takes hold of Olivia. 

Prince, Love thus I fling thy gaudy Fetters off, 

and am no more a Slave to faithlefs Beauty. 

[The Prince holding 0]i\i3. by the Bofom of 
her Coat, her Breajl appears to Mirtilla. 

Mir, Ha ! what do I fee ? Two Female rifrnG; 

Breafts. By Heav'n a Woman. Oh fortunate MilP 

chance ! 

[This while George is arguing with the 
Prince not to hurt Olivia. 
Prince, No, I will not hurt thee, ceafe thy trembling. 
Mir, Oh, Sir, 'twere Sin to hurt the lovely Youth. 
Prince, No, Madam, fmce I have taken back my 
Heart, I can prefent you with another Lover. 

[Gives Olivia to her, 

Mir, Ha ! another Lover ! ^What means my 

Prince? 
Prince, Eternally to leave you to your Frailty. 
Mir. Can you fo eafily cancel all your Vows ? 
Then kill mc at your Feet, I do implore it. 

[Kneels and weeps. 
Prince, Away, I do forgive thee, wretched Woman. 

But yet be gone left Love and Rage return, 

and I ftiould kill you yet with your young Darling. 

S Mir, 
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Mir, Whom mean you, Sir, this lovely Maid ? 

Oliv, Maid ! ^What means (he ? Sure (he cannot 

know me. 

Prince, Talk on, falfe Woman ! till thou haft per- 
fuaded my Eyes and Ears out of their native Faculties, I 
fcorn to credit other Evidences. 

Mir, Try 'em once more, and then repent, and die. 

\Opens Olivia*^ Bofom^Jhews her Breafts, 

Prince, Ha ^by HeaVn a Woman ! 

Mir, You that wou'd fmile at my fuppos'd undoing, 
prefent your felf no more before my Eyes. 
Twas to perplex you that I feign'd this Paffion. 
I faw you had your Spies to watch for Mifchief, 

\To George. 

And poifon all my Happinefs with the Prince. 

And lince I am thought fo criminal, 111 take an ever- 
lalling leave of you. \To the Prince, 

When I am dead, may (he you honour next repay your 

Tendemefs, as I have done But may (he never meet 

my wretched Fate. [She/natches OliviaV Sword out. 

Prince. Hold, thou moft valu'd Treafure of the World, 
or turn the pointed Weapon to my Heart 

Mir, No, Tm falfe, unworthy of your Love. 

Geo, Yes, by Heaven. But thou haft jilted him fo 
handfomly, thou'ft vanqui(h'd all my Rage. 

Mir, Yes, I am falfe ; falfe to this Gallant Man, 

[To George, 
falfe to my Husband, to my Sex's Fame ; for you more 
charming, I alas am perjur'd. 

Prince, Lejere^ have I then injur'd thee ? 

Geo, This is the fatal Beauty, Sir, for whom fo often 
you have feen me languiftu 

Prince, Ah ! wouldft thou fee me on a Precipice, and 
not prevent my Danger ? 

Geo, To mightier Friendlhip I cou'd all furrender, and 
filently have bom her Perjunes ; but thofe to you, awa- 
kened all my Rage : but (he has out-trick'd me, and I beg 

her Pardon And to fecure her yours, have lov'd anew, 

and beg Prote<flion in your Lodgings, Sir, for a yoimg 
Maid whom I deftgn to marry. 

Prince. 
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Prince. Command my Life, my Fortime, and my 
Sword, for the unwilling Injury I have done thee — And 
is this the charming perjur'd Fair, Mirtilla t 

Geo. It is, Sir. 

Prince. Since it is poflible that you cou'd ceafe to love 
this Gallant Man, whom I have heard with fo much 
tender Paffion tell your Loves, what facred Vows had 
pafl, and what Endearments, how can I hope from 

thee a lading Faith ? Yet on the Oaths that thou 

hafl fworn to me ^by all thy Hopes of Pardon for 

thy Perjuries, to eafe my panting Heart— once fpeak 

the Truth Didil thou not tsike this Woman for a 

Man? 

Mir. I did and were (he fo, I wou'd with Pride 

own all the Vows IVe broke. 

Prince. Why this is fair and tho I buy this Know- 
ledge at the vaft Price of all my Repofe ; yet I mufl 
own, 'tis a better Bargain than chaflrring of a Heart 

for feign'd Embraces Thou hafl undone me yet 

mufl have my Friendfhip ; and 'twill be (lill fome Eafe 
in this Extreme, to fee thee yet repent, and love Le- 
jere. 

Mir. No, Sir, this Beauty mufl be firft declining, to 
make me take up with a former Lover, 

Geo. No, Sir, I have difpos'd my Heart another way ; 
and the firft knowledge of her Falfhood cur'd me : Her 

Marriage I forgave that thing of Form ^but never 

could her Fondnefs to this Youth. 

Prince. Who's this Lady, Sir, whofe Pardon I mud 
beg? 

Geo. My Sifter, Sir. who I difguis'd on purpofe to be 
a Guard to this fufpe<fted Fair One. 

Enter Welbom. 

Wei. Ha, ftie's there 1 

Now every Feature points me out my Conquerefs. 

Nay 'flart not 1 have found Thee, thou malicious 

Charmer, to bring me fo near to BUfs, and not afford me 
one kind hint 

S 2 Oliv. 
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Oliv, And are not you a very dull Fellow, that lov'd 
and long'd, and had the Maid fo near you, and yet need- 
ed a Hint ? 

WeL Nay, if you conceal'd your precious Talent, how 
(hou'd it profit any body ? 

Oliv. Conceard it ! No, Faith, I made a very fair 

Tender ; but you reflis'd it, as not being current Coin. 

WeL But if you mod fclonioufly, and unlawfully de- 
face our Sovereign's Image, fo'as it may be as foon taken 
for the Grand Signior's, I may fufpe^l the Metal too. 

Oliv. What fay you if 1 tender it before thefe lawful 
Witneffes ? 

WeL ril take it for good Payment 1 Charles 

Welbom 

Oliv. Ha, Welbom / [A/ide. 

WeL Take thee — whom ? — Gad if the Parfon of the 
Parifh knew your Name no better than I — 'twill be but a 
blind Bargain. 

Geo. Olivia Marteen 

WeL My deflin'd Wife ! 

Geo. The very fame : Have you the Parfon ready ? 

WeL He waits in my Chamber. 

Oliv. Madam, I beg you'll lend me fomething more 
becoming my Sex. 

Mir. Manage will fiirnifh you from my Wardrobe. 

\ExiL Ohvia. 
Enter Terefia, 

Geo. And fee my good Genius appears too. 

Tere. See, Sir, I am refolv'd to be welcome to your 
Arms ; look, here are the Writings of the Eflate my 
Grandfather left me, and here's three thoufand Pound my 
Grandmother has fettled on me, upon her Marriage with 
you. [Gives Aim the Writings. 

Geo. And here's my Father's Eflate fettled on me 

Come, let's put them together — and go in, and let the 
Parfon do as much for us. {Puts *em in her Cafe, 

Tere. But have you very well confidered this Matter ? 

Geo. Terefia, well do like mofl Couples, marry firfl, 

and confider afterwards [Leads her in. 

Enter 
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Enter a Footman. 

Foot. Sir, here's Sir Merlin, with a Lady maslc'd, 
wou'd fpeak with you. 

Wei. Carry 'em into the Dining- Room, 111 wait on 'em 
anon. [Exeunt Omnes. 

SCENE, my LaclyYouthlys; Difcovers 
her, and Lettice drejjing her. 

L. Youth. Hold the Glafs higher, Lettice ; is not this 
Tour too brown? Methinks it does not give a youth- 
ful Aire to my Face. 

Lett. That's not in Nature. 

L. Youth. Like Nature ! Ay, but Nature's felf wants 
Art, nor does this Fontange fuit with my Complexion — 
put on a little more red, Lettice, on my Cheeks, and 
Lips. \She does /o, 

Lett. Ay, for they are but a little too much upon the 

Covcntry-'QlvLG This Tour muft come more forward, 

Madam, to hide the Wrinkles at the comers of your 
Eyes [Pulls it. 

L. Youth. Ay, Lettice, but there are others, that nei- 
ther Tours, nor Paint, nor Patches will hide, I fear 

yet altogether, Lettice 

[Puts on her Spectacles, and looks in the Glafs. 
Enter Sir Rowland. 

Sir Rowl. What, no Bride yet, nor Bridegroom? 

L. Youth. Ay, what can be the meaning of this ? 

Sir Rowl. But Terejia, Madam, where can (he be gad- 
ding? 

L. Youth. Why Lettice tells me, (he went to buy fome 
Trifles to adorn her this Night — Her Govemantc is with 
her, and my Steward. 

Enter Mr. Twang. 

Twang. Alas, what pity 'tis ; the Supper is quite fpoil'd, 
and no Bridegroom come ! 

A Noife of hallowing without, and Mufick, 
Enter Lady Blunder. 

L. Dlun. Blefs us ! Here's a whole Regiment of Live- 
ries, Coaches, and Flambeaux at the Door ! the Fops of 

S 3 the 
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the Town have heard of a Wedding, and are come in 
Mafqueradc. 
Enter Mufick playing ; after them, Prina Frederick, 
leading Mirtilla, George leading Tercfia ; Sir Merlin, 
Diana ; Mrs, Manage, Britton ; Pages, a ftd Footmen^ 
all in Mafqueratle, Sir Morgan comes in, all in 
Afourfiing ; Welborn, and Olivia. 
Sir Afer. Hearing of a high Wedding, Sir, we made 
bold (as the faying is) to give you Joy. Sir, are not you 
the Bridegroom ? 

Tere, Where's your Bride, Sir ? Ha! ha! ha! 
Sir Mer. Ay, ay, wherc's your Bride ? 
Sir RowL What's that to you, Sir Coxcomb ? 
Sir Mer, Hum — how the Devil came he to know me 
now? — Is this reverend Gentlewoman yovu: Lady, Sir? 

Sir RowL Ounds, they come to mock us ! — Hark ye, 
hark ye Tawdrums, if you are Men, fhew your Faces ; 
if Apes, play over your Monkey-Tricks, and be gone, 

d'y<-* hear. We are not at Icifure for Fooling. 

Geo, Be but at leifure. Sir, to pardon [George kneels. 
this one Difobedicncc of my Life, and all the reft Fll de- 
dicate to plcafe and humour you. Sir, 1 am marr>''d. 

[Pulls off his Mask. 
Sir RowL What the Devil's that to mc, Sir ? 
Geo, Do not you know me. Sir ? 

Sir RowL No, Sir, nor do not care to know any fuch 
flaunting Coxcombs. 

Geo, Look on me, Sir. [Looks on him, knows him, 

goes away^ and returns. 

Sir RowL Hum, hum, hum 

Tere, It is your Son, Sir, your darling Son, who has 
fav'd your Life from Infolence. 

Sit Ro7al, Hum Terejia! 

L. Youth, How, Terefia I what robb'd me of my in- 
tended Husband ? Oh undone ! undone ! 

[Falls ifito a Chair, 
Sir RowL And hafl thou, after all, ferved mc fuch a 
Rogue's Trick, thou ungracious Varlet ? WTiat cuckold 
thine own Father ! 

Ger. 
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Geo. Oh do not frown, I cannot bear your Anger : 
Here will I hang for ever till you pardon me. 

\Clafps his Kttees. 

Sir RowL Look look ^now cannot I be angry 

with the good-natur'd young Rogue [ Weeps, 

Well George but harkye, Sirrah, this is a damn'd 

Trick of yours. 

Geo. Sir, I found my Youth was fitter for her than 
your Age, and youll be as fond of a Grand-Child of my 
begetting, as you would of a Son of another Man's, per- 
haps. 

Sir Rowl, Thou'rt in the right on't. 

Sir Mer, Ha ! Is Monfieur Lejere then my Brother 
George t 

Ceo. Sir, here's another Couple wants your Pardon ; 
my Brother Merlin^ and my Lady Diana. 

L. Blun. Diana / what. Sir Harry ModiJ^s Miftrcfs ? 

Dia. Yes, he pawn'd me at the Baflet-Table ; and, in 
revenge, I refolv^d to marry the next Man of Fortune I 
met with. 

Sir Rowl. The Fool had more Wit than I thought he 
had ; for which V\\ give him a thoufand Pound a Year. 

Geo. I humbly thank you, Sir. 

Mir. Pray, melancholy Sir, who are you in Mourn- 
ing for ? 

Sir Morg. Alas ! Madam, for a Perfon of Quality that 
was my Wife ; but reft her Soul, (he's burnt. [ Weeps. 
And I ftiall never fee an>'thing again like her. 

Mir. No ! What think you of this Face, Sir ? 

Sir Morg. As Gad ftiall fa' me, as like as if the fame. 

L. Blun. In troth, and fo ftie is. 

Prince. Tis true, ftie was once your Wife ; but I have 
preferv'd her from the Flames, and I have moft Right 
to her. 

Sir Mor^. That's a hard Cafe, Sir, that a Man muft 
lofe his Wife, becaufe another has more right to her than 
himfelf ; is that Law, Sir? 

Prince. Lover's Law, Sir. 

L. Blun. Ay, ay. Son, 'tis the Faftiion to marry one 
Week, and feparate the next : 111 fet you a Precedent for 
it my felf. In 
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In this Hme Welbom kneels with Olivia ; 

Sir Rowland takes ^em uf^ and kij^es *em. 

Sir Morg. Nay, if it be the Falhion, 111 e'en into the 

Country, and be merry with my Tenants, and hawk, and 

hunt, and Horfe-match. 

Prince, But now, Sir, 111 refign my Right to you, 
and content my felf with the Honour to have prefeiVd 
her from the Fire. [Prince delivers Mirtilla to Sir 

Morgan, who receives her. 
Sir Morg, As Gad (hall fa' me, Sir, you're a civil Per- 
fon ; and now I find you can endure a Woman, Sir, 111 
give you leave to vifit her. 

Sir Rowl, Well, fmce we're all agreed, and that the 
Fiddles are here, adfnigs we'll have a Dance, Sweet-heart, 
tho thou haft out-witted me. 

\Takes Terefia, George takes Lady Youthly, &*c. 
After the Dance^ Lady Youthly weeps, 
Geo, What, weeping yet ? Here, Mr. Twangs take the 
Lady to your Care ; in thefe Cafes, there's nothing like 
the Confolation of your young Chaplain. 

The Widowy with young yointure^ and old Face^ 
Affeiled Micny atid amorous Grimacty 
Ufes to fall to th^ younger Brother^sjhare; \ 

But I by Fortune, and iftdujlrious Carey I 

Have got one that's rich, witty, young, and fair, j 
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Spoken by Mr Harden, 

WE? re grown impatient to be out of pain, 
A r^ fain wot^d know our Fortune^ LofSy or Gain : 
The Merchants Phrafe maynU be improper now, 
If ye our City Character allow. 
But fome fpruce Critick, Ihear,fwears ^tisflrange^ 
To take a pouder^d Beau off from the Exchange ; 
A place more fam^d for Barid, and Drefs precife, 
For greafy Cuckolds^ Stockjobbers, and Lyes, 
Than for a Spark dth^ Town : but now-a-days 
The Citfets up in Box, puffs, perfumes, plays ; 
And tho he paffesfor a Alan of Trade, 
Is the chief Squeaker at the Mafquerade. 
Let him his Sifter, or his Wife beware, 
^Tis not for nothing Courtiers go fo far. 
Thus for awhile he holds, till Cafh isfoutid 
To be a Debtor many a woful Pound ; 
Then off he moves^ and in another Year 
Turns true Alfatian, or Sollicitor, 
For we {except c^th^ Stage) fhallfeldom find. 
To a poor broken Beau, a Lady kind : 
Whilft pov/ful Guinea lafts, h^s wondrous pretty , 
And much thefineft Gentleman c^th* City ; 
But when Fol^s empty, h^s an odious Creature, 
Fough how heflinks / Kas not one taking Feature ; 
Thenfuch an aukard Mein, and vulgar Senfe, 
I vow I wonder at his Impudence, 
^Tis well Lejere appeared, George owes the Prize 
To the gay Monfieur, Footfnen, and Difguife, 

Charms 
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Charms which few Englifh Wonufi can with/land; 
What ca$Ct a man of Qfiality command? 
As to the Faults^ or Merits of the Play, \ 

We leave you to be Judges of; yet fay y \ 

Ye ought injuflice to be kind to day, ) 

For to our Cofl, alaSy wefoonfhalifindy \ 

Perhaps not hdlf the Money ye dejtgtidy \ 

Confider, Sirs, it goes to be refirCd ) 

Andfince in all Exchanges *tis a Notion, 
For what ye take to be in due Proportion ; 
So may weju/lly hope no wrong ts done ye, 
If ye have par of wit, for par of Money. 



The End of the Fourth Volume. 
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